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PART XI. 


I 

For the human mind the absolute conliniiity of motion is 
inconceivable. The laws of motion of any kind <jnly hwtoiin* 
comprehensible to man when he examines units of this 
motion, arbitrarily selected, lint at the same tinie it is 
from thi.s ai-bitmry division of continnous motion into dis- 
continuous units that a groat number of human errors 
‘p!rQcee(ja,. * 

^'all-know the so-callt • sdphislil "cIT The amdents, proving 
that Acliille-s wouia never overtake flu* lorloise, though 
Achilles walked ten times as fast as the tortoise. As soon 
as Achilles ])ass(>s ov(>r the space separniing him from the 
tortoise, the tortoise lulvunces une-tiaith of that space: 
Achilles passes over that tenth, hut the tortoise has a(!van<<cd 
a hundredth, ami so on to infinity. Tliis problem seemed 
to the ancients insoluble. The irrationality of tlie eon- 
clusion (that Achilles will never overtake tin* tortoise) arises 
from the arbitrary assumiition of disconnected units of 
motion, when the 'motion both of Achilles and the tortoise 
was continuous. 

By taking smaller and smaller units of motion wc merely 
approach the solution of the problem, hut we never attain it. 
It is only by assuming an infinitely small magnitude, and a 
■ progression rising from it up to a tenth, and taking the sum 
of that geometrical progression, that we can arrive at the 
solution of the problem. A new branch of mathematics, 
dealing With infinitely small quantities, gives now in other 
more complffis problems of dynamics solutions of problems 
that seemed insoluble. • 

This new branch of mathematics, unknown to the aiidenl*, 
VOL. nr, A 
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by assuming infinitely small quantities, that is, such as secuie 
the chief condition of motion (absolute continuity), corrects 
the inevitable error which^the human intellect cannot but 
make, when it considers di^onnected units of motion instead 
of continuous motion. 

In the investigation of the laws of historical motion pre- 
cisely the same mistake arises. 

The progress of humanity, arising from an innumerable 
multitude of individual wills, is continuous in its motion. 

The discovery of the laws of this motion is the aim of 
history. But in order to arrive at the laws of the continuous 
motion due to the sum of all these individual wills, the human 
mind assumes arbitrary, disconnected units. The first pro" 
ceeding of the historian is taking an arbitrary series of con- 
tinuous events to examine it apart from others, while in I'calitv 
there is not, and cannot be, a beginning to any event, but oi ' 
event flows without any break in continuity from another 
The second proceeding is to examine the action of a single 
person, a sovereign, or a general, as though it were equivalent 
to the sum of many individual wills, though ““'ll 
vidual wills never finds expressiou'Tlr-tlic-tcction of a single 
historical personage. 

Historical science as it advances is continually taking smaller 
and smaller units for analysis, and in this way strives to ap- 
proximate to the truth. But however small the units of which 
history takes cognisance, we feel that the assumption of a unit, 
disconnected from another, the assumption of a beginning of 
any phenomenon, and the assumption that the individual wills 
of all men find expression in the actions of a single historical 
personage, are false in themselves. 

Every conclusion of history can, without the slightest eitort 
on the part of the critic, be dissipated like dust, leaving no 
trace, simply through criticism selecting, as the object of its 
'analysis, a greater or smaller disconnected unit, whi^it has 
a perfect right to do, seeing that the unit of history is always 

selected arbitrarily. , . » , . . ' 

Only by assuming on infinitely small unit for observation-*^ 
a differential of history— that Ls, the homogeneous ten^cte 
of men, and arriving at the integral calculus (that js, takin^l 
the sum of tiiose Infinitesimal quantities), omi we hop^ to arrive 
at the laws of history. 
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;^The first fifteen years of the nineteenth centur;jr present the 
spectacle of an extraordinary movement of millions of men. 
Men leave their habitual pursuits; rush from one side of 
Europe to the other ; plunder, slaughter one another, triumph 
and despair; and the whole curi'unt of life is transformed and 
presents a quickened activity, first moving at a growing speed, 
and then slowly slackening again. What was the cause of that 
activity, or from what laws did it arise? asks the luunuu 
intellect. 

The historians, in reply to that inejuiry, lay before us the 
sayings and doings of some dozens of men in one of the build- 
ings of the city of Paris, summing up those doings and say- 
ings by one word — revolution. Tnen they give us a tietailed 
biography of Napoleon, and of certain persons favourably or 
hosnlely disposed to him ; talk of the influence of some of 
these persons upon others; and then say that this it is to 
jWhich that activity is due, and these are its laws. 

} But the human intellect not only refuses to believe in that 
‘ explanation, but flatly declares that the method of explanation 
is not a cprrcct one, because in this explanation a snialler 
phenomenon is taken as the eauw of a greater phenomenon. 
The sum of men’s individual wills prwliiced both the revolu- 
tion and Napoleon; and only the sum of tboso wills endured 
them and then destroyed them. 

‘But whenever therti have been wars, there have been great 
military leaders; whenever there have been revolutions in 
states, there have been gi*eat men,’ says history. ‘ Whenever 
there have been great military leatlers there have, indeed, l»en 
wars,’ replies the human reason ; ‘ but that dex's not prove that 
the generals were the cause of the wars, and that the factor* 
loading to warfare can be found in the pci-soaiil activity of one 


Whenever, looking at my watch, I see the Iiand has reached 

the lifmre I h^r the bells beginning to ring in the church 
close by. Be*- ^ iv. j.. t 

>iSi whenever 

inffeu tiiat the posmon oi tnc naiulB of wv 
’ 6f the ^bration of the bells, ^ 

L Whoever I sec a steam-engine move, I hear the whistle. 

see the valve open and the wheels turn 4 but I have 
,no right to conclude from that that the whistle and tiic 
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turning of the wheels are the causes of the steam-ei 
moving. 

The peasants say that in the late spring a cold wind blows 
because the oak-buds are opening, and, as a fact, a cold wina 
does blow- every spring when the oak is coming out. But 
though the cause of a cold wind’s blowing just when the oaks 
are coming out is unknown to me, I cannot agree with the 
peasants that the cause of the cold wind is the opening of the 
oak-buds, because the force of the wind is altogether outside 
the influence of the buds. I see in this simply such a coin- 
cidence of events as is common in every phenomenon of life, 
and I see that however long and minutely I might examine the 
watch hand, the valve, and the wheel of the steam-engine and 
the oak-bud, I shall not discover the cause of the bells ringing, 
of the steam-engine moving, and of the spring wind. To do 
that I must completely change my point of observation and 
study the laws of the motion of steam, of the bells, and of the 
wind. History must do the same. And efforts have already 
been made in this direction. 

For the investigation of the laws of history, we must com- 
pletely change the subject of observations, must let kings and 
ministers and generals alone, 'and a t w Ajr . tl i^ h M r ii ^ igHn!ro£', 
infinitesimal elements by which masses are led. No one can 
say how far it has been given to man to advance in that 
direction in understanding of the laws of history. But it is 
obvious that only in that direction lies any possibility of 
discovering historical laws ; and that the human intellect 
has hitherto not devoted to that method of research one 
millionth part of the energy that historians have put into the 
description of the doings of various kings, ministers, and 
generals, and the exposition of their own views on those 
doings. 


II 

Thm armed forces of twelve different nationalities of Europe 
invaide Russia. The Russian army and population fall back, 
avoiding a battle, to Smolensk, and from Smolensk to Borod^. 
The French army moves on to Moscow, its goal, wiW'COn- 
tinually increasing impetus. The impetus of its a4^nce is 
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were going, then removed all the public offices, then served 
out useless weapons to the drunken rabble, then brought out 
the holy images, and prevented Father Augustin from remov- 
ing the holy relics and images, then got hold of all the private 
conveyances that were in Moscow, then in one hundred and 
thirty-six carts carried out the air-balloon made by Loppich, 
at one time bin bed that lie should set fire to Moscow, at one 
time described how he had burnt his own house, and wrote 
a proclamation to the French in which he solemnly reproached 
them for destroying the home of his childhood. He claimed 
the credit of having set fire to Moscow, then disavowed 
it; he commanded the people to capture all spies, and bring 
them to him, then blamed the people for doing so ; lie sent all 
the French residents out of Moscow, and then let Madame 
Aubert-Chalmy, who formed the centre of French society in 
Moscow, remain. For no particular reason he ordered the 
respected old postmaster, Klucharov, to be seized and banished. 
He gob the people <jgethcr on the Tlu-ee Hills to fight the 
French, and then, U jiifct rid of them, handed a man over to 
them to murder, and, tvseaped himself by the back door. He 
vowed he would never survive the disaster of Moscow, and 
later on wrote French verses in albums on his share in the 
affair.^ 

This man had no inkling of the import of what was hap- 
pening. All he wanted was to do something himself, to 
astonish peojile, to perforin some heroic feat of putriotiHin, 
and, like a child, he frolicked about the grand and inevilahle 
event of the abandonment and burning of Moscow, trying witli 
his puny hand first to urge on, and then to hold back, the 
tide of the vast popular current that was bearing him along 
with it* 


VI 

Kixkn had accompanied the court on its return from Vilna 
to Petersburg, and there found herself in a difficult position. 

In Petersburg Ellen had enjoyed the special patronage of a 

^ Slits tii Tartars 
Je vouhts Hrt Romain 
1^5 Fran^ais m^appsth*ent harhare^ 

Les Russss-^-Gear^s Dandin* 

von. m. H 
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great personage, who occupied one of the highest positions in 
the government. In Vilna she had formed a liaison with a 
young foreign prince. 

When she returned to Petersburg the prince and the great 
dignitary were both in that town ; both claimed their rights, 
and Ellen was confronted with a problem that had not pre- 
viously arisen in her career — ^the preservation of the closest 
relations with both, without giving offence to either. 

What might have seemed to any other woman a difficult or 
impossible task never cost a moment’s thought to Countess 
Bezuhov, who plainly deserved the reputation she enjoyed of 
being a most intelligent woman. Had she attempted conceal- 
ment; had she allowed herself to get out of her awkward 
position by subterfuges, she would have spoilt her own case 
by acknowledging herself the guilty party. But like a truly 
great man, who can always do everything he chooses, Ellen at 
once assumed the rectitude of her own position, of which she 
was indeed genuinely convinced, and the i^uilty responsibility 
of every one else concerned. / t 

The first time the young foreign princi vVitured to reproach 
her, she lifted her beautiful head, and, w;(th a haughty tone 
towards him, said firmly : '' 

* This is the egoism and the cruelty of men, I expected 
nothing else. Woman sacrifices herself for you ; she suffers, 
and this is her reward. What right have you, your highness, 
to call me to account for my friendships, my affections ? He 
is a man who has been more than a father to me P 
The prince would have said something. Ellen interrupted 
him. 

‘ Well, yes, perhaps he has sentiments for me other than 
those of a father, but that is not a reason I should shut my 
door on him. I am not a man to be ungrateful. Know, 
your highness, that in all that relates to my private sentiments 
I will account only to God and to my conscience!’ she con- 
cluded, laying her hand on her beautiful, heaving bosom, and 
looking up to heaven. 

^ But listen to me, in God’s name ! ’ . . . 

‘ Marry me, and I will be your slave ! ’ 

‘ But it is impossible.’ 

‘ You do ftot deign to stoop to me, you . • .’ Ellen burst 
into tears. 
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The prince attempted to console her. Ellen, as though 
utterly distraught, declared through her teai’S that there was 
nothing to prevent her marrying ; that there were precedents 
(they were but few at that time, but Ellen quoted the case of 
Napoleon and some other persons of exalted rank); that she 
had never been a real wife to her husband ; that she had been 
dragged an unwilling victim into the marriage. 

^But the law, religion . . murmured the prince, on the 
point of yielding. 

‘ Religion, laws . . . what can they have been invented for, 
if they are unable to manage that ?’ said Ellen. 

The prince was astonished that so simple a reflection had 
never occurred to him, and applied to the council of the 
brotherhood of the Society of Jesus, with which he was in 
close relations. 

A few days later, at one of the fascinating fetes Ellen use<l to 
give at her summer villa at Kamenny Oslrov, a certain fascinat- 
ing M. Jobert was presented to her; a man no longer young, 
with snow-white Iwiir and brilliant black eyes, ntt Mwifc it 
robe cowic^ who walked for a long while with Ellen among the 
illuminations in the ;^arden to the strains of music, conversing 
with her of the iJve of God, of Christ, of the heart of the 
Holy Mother, and of the consolations afforded in tliis life and 
the next by the one true Catliolic faith- Ellen was touched, 
and several times tears stood both in her eyes and in M. 
Joberfs, and their voices trembled. A dance, to which her 
partner fetched Ellen away, cut short her conversation with 
the future * director of her conscience,'’ but the next evening 
M. Jobert came alone to see Ellen, and from that day he was 
a frequent visitor. 

One day ho took the countess into a Catholic church, where 
she fell on her knees before the altar, up to which she was 
conducted. The fascinating, middle-aged Frenchman Igid his 
hands on her head, and as she herself afterwards described it, 
she felt something like a breath of fresh air> which ficemed 
wafted into her soul. It was explained to her that this was 
the ‘ grace of God.’’ 

Theuanabbe a was brought to her; he confcjsweil 

her, and absolved her from her sins. Next day a box was 
brought containing the Saci’od Host, and left for her to 
partake of at her house. Several clays later Ellen learned to 



20 


WAR AND PEACE 


her satisfaction that she had now been admitted into the 
true Catholic Church, and that in a few days the Pope himself 
would hear of her case, and send her a document of some 
sort. 

All that was done with her and around her at this period, 
the attention paid her by so many clever men, and expressed 
in such agreeable and subtle forms, and her dovelike purity 
during her conversion (she wore nothing but white dresses and 
white ribbons all the time) — all afforded her gratification. 
But this gratification never led her for one instant to lose 
sight of her object. And, as always happens in contests of 
cunning, the stupid person gains more than the cleverer; 
Ellen, fully grasping that the motive of all these words and all 
this manoeuvring was by her conversion to Catholicism to get 
a round sum from her for the benefit of the Jesuit order (this 
was hinted at, indeed), held back the money, while insisting 
steadily on the various operations that would set her free from 
her conjugal bonds. To her notions, the r.jsal object of every 
religion was to provide recognised forms, of propriety for the 
satisfaction of human desires. And with ’i^his end in view, she 
insisted, in one of her conversations with hej spiritual adviser, 
on demanding an answer to the question how far her marriage 
was binding. 

They were sitting in the drawing-room window. It was 
dusk. There was a scent of flowers from the window. 
Ellen wore a white dress, transparent over the bosom and 
shoulders. The sleek, well-fed abb^, with his plump, clcan- 
•shaven chin, his amiable, strong mouth, and his white hand.s, 
clasped mildly on his knees, was sitting close by Ellen. With 
a subtle smile on his lips, and a look of discreet admiration 
in his eyes, he gased from time to time at her face, as he 
expounded his views on the subject. Ellen, with a restless 
stared at his curly hair and his smooth-shaven, blackish 
cheeks, and seemed every minute to be expecting the conversa- 
tion to take a new turn. But the abbd, though unmistakably 
aware of the beauty of his companion, was also interested in 
his own skilful handling of the questioui. The spiritual adviser 
adopted the following chain of reasoning : — 

‘In ignora#ce,’ said he, ‘of the significance of your promise, 
you took a vow of conjugal fidelity to a man who, on his 
side, was guilty of sacrilege in entering on the sacrament of 
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matrimony with no faith in its religious significance. That 
marriage had not the dual binding force it should have had. 
But in spite of that, your vow was binding upon you. You 
broke it. What did you commit ? Venial sin or mortal sin ? 
A venial sin, because you committed it with no intention of 
acting wrongly. If now, with the object of bearing children, 
you should enter into a new marriage, your sin might be 
forgiven. But the question again falls into two divisions. 
First . . .’ 

‘But, I imagine,’ Ellen, who was getting bored, said 
suddenly, with her fascinating smile, ‘that after being con- 
verted to the true religion, I cannot be bound by any oi)Iiga- 
tions laid upon me by a false religion.’ 

Her spiritual adviser was astounded at the simplicity of this 
solution, as simple as the solution of (lolumbus’s egg. lie was 
enchanted at the unexpected rapidity of his pupil’s progress, 
but could not abandon the edifice of subtle argument that hod 
cost him mental effort. 

‘ Let us ui<,dcrstand each other,’ he sjiid, with a smile ; and 
began to find arguments to refute his spiritual daughter's 
contention. 


VII 

Ei.lkn perceived tliat the matter was very simple and ca.sy from 
the ecclesiastical point of view, but that her spiritual coun- 
sellors raised difficulties simply because they were ai>prehcnsive 
of the way in which it might be ‘looked at by the temporal 
authorities. 

And, consequently, Ellen decided in her own mind that the 
way must be paved for society to look at the matter in the 
true light. She cxcite<l the jealousy of the old dignitary, and 
said the same thing to him' as she had to her other suUor— > 
that is, gave him to understand that the sole means of ohlaiu- 
ing exclusive rights over her was to marry her, 'fhe eltlerly 
dignitary was, like the young foreign prince, for the first 
moment taken aback at tliis proposal of marring* from a wife 
whose husband was living. But Ellen’s unfaltering confidence 
in asserting that it was a matter as simple and natural 
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marriage of an unmarried girl bad its effect on him too. Had 
the slightest traces of hesitation, shame, or reserve been per- 
ceptible in Ellen herself, her case would have been undoubtedly 
lost. But far from it; with perfect directness and simple- 
hearted naivete, she told her intimate friends (and that term 
included all Petersburg), that both the prince and the dignitary 
had made her proposals of marriage, and that she loved both, 
and was afraid of grieving either. 

The rumour was immediately all over Petersburg — not that 
Ellen wanted a divorce from her husband (had such a rumour 
been discussed very many persons would have set themselves 
against any such illegal proceeding) — but that the unhappy, 
interesting Ellen was in hesitation which of her two suitors to 
marry. The question was no longer how far any marriage was 
possible, but simply which would bo the more suitable match for 
her, ancl how the court would look at the question. There 
were, indeed, certain strait-laced people who could not rise to 
the high level of the subject, and saw in the project a desecra- 
tion of the sanctity of marriage ; but such pcrscias were few in 
number, and they neld their tongues; while the majority were 
interested in the (luestion of Ellen’s happiness, and which would 
be the better match for her. As to whether it were right or 
wrong for a wife to marry when her husband was alive, tliat was 
not discussed, as the question was evidently not a subject of 
doubt for persons ‘ wiser than you and me’ (as was said), and 
to doubt the correctness of their decision would be risking the 
betrayal of one’s ignorance and absence of mtmrfairc. 

Marya Dmitryevna Abrosimov, who had come that summer 
to Petersburg to sec one of her sons, was the only person who 
ventured on the direct expression of a contrary opinion. 
Meeting Ellen at a ball, Marya Dmitryevna stopped her in 
the middle of the room, and in the midst of a general silence 
said to her, in her harsh voice: 

‘ So you arc going to pass on from one husband to another, 
I hear! You think, I dare say, it’s a new fashion you are 
setting. But you are not the first, madam. That ’& a very old 
idea* They do the same in all the . . And with these 
words, Marja Dmitryevna tucked up her broad sleeves with 
her usual menacing action, and looking severely round her, 
walked across the ballroom. 

Thouffh neoule were afraid of Marya Dmitryevna, yet in 
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Petersburg they looked on her as a sort of biiflfbon, and there- 
fore of all her words they noticed only the last coarse one, and 
repeated it to one another in whispers, supposing that the 
whole point of her utterance lay in that. 

Prince Vassily had of late dropped into very frecpicntly 
forgetting what he had said, and repeating the same plirase a 
hundred times ; and every time he happened to see his daughter 
he used to say : 

‘ Ellen, I have a word to say to you,’ he w'oiild say, drawing 
her aside, and pulling her arm downwwds. ^ I have got wind 
of certain projects relative to . . . you know. Well, my dear 
child , you know how my father’s heart rejoices to know you 
have suffered so much* But.,* my dear cliild, con- 
'^ur lieart. U'haL’s all I tell you.’* And concealing 
identical on each occasion, he pressed his clu^ek to 
•\s cheek and left her. 

ho had not lost his reputation as a wit, was a 
I friend of Ellen’s; one of those friends always to 
\o train of brilliant women, men friends who can 
ilo the rank of lovers. One <Iay, in a ‘ small and 
jle,’ BilibiTi gave his friend Ellen his views on the 

. Bilibin ’ (Ellen always called friends of the cale- 
dch Bilibin belonged by their surnames), aiul she 
i coat-sleeve with her white, beringed fingers. ^TlVll 
would a sister, wliat ouglit I to do ? Which of 

wrinkled up the skin over lais eyebrows, and 
•vith a smile on his lips, 

:) not take me unawares, you know,’ he said- ♦As a 
1, 1 have thought, and thought again of your affair, 
if you marry the prince’ — (the younger suitor) he 
is finger — ‘you lose for ever the ehnnee of rfmrrying 
r, and then you displease the court. (Thro "i« u 
.dalionship, you know.) But if you marry tlie old 
u make the hapjnncss of his last days. An<l as 
f the great . . . the prince will hot be making a 
rc in marrying you : . and Bilibin let the wrinkles 
of his face. « 

.’s a real friend !’ said Ellen beaming, and once mom* 
5 Bilibin’s sleeve. ♦ But the fact is I love them 
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and I don‘*t want to make them unhappy. I would give my 
life for the happiness of both,’ she declared. 

Bilibin shrugged his shoulders to denote that for such a 
trouble even he could suggest no remedy. 

* Une mattrcsse-femme ! That is what ’s called putting the 
question squarely. She would like to be married to all three 
at once,’ thought Bilibin. 

‘But do tell me what is your husband’s view of the 
question.?’ he said, the security of his reputation saving him 
from all fear of discrediting himself by so naive a question, 
‘ Does he consent ? ’ 

‘Oh, he is so fond of me!’ said Ellen, who, for some 
unknown reason, fancied that Pierre too adored her. ‘ 
tout pour moV 

Bilibin puckered up his face in prc])aration of 
moL 

‘ Memo le divorce .? ’ he said. 

Ellen laughed. 

Among llxe persons who ventured to (piostion 
of the proposed marriage was Plllcn’s mother, Priu 
She had constantly suffered pangs of envy of hi 
and now when the* ground for such envy was the 
to her own heart, she could not reconcile herself 
of it. 

She consulted a Russian priest to ascerlain how 
and re-marriage was possible for a woman in her hu^ 
time. The priest assured her that this was inipossi 
her delight referred her to the text in the Gospel \\ 
it seemed to the priest) re-marriage during the lifet 
husband was directly forbidden. 

Armed with these arguments, which seemed to 1 
able, Princess Kuragin drove round to her daugh 
one morning in order to find her alone. 

Ellen hoard her mother’s protests to the caul, a 
with bland sarcasm. 

‘ You see it is plainly said : “ lie who marryeth h 
div<.^•ced . . 

‘0 mamma, don’t talk nonsense. You don’t im 
In my position I have duties . . Ellen began, pa 
of Russian into French, for in the former language si 
a lack of clearness about her case. 
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‘But, my dear I . 

‘ O mamma, hoAv is it you don’t understand that the Holy 
Father, who has the right of granting dispensations . . 

At that momAnt the lady companion, who lived in Ellen’s 
house, came in f to announce that his highness was in the 
drawing-room, s^nd wished to see her. 

‘ No, tell him I don’t want to see him, that I am furious 
with him for not keeping his word.’ 

‘Countess, thfere is mercy for every sin,’ said a young man 
with fair hair ahd a long face and long nose. 

The old princess rose respectfully and curtsied at his 
entrance. The young man took no notice of her. Princess 
Kuragin nodded to her daughter, and swam to the door, 

‘Yes, she is! right,’ thought the old princess, all of whose 
convictions hiid been dissipated by the appearance of his 
highness on w scene. ‘She is right; but how was it in our 
youth — goncTiow for cvei’ — wo knew nothing of this ? And it 
is so simple,’ ilhought Princess Kuragin, as she settled herself 
in her carriagL 

At the beginning of August Ellen’s aflkirs wtnv settled, and 
she wrote to her liusband (who, as she supposed, was clee|)Iy 
attached to iJer) a letter, in which she made known to him her 
intention of marrying N. N, Khe infor»ned him also of her 
conversion to the otie true faith, and bcjgged him to go through 
all the necedsary formalities for obtaining a divorce, of which 
the bearer olF the letter would give him further details, ‘On 
which I pre^ God to have you in Ilis holy and powerful 
keeping. It our friend, Ellen/ 

This lette r was brought to Pierre’s house at the time when 
he was on the field of Borodino. 


At the enjl of the day of Borodino, I’ierre ran for a s(*c 
time fromf Raevsky’s battery, and with crowds of s 
crossed tb^'* ravine on the way to Knya/kovo. '‘rhere hr 
an ambuls^wje tent, and seeing blood and hearin/’"^ 
groans, hA hurried on, caught , u{> iu,f 
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The one thing Piem desired now with whole soul was 
to get away from the terrible sensations Ifn which he had 
passed that day, to get back into the orciinary conditions 
of life, and to go to sleep quietly indoors in ftis own bed. He 
felt that only in the ordinary conditions of litie would he be fit 
to understand himself and all he had seen aivd^ felt. But the 
ordinary conditions of life were nowhere to be found. 

Though bullets and cannon-balls were noli whistling hcii'e 
on the road along which he was riding, still he, saw here on ajl 
sides the same sights as on the field of battle. There were 
everywhere the same suffering, exhausted, 'and sometimes 
strangely indifierent faces ; everywhere the sjune blood and' , 
soldiers’ overcoats, the same sound of firing distance, yet 
still rousing the same horror. There was ln‘at and dust 
besides. , 4 ^ 

After walking about three versts along the* i**ozhaisk road, , 
Pierre sat down bv the roadside. ! 


The shadows of^ night were beginning to fall the earth, 
and the roar of cannon died down. Pierre J<iy leaning on 
his elbow, and lay so a long while, gazing aV the shadows 
passing by him in the dusk. He was contiml^^'lly fancying 
that a cannon-ball was swooping down upon him witi* fearful 
whiz. He started and sat up. Ho had no ideif* how long he 
had been there. In the middle of the night, three sohliers, 
dragging branches after them, settled thetnselvesfic^i*' him and 
began making a fire. 

Casting sidelong glances at Pi<‘rrc, tins soldiers lighted the fire, 
set a pot on it, broke np their biwuiits into it, awd pot io 
some lard. The jdoasant odour of the savoury and greasy 
mess blended with the smell of smoke. JMerre himself 
and sighed. I’he .soldiers (there were three of them) were 
eating and talking among themselves, without taking any 
notice of Pierre. 

^And what lot will you be one of?’ one <»f the soldiers 
suddenly asked Pierre, evidently suggesting in this in<|uiry 
>cisely what Pierre was thinking about. *1? ^*'**t' 

vry we’ll give you some, only tell us whethel* you’re a 

.... 

• said Pierre, feeling the n(‘ec,s.sity of piinimising 

ns Cnv ns so ns b/ In* <-lf‘Ser to the 

, Militia 
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officer, bat my compuiiy ’s nowhere about ; I came to the 
battle and lost sight of my comrades.’ 

‘ Well I Fancy that ! ’ said one of the soldiers. 

Anotli<>r soldier shook his head. 

‘ Well, (you can have some of the niasli, if you like ! ’ said the 
first, and/ licking a wooden spoon he gave it to I’ierre. 

FierreJ squatted by the fires and fell to eating the nu‘ss in 
the pot, /which si'cmed to him the most delicious dish he had 
ever tasted. While ho wa.s bending over the pot, helping 
himself to big spoonfuls and greedily munching one after 
anotheij, the soldiers stared at him in silence. 

‘Where do you want to go? 'i’eH us*’ the first of them 
asked again. 

‘ To Mozhaisk.’ 

‘ You 'ix* a gentleman, then 'f' 

‘Yen.’ 

‘ And what’s your name ?’ 

‘ I’yotr Kirillovitch.’ 

‘Well, Pyotr Kirillovitch, conic along, we'll lake you 
there.' 

In the pitch dark the hoUlicrs and Pierre walked to 
Mozhaisk. 

Tlic cocks were crowing when they reached Mozhaisk, and 
bopji ascending the steep hill into tlie town. 

Pierre walked on with the soldicr.s, etilirely forgtd.ting that, 
his inn was at the bottom of the hill and no had passed it. 
He would not have been aware of tliis — so ]>reoecupiwl was he 
— if he hod not chanced halfway up the iiill to stunihle across 
his groom, who had been to look for him in the town, and was 
on his way liack to the inn. The groom recognised Piemi 
by his hat, which gleamed white in the dark. 

‘ Your excellency 1 ’ he cried, ‘ wliy, we had <juitc given you 
up. How is it you are on foot ? Ami, mercy on us', where 
are you going?’ 

‘ Oh, to be sure . . said Herre. 

’I'hc soldiers halted. 

‘ Well, found your own folks then ?’ said erne of Iheni. 

‘ Well, good-hye to you— -Pyotr Kirillovitch, wusii'l it ?' 

‘Good-hye, Pyotr l^irillovitch !’ said the olhei(*vouvs. 

‘Good-bye,’ said IMerre, and with the groom he turned in 
the direction of the inn. 
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‘I ought to give them something !’ thought Pierre, feeling 
for his pocket. ‘ No, better not,’ some inner voice prompted 
him. 

There was not a I’oom at the inn : all were full. Pierre 
went out into the yard, and muffling his head up, lay down 
in his carriage. 


IX 

PiEiiRK had hardly put his head on the pillow when he felt 
that he was dropping asleep. But all of a sudden he heard, 
almost with the distinctness of reality, the sound of the boom, 
boom, boom of the cannon, the groaius and shrieks and dull 
thud, of the falling shell, smelt the blood and powder ; and Llui 
feeling of hoiTor, of the dread of death came ov(*r him. lie 
opened his eyes in a panic, and put bis Insid out from tin* 
cloak. All was (juiet in the yard. The only soiiml came from 
a servant of some sort talking with the porter at the gate, and 
splashing through the mud. Over Pierre’s head, under the 
dark, wooden eaves, he heard pigeons fluttering, startled I)y 
the movement he had made in .sitting up. 'I'he whole yard 
was pervaded by the strong smell of a tavern— full of poaci-ful 
suggestion and soothing relief to Pierre — the smell of hay, of 
dung, and of tar. Between two dark sheds ho caugfit a 
glimpse of the pure, starlit sky. 

‘Thank God, that is all over!’ thought Pierre, covering his 
head up again. ‘ Oh, how awful terror is, uiul how shainefullv 
I gave way to it! But they . . . the^j wewe firm ami caljm ail 
the while np to the end . . .’ he tliought. 7'/n.y, in Pierre’s 
mind, meant the soldiers, those who hud been on the battery, 
and those who liad given him fowl, an<l those who hud prayed 
to the holy picture. Tlwjj — tho.se strange peoph*, of whom 
he had known nothing hitherto — tfwjij stood out clem-ly and 
sharply in his mind u})art from all other people. 

‘To be a soldier, simjdy a soldier!’ thought Pierre as he 
fell asleep. ‘To enter with one’s whole nature into that 
common life, to be filled with what makes them what they 
arc. But how is one to cast off all that is superfluous, devilish 
in one’s self, all the burden of tlie outer mauP At one tinuf 
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I might have been the same. I might have run away from 
my father as I wanted to. After the duel witli Dolohuv too 
I might have been sent for a soldier.' 

And into PioiTc’s imagination flashed a picture of the dinner 
at the club, at which he had challenged Dolohov, then the 
image of his benefactor at Torzhok, And there rose before 
his mind a solemn meeting of the lodge. It was taking place 
at the English Club. And .some one he knew, some one ncur 
and;' dear to him, was .sitting at the end of the table. ‘ Why, 
it is he ! It is my benefactor. But surely he died ?’ though I 
Piepre. ‘Yes, he did die, but I didn’t know he was ali\c‘. 
And how sorry I was when he died, and bow glad I am he is 
alite again ! ’ On one side of the table were .sitting Anatole, 
Dolohov, Nesvitsky, Denisov, and others like them (in Pierre's 
dr^am these people formed as distinct a class apart as those 
other men whom he had called them to liimself), and those 
people, Anatole and Dolohov, wei'e loiully shouting and sing- 
ing. But through their clamour the voi<;e of his benefactor 
could be heard speaking all the while, and the .sound of his 
voice was as weighty and as uninterrupted as the din of the 
battlefield, but it was pleasant and comforting. Pic^rre di<l 
nO)t understand what his benefactor was saying, but he knew 
(the categoiy of his ideas, too, was rlistinct in his dream) that 
ho was talking of goodne.ss, of the yiossibility of being like 
ihe^n. And the^ with their simple, good, plucky faces were 
surrounding his benefactor on all sides. But though they 
were kindly, they did not look at Pierre; they did not know 
him. Pierre wanted to attract their noticts and to speak to 
them. He got up, but at the .same instant became aware 
that his legs were bare and chill. 

He felt (isliamcd, and put his arm over his legs, from which 
his cloak had in fact sliiijicd o£ For an instant Pierre opened 
his eyes as he pulled up the cloak, and saw the same toofs, 
and posts, and yard, but it was now full of bluish light, and 
glistening with dew or frost. 

‘It’s getting light,’ thought Pierre. ‘But that’s not the 
point. I want to near and understand tlm Imnefactor’s words.’ 

^ He muffled^ himself in the cloak again, but tlie masonic 
dinner and his benefactor would not come bock.^ All that 
remained were thoughts, clearly expressed in words, ideas; 
some voice was speaking, or Pierre was thinking. 
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When he recalled those thoughts later, although they had 
been evoked by the impressions of that day, Pierre was con- 
vinced that they were uttered by some one outside himself. 
It seemed to him that he had never been capable of thinking 
those thoughts and expressing them in that form in his 
waking moments. 

‘The most difficult thing is the subjection of nian''s will to 
the law of God,’ said the voice. ‘ Siinj)licity is the .submission 
to God i there is no escaping fi-om Him. And timj are .simple. 
They do not talk, but act. A word uttered is silver, but 
unuttered is golden. No one can be master of anything while 
he fears death. And all things belong to him who fears it 
not. If it were not for suffering, a man would know not his 
limits, would know not himself. The hardest thing’ (Pierre 
thought or heal'd in his dream) ‘ is to know how to unite in 
one’s soul the significance of the whole. To unite the whole ‘t ’ 
Pierre said to himself. ‘ No, not to unite. One cannot unitcf 
one’s thoughts, but to liarime together all those i<U‘n.s, that 's 
what’s wanted. Yes, one imixt hartiexe together, hitruree 
toother,’ Pierre repeated to himself with a thrill of ecstasy, 
feeling that tho.se words, and only those words, expressetl 
what he wanted to expros.s, and solved the whole prohlein 
fretting him. 

‘ Yes, one mast /mm™ together ; it ’s time to 

‘We want to harness the horses; it’s time to harness the 
horses, your excellency 1 Your excellency,’ some voice was 
repeating, ‘ we want to lumicss tlie horses ; ‘ it 's time . . .’ 

It was the groom waking Pierre. The .snu wius shining full 
in Pierre’s face. He glanced at the dirty tavern yard ; at the 
well in the middle of it soldiers were watering their thin 
horses ; and wagons were moving out of the gate. 

He turned away with repu^ance, and shutting his i-yes, 
made haste to huddle up again on tlie scat of the carriagi^. 
‘No, I don’t want that; I don’t want to see and understand 
that; I want to understand what was revealed to me in my 
sleep. Another second and I should have understooil it all. 
But what am I to do? To harness, but how harness all 
together?’ And l*ierre felt with horror that the whole 
meaning of what he had seen and thought in tiis dream 
had slipped«away. 

The groom, the coachman, and the porter told Pierre tliat 
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an officer had come with the news that the French were 
advancing on Mozhaisk and our troops were retreating. 

Pierre got up, and ordering the carriage to he got out and 
to drive after him, crossed the town on foot. 

The troops were marching out, leaving tens of thousands of 
wounded behind. The wounded could be seen a* the windows 
of the houses, and were crowding the yards and sti'ects. 
Screams, oaths, and blows could be heard in the streets 
about the carts which were to carry away the wounded. 
Pierre put his carriage at the service of a wounded general 
of his acquaintance, and drove with him to Moscow. On the 
way he was told of the death of his brother-in-law, Anatole, 
and of the death of Prince Andrey. 


X 


On the 30th Pierre returned to Moscow. Almost at the city 
gates he was met l>y an adjutant of Count RaKtoplchin'’s. 

‘Why, we have been looking for you everywhere,’ said the 
adjutant. ‘ The count urgently wants to sec you. Ho begs 
you to come to him at once on very important busincas,’ 
Instead of going home, Pieri’c hailed a cnb-driver and drove 
to the governor’s. 

CJount Ilastoptchin bad only that morning arrived from 
his summer villa at Sokolniky. The ante-room and waiting- 
room in the count’s house were full of officials, who 
been summoned by him, or had come to him for instructions. 
Vassilichekov and Platov ha<l already seen the (‘ount, and 
informed him tliat the defence of Moscow was out of the 
question, and the city would l)u surrendered. Though the 
nows was being concealed from the citizens, the heads of 
various departments and officials of difierout kinds knew that 
Moscow would soon be in the hands of the enemy, just as 
Count Rastoptchin knew it. And all of them to escape per- 
sonal responsibility ha<l come to the governor to inquire how 
to act in regard to ih(‘ offices in their charge. 

At the moment when Pion*e went into the waiting-room, 
a courier from the army was just coming out front an inter- 
view with the count4 
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The courier waved his hand with a hopeless air at the (|ues- 
tions with which he was besieged, and walked across the room. 

While he waited, Pierre watched with weary eyes the various 
officials — young, old, military, and civilian, im]>ortant and 
insignificant — who were gathered together in the X'ooin. All 
seemed dissatisfied and uneasy. Pierre went up to one gi’oup 
of functionaries, among whom he recognised an accjuaintanoe. 
After greeting him, they went on with their couvcrsulion. 

‘ Well, to send out and bring back again would be lu) 
harm; but in the present position of affairs lliere\ no 
answering for anything. 

^^But look here, what he writes,^ said another, pointing to a 
printed paper he held in his hand. 

‘ That’s adifferent matter. That’s necessary for the common 
people,’ said the first. 

‘ What is it ? ’ asked Pierre. 

‘ The new proclamation.’ 

Pierre took it and began to rca<l : 

I His highness the prince has jiassed Mozlndsk, so as fo 
unite with the troops that are going to join him, aiul has 
taken up a strong position, where the enemy cannot attack 
him suddenly. Forty-eight cannon with shells have boc?n sent 
him from here, and his higlmess declares that he will (lefcml 
Moscow to the last drop of blood, and is ready even to fight 
in the streets. Don’t mind, brothers, that the ctmrls of 
justice are closed; we must take our measures, and we’ll 
deal with miscreants in our own fashion. When the lime 
comes, I shall have need of some gallant fellows, both of 
town and country. I will give the word in a crouple of days ; 
but now there’s no need, and I hold my peace, I'he axe 
is useful; the pike, too, is not to be (lespis(‘d ; but best 
of all is the three-pronged fork : a Fr(‘nchman is no lu»avier 
than a sheaf of rye. To-morrow after dinn(*r, I shall hike 
the Iversky Holy Mother to St, (’athcrine’s Hospital to th<* 
wounded. There wc will consecrate the water; they will 
soon be well again, I, too, am well now; one of my eyes 
was bad, but now I look well out of both." 

‘ Why, I was told by military men,’’ said Pierris ^ that tlutre 
could be no^fighting in the town itself, and the |)o«ition . . 

‘To be sure, that’s just whahwe are saying,’ said the first 
speaker. 
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‘But what clot's that lucan : “One* of iny eyes was bad, but 
now I look out of both”?’ asked I’ic'm*. 

‘The count had a sty in his cyt*,’ said the adjutant smiling; 
‘ and he was very much put out" wlien I told liim people were 
coming to ask wliat was tlic matter. And oh, count,’ he said 
suddenly, addix'ssing Pierre with a smile, “we have been lu'aring 
that you ai-e in trouble wilb domestic niixictie.s, that the 
countess, your spouse . , 

‘I have heard nothing about il,' said Pierre iudiiR'rently. 
‘ What is it you have lieard ?’ 

‘ Oh, you know, .stories are so ofleii made up. I only repeat 
what I hear.’ 

‘ What have you heard ? ' 

‘ Oh, they .say,’ said the adjutant agaiti willi tim same smile, 
‘ that the cxmnU'ss, your wife*, is pre[)aring to go abroad. It 's 
most likely non.scns(‘.' 

‘ It may be,’ said Piewre, looking ab.>ejit*mindc‘dly about him. 
‘ Who is that?’ he. asked, indicating a tall old man in a clean 
blue overcoat, w'ith a big, snow-while l«*ard and c-yehrows ancl 
a ruddy face. 

‘Tliat? Oh, he's a tnerc'hant; that is, Im'V ilu* iH'staurauf- 
kc'eper, Vcreshlehagin. Yon have heard the story of Ilu* 
proc'lamalion, I dare say ?' 

‘ Oh, so that's Vcreshlehagin !’ said Pierre, scrutinising the 
firm, calm face of the old merchant, and sc'cking in it Home 
token of trcadierv. 

‘'riuit’s not tlie man himself. 'Phat's tlu' father of tlu* 
fellow who wrote the proclamation,' said the adjutant. ‘ 'I'lie 
young man himself is in custody, and I fancy it will go hardly 
with him.’ 

A little old gentleman witli a star, ami a (ti>rman oflidal 
with a cross on his neck, joined ilie gnni}), 

‘ It’s a complicated story, you see,’ the luljulant was tylating. 
The proclatnatioii appearecl two months ago. It was brought 
to the count, lie ordered iiu|ulry to Ixt mode. Well, (ilavrilo 
Ivanitcd) mode investigations; the proclamation had }ia.ssecl 
through some sixby-threc hands. We come to one mid ask, 
Prom whom did you get it ? Prom so and so. And tlie next 
refem us on to so and so; and in that way thewtrmKid it to 
Vereshtchagin ... a half-edueatcd inerehaiitV son, one of 
those pretty dears you know,' said the adjutant smiling. * He 
von, in. f 
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too was asked, From whom did you get it ? Atui we knew 
very well from whom he had it really. He could have hod it 
from no one but the director of the post-oiHcc. But it was 
clear there was an understanding between them. He says he 
got it from no one, but had composed it himself. And 
threaten him and question him as they would, he stuck to it, 
he had written it himself. So the matter was reported, and 
the count had him sent for. “ From whom did you get the 
proclamation ? ” “I wrote it myself.” Well 1 you know the 
count,' said the adjutant, with a smile of pride and delight. 
‘ He was fearfully angry ; and only fancy the insolence, and 
lying, and stubbornness ! ' 

• ‘ Oh ! the count wanted him to say it was from Klutcharyov, 

I understand,' said Pierre. 

‘Oh no, not at all,' .said the adjutant in dismay. ‘Klu- 
tcharyov had sins enough to answer for without that, and 
that’s why he was bani-shed. But any way, the count was very 
indignant. “ How could you write it .''"’says the count. He 
took up the Hamburg Ganette that was on the table. “ Hen* 
it is. You did not compose it, but translated it, and very 
badly too, because you don't even know French, you fool,’" 
Wliat do you think ? “ No,” says he, “ I have never rwul any 
gazettes; I made it up.” “But if so, you’re a traitor, and 
I’ll hand you over for judgment, and you will Ixf hanged.” 
“Tell us from whom you got it.” “I have not stjen any 
gazettes ; I composed it.” So the matter rests. The count 
sent for the father ; he sticks to the same story. And they 
had him tried, and he was sentenced, I believe, to hard 
labour. Now the father has come to petition in his favour. 
But he is a worthless young scamp ! You know the style of 
spoilt merchant's son, a regular dandy and lady-killer; has 
attended lectures of some sort, and so fancies that he's 
above everybody. A regular young scamp 2 lli.s father has 
an eating-house here on the Kamciiny bridge; and in the 
shop, you know, there is a great picture of (lod the Sup- 
porter of All, represented with a sceptre in one hand and 
the empire in the other ; well, he took that picture home for 
a few days, and wliat do you suppose he diu 2 He got hold 
of some wrej^ched painter . . 
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XI 

In the middle of this new story Pierre was summoned to the 
governor. 

He went into Count Rastoptehin’s study. Hnstoptehiii, 
frowning, passed his hand across his forelx'ad and eyes os 
Pierre entered. A short man was saying something, l)ut as 
soon as Pierre walked in ho stopped, and went out. 

‘ Ah ! greetings to you, valiant warrior,’ said Rostoptchin as 
soon as the other man hud left the room. ‘ We have been 
hearing about your proucm’sl Rut that’s not the point. 
Mon chrr, cnln; tium., are you a mason .S'’ said C'ount R»is- 
toptchin in a severe tone, that suggested that it was a erime 
to be so, hut that he intended to pardtm it. Pierre did not 
. speak, ‘l/mt chcr, jc. mh bien hiformt'^ but I know that 
there arc masons and masons, and I ho]>« you don't belong to 
those among them wlu), by way of regenerating the human 
race, arc trying to ruin Russia.’ 

‘ Yes, I am a unison,’ answered Pierre, 

‘ Well then, look here, my dear l)oy. Vtm are not unnwarif, 
I dare say, of the fact that Speratisky and Magnitsky have been 
sent — ^to tlieir pro})er place — aiid the same has l>een done with 
Klntcharyov and the others who, under the ginsv of building 
up the temple of Koloinon, have I>«en trying to destroy the 
temple of their fatherland, You may take it for granted there 
are good reasons for it,an<l that I eoidd not have baiiished the 
director of the jKwt-office here if he htul not been a dangerous 
person. Now, it has reached my ears that you sent him your 
carriage to get out of the town, and that you have even taken 
cluirge of his papers. I like you, and wish you no harnt, and 
as you are half my age, I advise h father might, to 

break off* all connection with |x>ople of that sort, ami to gi‘t 
away from here yourself as ({uirkly os you can,' 

‘But what was Klutebaryov’s crime V asked Pierre. 

‘That’s my business; and it’s not yours to question me,' 
cried Rastoptchin. 

‘ If he is accused of having circidaicd Najmlcon]^ proclamao 
tion, the charge Itas not been proved,* said i*ierre, not looking 
at Rastoptchin. ‘ Ami Vereshtchagiii , . 
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^N<m y voilti) Rastoptchin suddenly broke in, scowling 
and shouting louder than ever. ‘ Vercsiitchagin is a traitor 
and a deceiver, who will receive the punishment he di'WTVC.s,' 
he said, with the vindictiveness with which people speak at 
the recollection of an affront. ‘ But I did not send for you to 
criticise my actions, but in order to give you advice or a com- 
mand, if you will have it so. I beg you to break oft* all connec- 
tion with Klutcharyov and his set, and to leave tlie town. And 
I'll knock the nonsense out of them, wherever I may find it. 
And, probably becoming conscious that he was taking a heated 
tone with Bezuhov, who was as ^et guilty of no offence, he 
added, taking Pierre's hand cordially : ‘ Wc arc on the eve of 
a public disaster, and I haven't time to say civil things to 
every one who has business with me. My head is at times in 
a perfect whirl. Well, what are you going to do, you 
personally ?' 

‘ Oh, nothing,' answered Pierre, with his eyes still downcast, 
and no change in the expression of hi.s dreamy fiw. 

The count frowned. 

‘ Uh eomeil d'ami, mm char. Decamp, and as .soon ns may 
be, that's my advice. A bon cnlendeiir, mlui / Good-bye, my 
dear boy. Oh, by the way,’ he called after him at the door, 
‘is it true the countess has fallen into the clutclies of the holy 
fathers of the Society of Jesus ?’ 

Pierre mode no atiswcT. Hu walked out from HaNlop|.chiii'.s 
room, scowling and wrathful as he hiul never been seen before. 

By the time he reached home it was getting dark. Eight, 
persons of different kinds were waiting on him that evening. 
A secretary of a committee, the colonel of his battalion of 
militia, his steward, his bailiff^ and other persons with peti- 
tions. All of them had business matters witli I'ierre, which 
he hsul to settle. He had no understanding of their (]U<‘st.ions, 
nor interest in them, and answered them with the stde object, 
of getting rid of these people. At last he was left alone, 
and he broke open and read his wife’s letter. 

‘ TTtay— the soldiers on the battery, Prince Audrey killed 
. . . the old man , . . Himplicit^ is submission to God’s will. 
One has to Riilfcr . . . the signifieanet.* of the whole . . . one 
must harness all together . . . my wife is going to be married 
. . . One must forget and understand . . And, without 
undi-cssing, he threw himself on his bed and at once fell ashfep. 
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When he waked up next nioniing his steward came in to 
announce that a police official was below, sent expressly by 
Count Rastoptchin to find out whether Count Rczuhov hail 
gone, or was going away. 

A dozen diflerent ])eople were waiting in the drawing-room 
to see Pierre on business. Pierre dresswl in haste, and instead 
of going down to see them, he ran down the back staircivsc 
and out by the back entry to the gates. 

From that moment till the occupation of .Moscow was over, 
no one of Bezubov’s household saw him again, nor could dis- 
cover his whereabouts, in spite of every effort to track him. 


XII 

Tiik Rostovs remained in Moscow till the Ist of September, 
the day biffore the enemy entered the city. 

After Petya hail joined Obolensky's regiment of Coswu'ks 
and had gone away to Byely Tserkov, when! the regiment was 
being enrolled, the countess fell into a panic of terror, 'rhe 
idea tlial both her sons were at the war, tlint they bad both 
escaped from under her wing, tl»at aj>y day either of Uiem-~ 
and possibly even both at once, like the three sons of a lady 
of her acquaintance— >might be killed, seemed for the first time 
that summer to strike her itnngination with cruel vividness. 
She tried to got Nikolay Inick, wanted to go herself after Petya, 
or to obtain some post for Iiiin in I’etershnrg ; but all these 
seemed equally impossible. Petya could not l>e brought hack 
except by the return of his regiment, or through being tnuis- 
ferred to another regiment on active service. Nikolay was 
somewhere at the front, and notliing had been heard from him 
since the letter in which he hod given a detailed aecQunt-of 
his meeting with Princess Marya. The countess could not 
sleep at ni^ts, and when she did sleep, she dreamed that her 
sons had been killed. After tnucli talking the matter over, 
and many consultations of friends, the count at lost hit on a 
means for soothing the counUwn. He got Petya transferred 
from Olmlensky's regiment to Ikizuhovi, which ,was in for* 
mation near Moscow. Though, even so, Petya remained in 
the army, by this exchange the countess had the oonsola* 
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tion of seeing one son at least again under her wing; and 
she hoped to manage not to let her Petya escape her again, 
but to succeed in getting him always appointed to places 
where there would be no risk of his being in battle. While 
Nikolav had been the only one in danger, the countess had 
fancied (and had suffered some pricks of conscience on the 
subject) that she loved her elder son better than the other 
children. But now that her younger boy, the scapegrace 
Petya, always idle at his lessons, always in mischief, and 
teasing every one, her little Petya, with his snub-nose, his 
merry black eyes, his fresh colour, and the soft down just 
showing on his checks, had slipped away into the company 
of those big, dreadful, cruel men, who were fighting away 
somewhere about something, and finding a sort of pleasure in 
it — ^now it seemed to the mother that she loved him more, far 
mure, than all the rest. The nearer the time came for the 
retuni of her longed-for Petya to Moscow', the greater was the 
uneasiness of the countess. She positively thought she would 
never live to see such happiness. Not only Sonya’s presence, 
even her favourite Natasha’s, even her husband’s company, 
irritated the countess. ‘ What do I want with them, I want 
no one but Petya!’ she thought. One day towards the end 
of August, the Rostovs received a second letter from Nikolay. 
He wrote from the province of Voronezh, where Ik! had been 
sent to procure remounts. This letter did not soothe the 
countess. Knowing that one son was out of danger, she 
seemed to feel even greater alarm on Petya’s account. 

Although by the 20th of August almost all the Rostovs’ 
acquaintances had left Moscow; although everybody was 
trying to persuade the countess to get away as 'ciuickly as 
possible, she would not hear of leaving till her trciisiirtv h<^r 
idolised Petya, had come hack. On the 28th of August IVitya 
arrived. The morbidly passionate tenderness with which his 
mother received him was by no means gratifying to I he 
sixteen-ycar-old officer. Though his motlier cdn<‘ea1«l h(fr 
intention of never letting him eseape from under her wing 
again, Petya divined her plans, and instinctively afraid of his 
mother’s making him too soft, of iicr * making a ninny ' of him 
(as he expressed it in his own mind), he treated her rather 
coolly, avoided being with her, and during his stay in Moscow 
devoted himself exclusively to Natasha, for whom he had 
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always had the wannest brotherly affection, almost approadiing 
adoration. 

The count, with his characteristic carele.ssness, had by 
the 28th made no preparations for leaving, and the wag<»ns 
that were to come from their Moscow and Ryaain estate to 
remove all their property out of the house only arrived on the 
30th. 

From the 28th to the 31st, Moscow was all bustle and 
movement. Every day thoustuids of wounded from the field 
of Borodino were brought in at the Dorogomilov gate and 
conveyed across Moscow, and thousands of vehicles, full of 
residents and their belongings, were driving out at the gates 
on the opposite side of the city. In spite of Ilastoptchin's 
placards — either arising independently of them, or jxirhnps in 
consequence of them — the strangest and most contradictory 
rumours were circulating about tlie town. Some fuiid that 
every one was foi'bid<len to leave the city ; others iisserted that 
all the holy pictures had been taken fVom the churches, and 
every one was h) be driven out of Moscow by force, i^mc 
said there had been another battle after Borodino, in winch 
the French had been utterly defeated ; others <leelare<l that 
the whole Ilnssian army haci lutm anniliiiatt'd. Some talked 
of the Moscow militia, which was to advance, j>n'ccde<l by 

C ' ®t8,to'rhrec Hills; others winH]wred that Father Augustin 
been forbidden to leave, that traitors had lK>cn caught, that 
the peasants were in revolt, and were plundering those who left 
the town, and so on. But all this was only talk ; in rtnility 
even thongii the council at Fill, at which it was decided to 
abandon Moscow, had not yet. taken place, all—those who 
wei-e leaving and those who were staying-— felt that Moscow 
would be surrendered, though they tlitl not say so f«?ely, and 
felt that they must make all luwtc to escaiMf, and to save tlieir 
property, 'i'hcrc was a feeling that there must come a gtmoral 
crash and change, yet till the Ist of Septemlwr everything 
went on unchanged. Like a criminal being led to the gallows, 
who knows in a minute he niiist die, and yet stares almut, 
and_ puts straight the eap awry on his head, Moscow 
instinctively went on witli the daily routine of life, though 
aware that the hour of ruin was approaching, when all tlie 
customary conditions of life would be at an enu.'' 

During the three days preceding the occupation of Moscow, 
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the whole Rostov family was busily engaged in various 
practical ways. The head of the family, Count Ilya Andreitch, 
was continually driving about the town, picking up all the 
rumours that were in circulation, and while at home, gave 
superficial and hasty directions for the preparations for 
departure. 

The countess superintended the sorting out of things to 
be packed ; she was out of humour with every one, and was 
in continual pursuit of Petya, who was as continually escaping 
from her, and exciting her jealousy by spending all l)is time 
with Natasha. Sonya was the only person who really 
undertook the practical business of getting things packo(i. 
But Sonya had been particularly silent and melancholy of late. 
She haa been present when Nikolay’s letter mentioning 
Princess Marya had elicited the most delighted deductions 
from the countess, who saw in Nikolay’s meeting with Princess 
Ma^a the direct intervention of Providence. 

‘I was never really happy,’ said the coiiutoss, ‘when 
Bolkonsky was engaged to Natasha, hut I had always longed 
for Nikolay to marry the princess, and I have* always had a 
presentiment about it. And what a good thing it would l)e !’ 

Sonya felt that this was true; that the only possibilily of 
retrieving the Rostovs’ position was by Nikolay’s marriage lo 
an heiress, and that the princess would bo an excellent; mulch 
for him. But this reflection was very bitter for her. In spile, 
or perhaps in consequence, of her sadness, she un(l(‘rLook 
the difficult task of seeing after the sorting and packing of 
the household goods, and for whole days together she was 
busily employed. The count and couiitess referred lo lu‘r 
when they had any orders to give. Petya and Natasha, on 
the contrary, did nothing to help their parents, hut wert» 
generally in every one’s way, and wen* only a himininee. 
And all day long the house resounded with their flying 
footsteps' and shouts and shrieks of causeless nnrlln, TIh'V 
laughed and wore gay, not iu the least becaus<t tluTe was 
reason for laugliler. But they w(*re gay and glad at heart, 
and so everytliing that happened was n'/ison eriough for 
gaiety and laughter in them. Petya was in high spirilH 
because ho had left homo a boy, and conic biu'k (so t?very one 
told him) a fiiJe young man, because he Wiis at home, beV^uise 
he had left Byely Tserkov, where there seemed no hope of l>eing 
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soon on active service, and come to Moscow where there would 
be fighting in a few days, and above all, because Xataslia, whose 
lead he always followed, \vas in high spirits. Natasha was 
gay, because she had too long been sad, and now nothing 
reminded her of the cause of her sadness, and she was quite 
strong again. She was gay too, because she needed some one 
to adore her (the adoration of others wns like tlie grease on 
the wheels, without w’hich her mechanism never worked quite 
smoothly), and Petya did adore her. And above all, they 
were both gay, because tliere was war at tin* very gates of 
Moscow, because there would he fighting at tin* barriers, 
because arms wcjro being given out, and ev<*r\hudy was rushing 
about, and altogether something extraordinary was happening, 
which is always inspiriting, especially for llu* young. 


xin 

On Saturday, the 81 st of Atigust, tin* wlmle hou-^ehold of the 
Kosbovs seemed turned upside down. AH Uu^ doors stood 
wide open, all the furniture had been moved about or carried 
out, looking-glasses ami pictures had been laken down. The 
rooms were littered up with boxes, with hay and packing paper 
and cord. Peasants and house-serfs were tramping about the 
pan j net floors earrying out the baggage, ''rhe <*ourtyard was 
crowded with peasants’ carts, some piled high with goods and 
corded up, others still standing empty. 

The voices and stops of the* ininu^n.se multitude of servants 
and of peasants, who had cHime willi the carts, r<*s(nmded 
through the courtyard and the house. The eoimt had beqfi 
out since early inoVning, ^rhe countess had a headache from 
the noise and bustle, and was lying clown in the new divan- 
room with compresses sleepecf in vinegar on her head. 
Petya was not at ho^I(^ ; he had gone off* to sei* a comrade, 
with whom he wtis planning to get transferred from the 
militia to a regiment at the front. Honyu was in the* great 
hall, superintemling the packing of the cliina and ghvss, 
Natasha was sitting on the floor in Ikt dihinantbd room 
ptong heaps of drosses, ribbons, and scarfs. She sat gassing 
immovably at the floor, holding in her hands an old balbdnsffSi 
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the very dress, now out of fttshion, in which she had Ijccn to 
her first Petersburg ball. 

Natasha was ashamed of doing nothing when t*verv one in 
the house was so busy, and several times that morning she 
had tried to set to work ; but her soul wa.s not in it; aiul she 
was utterly unable to do anything unless all her heart and soul 
were in it. She stood over Sonya while she packed the ehiim, 
and tried to help; but soon threw it up, and went t«) her 
room to pack her own things. At llret she had found it 
amusing to give away her dre&scs and ribbons to the maids, 
but afterwards when it came to packing what was left, it 
seemed a wearisome task. 

‘ Dunyasha, you ’ll pack it all, dear ? Yes s' yes ? ’ 

And when Dunyasha readily undertook to do it all for her, 
Nataslia sat down on the floor with the old ball-dress in her 
hands, and fell to dreaming on subjects far removed from 
what should liave been occupying her mind then. From the 
reverie she. had fallen into, Natasha wjis aroused by the talk 
of the maids in the next room and their hurried fool steps 
from their room to the backstairs. Natasha got uf> and 
looked out of window. A huge train of carts full of woundcul 
men had stopped in the street. 

The maids, the footmen, the housekeeper, the old mir.se, the 
cooks, the coachmen, the grooms, and the scullion-boys uer«' 
all at the gates, staring at the wotindcsl iium. 

Natasha flung a white pocket-handkerehief over her hair, 
and holding the cornel's in both hands, went out into l.he 
street. 

The old hoHsekeepor, Mavra Kuzminishna, liad left, the 
crowd standing at the gate, and gone up U> a eart with a tilt 
of bast-mats thrown over it. She was talking to a pale young 
officer who was lying in this cart, Natasha took a few steps 
forward, and stood still timidly, holding her kerchief on ami 
listening to what the housekeeper was saying. 

* So you have no one then in Moseow Mavra Kuzmiiiislma 
was saying. ‘ Yon’d lie more e.omfortal)le in soiiio apartment. 
... In our house even, 'rho masters are all leaving.’ 

‘I don’t know if it would he allowed,' said lh« offiwr in a 
feeble voice. ‘There’s our chief officer . . . ask him,’ anil he 
pointed to a stout major who had turned back and was walk- 
ing along the row of carts down the street. 
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Natasha glauccd with friglitcncd eyes into the face of the 
wounded officer, and at once went to meet the major. 

‘ May the wounded men stay in our house ? ’ she asked. 

The major witli a smile put his hand to his cap. 

‘ What is your pleasure, ma'mscllc ? ’ he said, screwing up 
his eyes and smiling. 

Natasha quietly repeated her question, and her face and her 
whole manner, though she still kept hold of the corners of the 
pocket-handkerchief, was so serious, that the major loft ofl‘ 
smiling, and after a moment's pondering — as though asking 
himself how far it were possible — he gave her an affirmative 
answer. 

‘Oh yes, why not, thej' may,’ he said. 

Natasha gave a slight nod, and went back with rapid steps 
to Alavra Kuminishna, who was still talking with commiserat- 
ing symimtliy to the young officer. 

‘They may; he said they might!’ whispered Nataslin. 

I’ho officer in the covere<l-cart turned into tlm Rostovs’ 
courtyard, and dozens of carts of wounded men Ix'gnn at the 
invitation of the inhahitants to drive up to the entries of f,he 
houses in I’ovarsky Street. Natasha was evidently ilelighled 
at having to do with now people in conditions ijuiU* outside 
th(‘ ordinary routine of life. She joimsl Mavra Kuzniinishna 
in trying to got as many as possible driven into their yard. 

‘ We must ask your papa though,’ said Mavra Kuzminishnn. 

‘Non8cn.se, noiiscnse. What does it matter? Kor one 
day, we’ll move into the drawing-room. We can give Ihom 
all our half of the house.’ 

‘ What an idea ! what next ? 'I'he lodge, may he, the men’s 
room, and old nurse’s room ; and vou must ask Imve fi»r that.' 

‘ Well, I will jisk.’ 

Natasha ran indoors, and went on tiptoe to the hnif-onen 
door of the divan-room, where there was a strong smell of 
vinegar and Hoffmann’s <lrops. 

‘ An you asleep, mamma ?’ 

‘ Oh, what chance is there of sleep 1’ said the countess, who 
had just dropi>ed into a doze. 

‘Mamma, darling!’ sai<l Natasha, kneeling before her 
mother and leaning her face against her mothers. *1 am 
sorry, forgive me, I ’ll never do it again, I waked you. Mavra 
Kuzminishna sent me; they Irave brought some wounded wen 
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in, officers, will you allow it ? They have nowhere to go ; I 
know you will allow it, . . she said rapidly, ntit taking 
breath. 

‘Officers? Who have boon brought in? I don’t under- 
stand,’ said the countess. 

Natasha laughed, the countess too smiled faintly. 

‘I knew you would let me ... so I will tell them so.’ And 
Natasha, kissing her mother, gut up and went to the door. 

In the hall she met her father, wlio had come home with 
bad news. 

‘We have lingered on too long!’ said the count, with 
unconscious auger in his voitsc ; ‘ the club ’« shut uj) and the 
police are leaving.’ 

‘Papa, you don’t mind my having invited some of the 
wounded into the house?’ said Natasha. 

‘ Of course not,’ said the count absently. ‘ Hut tliat ’s not 
to the point. I beg you now not to let yourself bo taken up 
with any nonsense*, but to help to pack and gt'l; olf -to g(!t oH' 
to-morrow . . .’ 

And the count gave his butler and servants the same 
orders. Petya came back at dinner-time, and ho too had 
news to tell them. 

He said that the mob was taking up arms lo-day in I, he 
Kremlin; tliat though Kastoptchin’s pla<'ard said lie would 
give the word two days later, it had really betm nrrangeil that 
all the people should go next day in arms to the 'I'hreo Hills, 
and ^ci'e a great battle was to Ik; fought. 

The countess looked in timid horror at her sons eager, 
'excited face, as he told them this, She knew that if she said 
a word to try and dissuade Petya from going to this battle (she 
knew how he was enjoying the prospect of it), he would say 
something about the duty of a man, about honour, and the 
fatherland — something irrational, masculine, and perverse— 
which it would be useless to oppose, and all hope of pn*vent- 
ing him would be gone. And, therefore, ho})ing to succeed in 
setting off before lliis battle, and in taking Ptttya with her, to 
guard and protect them on the road, slu* said nothing to her 
son, bub after dinner e^iilled her husband aside, and with tears 
besought him to take her away os soon as could be, tliat night 
if possible. With the instinctive, feminine duplicity of tovn, 
though she had bill then shown not the slightest sign of alarm, 
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she declared she should die of terror if they did not get away 
that very night. She was indeed without feigning afraid now 
of everything. 


XIV 

Madajiik Sohoss, who had gone out to visit her daughter, 
increased the countess’s terrors by describing the scenes she 
had witnessed at a spirit dealer’s in Myjisnitsky Street. She 
entered that street on her way home, but could not pass 
through it owing to tlie drunken mob raging round the 
spirit dealer’s. She had taken a cab and tlrivcn home by a 
circuitous route, and the driver had told her that the mob had 
broken open the casks of spirit, that orders hud been given to 
that effect. 

After dinner all the Rostov household set to work packing 
and pi*eparing for their departure with eager haste. The old 
count, suddenly rousing himself to the task, spent the rest 
of the day continually trotting from the <H>tirtyard into the 
house and back again, shouting confused instrueiJons to the 
hurrying servants, and l.rying to spur them on to even greater 
haste. Petya looked after things in th<« yard. Sonya was 
quite bewildered hy the count’s contradictoiy orders, and did 
not know what to do. The servants raced about the rooms, 
shouting, ({uarrelling, and making a noise*. Natasha, too, 
suddenly set to work with the ardour that was characteristic 
of her in all she did. At first her intervention was sceptically 
received. No one expected anything s(>rious from her or 
would obey her instructions. Bub with heat and fwrscvcrance, 
she insisted on being olieyed, got angry and almrwt shed tears 
that they did not heed her, and did at lost succeed in impress- 
ing them. Her first achievement, whicdi cost her imbicnse 
effort, and established her authority, was the packing of the 
mgs. There were a number of costly Gobelin tapestries and 
Persian rugs in the house. When Natasha set to work, she 
found two boxes standing open in the hall: one packed almost 
full of china, the other full of rugs. Thera was a great deal 
more china left standing on the tables and there was more 
still to come from the storeroom. Another third bo* was 
needed, and the mtm had gone to get one. 
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‘Sonya, wait a little, and we'll pack it all without that,' 
said Natasha. 

‘You cannot, miss ; we have tried already,' said the foot- 
man. 

‘ No, wait a minute, please.' And Natasha began taking 
out the plates and dishes, packed up in paper. 

‘The dishes would go better in here with the rugs,’ she 
said. 

‘ Why, there are rugs enough left that we shall hardly get 
into three boxes,' said the footman. 

‘ But do wait a little, plcoso.' And Nataslia began rapidly 
and deftly sorting out the things. ‘These we don’t want,’ she 
said of the plates of Kiev ware ; ‘ this and this we can pack in 
the rugs,' she decided, fishing out the Saxony dtshes. 

‘Come, lot it alone, Natasha; come, that’s enough, we’ll 
pack them,’ said Sonya reproachfully. 

‘ What a young lady ! ’ protested the footman. 

But Natasha would not give in. She pulled every thing on I, 
and began rapidly (Uicking them iiguin, dindding that tlii* 
commoner rugs and crockery should nob be taken at ail. When 
she had taken everything out, she bcg»iu re|Hmking what was 
to go ; and by sorting out almost all the (dieaper goo<ls which 
were not worth taking, all that was of value was got inlo two 
boxes. Only the lid of the box full of rug's would not shiil. 
A few things might have been taken out, hut Natasha wanted 
to manage it in her own way. She luipacked, reptu'ked, 
squeezed the things in, made the footman and I*etyn, whom 
she had drawn into assisting in the work, press on the lid, and 
herself tried desperately to do the same. 

‘ That will do, Natasha,’ Sonya said to h<T. ‘ I see you an* 
quite right, but take out just the tO)> one.' 

‘ I won’t,’ cried Natasha, with one hand holding her dis- 
ordered hair off her perspiring face, while with tiu‘ (»thcr she 
squeezed down the rugs. ‘ I’ress it, I’etya, press it ! V'assiHleh, 

K ress hard ! ’ she cried. The rugs yielded, and the lid closed. 

fatosho, clapping her hands, shrieked with delight, and tears 
started into her eyes. But tliat lasted only a second. Bite set. 
to work at once on a fresh job ; and now the servants put com- 
plete faith- in her, and the count did nut take it amiss when 
they told him that Natalya Ilyinitshna had given soinit direc- 
tion superseding his orders; and the servants came to Nataslia 
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to ask whether a cart was packed full enougli and whether the 
loads were to be tied on. The packing went on fast uow% 
thanks to Natasha’s supervision; evcrytliing useless was left 
behind, and the most valuable goods were packed as compactly 
as possible. 

But with all their exeitions, even late at night everything 
was not ready. The countoss hatl fallen Ask*e])5 
count put off their departure till morning and went tt> bed. 

Sonya and Natasha slept in the divan-room, without un- 
dressing. 

That night another wounded oilieor w'as driven along 
Povarsky Street, and Mavra Kuzminishna, who was standing 
at the gate, had him brought into the Uostovs’ yard. The 
wounded officer must, Mavra Kir/ininishna thought, he a man 
of very great consequence. lie was in a coach with the hood 
let down and a carriage apron completely covering it Aai 
old man, a most respectable-looking valet, was silling on the 
box with the driver. A doctor and two soldiers followed the 
carriage in another conveyance, 

‘'Come into our house, come in, ^rhe tnasiers are going 
away, the whole liouse is empty,’ said the old woman, address- 
ing the old servant. 

* Well,’ answered the valet, sighing, ‘and indeed we have no 
hope of getting him home alive ! We have a house of our own 
in Moscow, but it is a long way further, and there’s no one 
living in it eitlier.’ 

*Pray come in, our mast<*i*s Inive [dcnly of everything, ami 
you are welcome,’ said Mavra Kuzminishna. ‘ Is the gentleman 
very baxl, then ?’ she ask oil. 

‘'There’s no hope! I must ask the doctor,’ And the valet 
got down and wont to the vehicle behind, 

* Very good,’ said the doctor. 

The valet went up to the coach again, peeped int,o it, i^hook 
his licad, told the coachman to turn into the yard, and stood 
still beside Mavra Kuzminishna, 

* liord Jesus Christ, have mercy !’ she murmured. 

Mavra Kuzininislma suggested the wounded man being 
carried into the house, 

‘ The masters won’t say anything , . said she. 

But they had to avoief lifting hitn up the steps, and so they 
carried the wounded man to the lodge, and put him in the 
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room that hod been Madame Schoss’s. This wounded ofliecr 
was Prince Audrey Bolkonsky. 


XV 

Thk last day of Moscow had come. It was a bright, clear 
autumn day. It was Sunday. The hells were ringing for 
service in all the churches, just as on all other Sunduy.s. No 
one seemed yet able to grasp what was awaiting Moscow. 

There were only two indications in the condition of society 
that betrayed the position of Moscow : those were the rabble, 
that is, the poorer class, and the prices of different objects, 
h’actory hands, house-serfs, and peasants came out early that 
morning on to Three Hills in immense crowds, which were 
swelled by clerks, divinity students, and gentlemen. A fler stay- 
ing there a while waiting for Rast.optchin,who did not eom<>, and 
gaining the conviction that Mowhiw would be surrendered, Ibis 
mob dispersed about the taverns and drink-shop of Mosm>w, 
Prices, too, on that day indicated the position of aflairs. 
The prices of weapons, of carts and horses, and the value of 
gold rose higher and higher, wliile the value of pajier-money 
and theiirices of things useful in town were wmtinually fall- 
ing, so that by the middle of the day there were instances of 
cab-drivers carrying off‘ at half-price (sxpensivc goods, lik<* 
cloth ; and while five hundred roubles was paid fur a jicasant's 
horse, furniture, mirrors, and hrunscs were given away for 
nothing. 

In the old-fashioned and decorous house of tluf Rostovs the 
collapse of all the usual conditions of life was very slighlly per- 
ceptihle. In the night three out of the immense retiime of 
servants did indeed disap[)enr; hut nothing was stolen, and 
the Rostovs were only aware of the chmige in the ndalive 
value of things from linding that the thirty earls from Ihe 
country were of enormous value, for which they were envied 
by many, and offered enormous sums. Resides these would- Ik* 
purchasers, all the previous evening and early in the morning 
of the 1st of September orderlies and servants were being 
continually sent into the Rostovs'' courtyard from wounded 
officers, and wounded men were (KinstmtUy dragging Ihent- 
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selves there from the llostovs’ aud neighbouring houses, to 
beseech the servants to try and get them a lift out of Moscow, 
The butler, to whom these requests were referred, resolutely 
refused, though he felt for the wounded men, and declared that 
he would never even dare to hint at such a thing to the count. 
Pitiable as the position of these wounded men was, it was 
obvious that if one gave up one cart to them, one might as well 
give all — and would even have to put the carriages too at their 
service. Thirty wagons coidd not save all the wounded, and 
in the general catastrophe one must think of oneself and one’s 
family first. So the butler reasoned on his master’s behalf. 

On waking up that morning Count Ilya Andreitcli .slipped 
quietly out of his bedroom, st) as not to wake his wife, who had 
been awake till morning, and in his lilac* silk dressing-gown he 
came out on to the steps. The loaded wagons wore standing 
in Ae courtyard. The carriages were drawn up at the steps. 
The butler was standing in the entrance talking with an old 
orderly and a nale young oflicer with his arm in a sling. The 
butler, seeing nis master, made a significant and }>(!remptory 
sign to them both to retire. 

‘Well, is everything rtfady, Vo-ssiliteh i*’ said tlx* connt, 
rubbing his bald head; and' looking benignly at the oflieer 
and the orderly, he nodded to them. (I'hc count was always 
attracted by new faces.) 

‘Ecady to put the horses in immediately, your excellency.’ 

‘Well, that’s capital; the countess will' .soon Ik* awake, and, 
please God, we sol off! Wliat can I do for you, sir ? ’ he said, 
addressing the officer. ‘ You are staying in niy house ?' 

The officer came closer. Ills pale face suddenly flushed 
crimson. 

‘Count, do me a great favour, allow me . . , for fvod's 
sake ... to got into one of your wagons. I have nothing 
here with me ... I can go quite well with the luggage . . 

Before the officer finished speaking, the orderly came up to 
make the same request for his master. 

‘Oh! ves, yes, yes,’ said the count hurriedly. *I shall be 
very glad indeed. Vassilitch, you see to it; you have a wagon 
or. two cleared, well . . . well . . . what’.** needed 
The count murmured some vague ordoni. But the glowing 
look of gratitude on the officer's face instantly put the seal on 
the order. The count looked about him ; everywhere— in the 

VOI.. 111. 0 
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yard, at the gates, at the windows of the lodge— he stiw 
wounded men and orderlies. They were all gazing at him and 
moving up towards the steps. 

‘ Will you please walk into the gallery, your excellency ; 
what are your orders about the pictures there ’ said the butler. 
And the count went into the house with him, repeating his 
instructions that they were not to refuse the wounded men 
who begged to go with them. 

‘ You can take something out of the loads, you know',' he 
added, in a subdued and mysterious voice, as tliough he were 
afraid of being overheard. 

At nine o'clock the countess woke up, and Matrona Timof- 
yevna, who had been her maid before her marriage, and now 
performed the duties of a sort of chef de gendarmes for the 
countess, came in to report to her that Madame Schoss was 
very much aggrieved, and that the young ladies’ summer 
dresses could not possibly be left behind. On the countess 
inquiring the cause of Madame Schoss’s rcs«*nlnienl, it ap- 
peared that that lady’s trunk had been taken out of the 
wagon, and that all the wagons were being unloaded, and 
that the luggage was being token out, as the wagons were to 
be given up to the wounded men, whom the count, with his 
usual readiness to be imposed upon, had couscuted lo take 
away with them. The countess sent for her hushaiul to come 
to her. 

‘What’s this, my dear .S’ I hear the luggage is being 
unloaded.* 

‘ Do you know, mn cherc, I wanted to speak to you alxmt it 
. . . dear little countess ... an officer came up to me— they 
arc imploring us to let them have a few wagons for the 
wounded. It’s all a question of money loss to us, of course, 
but to be left behind . . . think what it means lo them ! . . . 
UeiH! they are in our very yanl ; we aske<l them in ourselves ; 
here are officers. . . . You know, I really think, wu/ r/im’ . . . 
well, let them take them. We are in no hurry.’ 

The count spoke timidly, as he always did when the subjwit 
was in any way connected with money. 'I’hi* eountess was uwd 
to that tone, which always ushered iii some matter prejudicial 
to her children’s interests, such as the building of n new 
gallery, or conservatory, or a new theatre in tiie houM>, or 
the training of an orchestra; and she nuaie it a habit, and 
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regarded it as a duty, to oppose everything that was communi- 
cated in that tone. 

She assumed her air of tearful resignation, and said to her 
husband : 

‘Listen, count, you have mismanaged things so, that we are 
getting nothing for the house, and now you want to throw 
away all our — all the children's — property. Why, you told 
me yourself that we have a hundred thousand I’ouhles’ worth 
of valuables in the house. I protest, and protest, my love. 
What would you have ! It ’s for the Government to look after 
the wounded. They know that. Only think, the Inpuhins 
opposite cleared everything to the Iasi .stick out of their house 
the day before yesterday. That ’s how other people manage. 
It ’s only we who are such fools. If you have no consideration 
for me, do at least think of your children.’ 

The count waved his hands in <lcspair, and went out of the 
room without a word. 

‘Papa! why do you do that?’ sjiid NaUusha, who liad 
followed him into her mother’s room. 

‘ Nothing I It ’s no business of yours ! ’ the count said 
angrily. 

‘ But I heard,’ said Natasha. ‘ Why won’t inamnia have it P 

‘ It ’s no business of yours I ’ cried the count. 

Natasha walked away to the window and pondered. 

‘ Papa, here's Berg coming to see us,’ she said, looking out 
of window. 


XVI 

Tiik Rostovs’ son-in-law, Borg, was by now a colonel, with the 
orders of Vladimir and Anne on his neck, and was still filling 
the same comfortable and agreeable post of assistant. to the 
head of the stall' of the assistant of the chief oilicer of the 
staff of the commander of the left Hank of the infantiy of the 
first army. 

On the 1st of September he had come into Moscow fr«>m 
the nmiy. 

Hu had absolutely nothing to do in Moscow; but he 
noticed that every one in the army was asking leave to go 
into Moscow, and was busy doing something tibtere. He, too, 



52 WAR AND PEACE 

thought tit to ask leave of absence on account of urgent 
domestic and family afPairs. 

Berg drove up to his father-in-law's house in his spruce 
chaise, with his pair of sleek roans, pi'cciscly similar to those 
of a certain prince. He looked carefully at the luggage in 
the yard, and as he ran up the steps, he took out a clean 
pocket-handkerchief, and tied a knot in it. 

Berg ran with a swimming, impatient step from the entry 
into the drawing-room, embi'aced the count, kissed Nubisha's 
hand and Sonya's, and then hastened to inquire after mamma's 
health. 

‘ Health, at a lime like this ! Come, tell ns what new.s of 
the army!’ said the count. ‘Are they retreating, oi- will 
there be a battle ? ' 

‘Only Almighty God can tell what will be the lale of oiir 
Fatherland, papa,' said Berg. ‘The army is animated by Ibk* 
most ardent spirit of heroi.sm, and now its chiefs, so to spivik!. 
arc sitting in council. No one knows what is coming. Ihik 
I can tell you, papa, that our heroic spirit, the truly anliqn :• 
valour of the Russian army, whidi they — it, I m«in,’ h i* 
corrected himself — ‘showed in the light of the 8{}th . . . wel , 
there arc no words that can do justice to it.' (lie snioU; hiinr 
self on the chest, just as he had seen a general do, who hac'l 
used much the same phrases before him — but he uas a litlio 
too late, for the blow on the chest should properly have been 
at the words, ‘ the Russian army.’) ‘ I can assure you, |)apa, 
that we officers, so far from having to urge the soldiers on, or 
anything of the sort, had much ado bo keep in check this . . . 
yes, these exploits recalling the valour of anti<|uity,' he rattled 
off. ‘General Barclay do Tolly risked his life everywhere in 
front of his troops, I can assure you. Our cor[)s was posted 
on the slope of a hill. Only fancy ! ’ And Berg proeeedwl to 
recount all the stories he had heard repeated about the Ijattle. 
Natasha stared at Bcig, as though seeking the solution of some 
problem in his face, and her eyes disconcerted him. 

‘Altogether, the heroism shown by thellus.sian soldiers is 
beyond praise, and beyond description 1 ' mud Berg, looking at 
Natasha ; and as though wishing to soften her, he smiled in 
rcsfwnse to her persistent stare . . . Russia is not in Moscow, 
she lives in the hearts of her sons ! ” Eh, pq>a P ' said Berg. 

At that moment the countess came m from the diviui- 
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room with a look of weariness and annoyance on her face. 
Berg skipped up, kissed the countess's hand, asked after her 
health, and stood beside her, with a sympathetic shake of his 
head. 

‘Yes, mamma, to tell the truth, these are hard and sorrowful 
times for every Russian. But why should you be so anxious ? 
You have still time to get away . . .’ 

‘1 can’t make out w'hat the servants are about,' said the 
countess, addressing her husband. ‘They told me just now 
nothing was ready. Some one really must go and look after 
them. It ’s at such times one misses Mitenka. I'here will be 
no end to it.’ 

The count w'as about to make some reply ; but with a visible 
effort to restrain himself, gut up and went to the door without 
a word. 

Berg, meanwhile, had taken out his handkerchief as though 
about to blow his nose, and, seeing the knot in it, he pondered 
a moment, shaking his head with mournful significance. 

‘ And, do you know, pa})a, I have a great favour to ask . . .’ 
he began. 

‘ H’m ?’ said the count, pausing. 

‘I was passing by Yusupov’s house jnst now,’ said Berg, 
laughing. ‘ 'I'he steward, a man I know, ran out and asked me 
whether I wouldn’t care to buy any of their things. I went in, 
you know, out of curiosity, and there is a little chiffonier and 
dressing-table. You know, just like what Vorushka wanted, 
and we quarrelletl about.’ (Berg unconsciously passed into a 
tone expressive of his pleasure in his own excellent domestic 
arrangements.) ‘And such a charming thing! — it moves 
forward, you know, with a secret English lock. A)»d it’s just 
what Vorushka wanted. So I want to make it a surprise for 
her. I see what a number of peasants you have in the yanl. 
Please, spare me one of them. I ’ll pay niiii well, and . *. .’ 

The count frowned and sniffed. 

‘ Ask the countess ; 1 don’t give the orders.’ 

‘ If it’s troublesome, pray don’t,’ said Berg. ‘ Only I should 
have liked it on Vera’s account.' 

‘Ah, go to ^mnation all of you, damnation ! damnation! 
damnation!’ cried the old count. *My head’s going round.’ 
And he went out of the room. 

The countess began to cry. 
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* Yes, indeed, these are terrible times, mamma ! ’ said IJerj;. 

Natasha went out with her father, and as though nimble to 
make up her mind on some difficult question, she followed him 
at first, then turned and ran downstairs. 

Petya was standing at the entrance, engaged in giving c)ut 
weapons to the servants, who were leaving Moscow, The 
loa^d wagons wore still standing in the yards. 'Pwo of them 
had been uncorded, and on to one of these the wounde<l oflict‘r 
was clambering with the assistance of Ins ordiTly. 

‘Do you know what it was about?'' Petya asked Natahhu. 
(Natasha knew that he meant, what their father and mother 
had been quarrelling about.) She did not answer. 

‘It was because ])apa wanttnl to give up all Llie wagons to 
the wounded,’ said Petya. ‘Vassilitch told me. xVnd what I 
think , . 

‘What I think,’ Natasha suddenly almost sen*amed, lurniug 
a furious face on Petya, ‘what I think is, that it’s so 
vile, 80 loathsome ... I doifh know. Are wt* a lot 4 >f low 
Germans? . . Her throat was quivering with sobs, but afraid 
of being weak, or wasting the force of her anger, .she turiuul 
and Hew headlong up the stairs. 

Berg was sitting beside the countess, trying with filial 
r€ 8 pectfulne.ss to reassure* her. 'I’he count was walking about 
the room with a pipe in his hand, when, with a fact* disf<»rted 
by passion, Natasha burst like a tempest into the room, and 
ran with rapid ste})s up to her mother. 

‘It’s vile! It’s loathsome!’ she screamed. ‘It can’t Ih‘ 
true that it’s your order.’ 

Berg and the count;c.ss gazed at her in alarm aiul IwwiUler- 
ment. The count stood still in tlic wind(»w listening. 

‘Mamma, it’s impossible; look what’s being <ione in the 
yard ! ’ she cried ; ‘ they are being left . . 

‘ What ’s the matter ? Who are they ? What do you want r* 

‘ The wounded I It’s impossible, mamma, it’s outrageous. 
. . . No, mamma, darling, it’s all wrong; forgive m<*, please, 
darling . . . Mamma, what is it to us what we take away: 
you only look out into the yar<l. . . . Mamma ! ... It can’t 
bo done. . • 

I’he count stood in the window, a?ul listeiwHl to Natasha 
without tunung his head. All at once he gave a sort ot gulp, 
and put his face closer to the window. 
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The countess glanced at her daughter, saw her face full 
of shame for her mother, saw her emotion, felt why her 
husband would not look at her now, and looked about her 
with a distracted air. 

‘ Oh, do as you please. Am I doing anything to hinder 
any one ? ’ she said, not giving way all at once. 

‘ Mamma, darling, forgive me.’ 

But the countess pushed away her daughter, and went up 
to the count. 

^ My dear, you order what is right. ... I don’t understand 
about it, you know,’ she said, dropping her eyes with a guilty 
air. 

^ The eggs, . . . the eggs teaching the hen, . . the count 
murmured through tears of gladness, and he embraced his 
wife, who was glad to hide her ashamed face on his broiist. 

* Papa, mamma! may I give the order? May 1? . . .’ 
asked Natasha. ‘We’ll takci all that’s quite necessary all 
the same,’ she added. 

The count nodded ; and Natasha, with th<» same swiftness 
with which she used to run at * ealch-eatch,’ Hew across the 
liall into the vestibule, and down the sU‘j)s into the yard. 

T’he stu’vants gatlujred round Natasha, and eould hardly 
Ixdieve the strange order she gave them, till the count himself 
in his wife’s name eouHrmecl the order that all the wagons 
were to be })laeed at the disposal of the wounded, and the 
boxes were to be taken down to the storerooms. When they 
understood, the servants gleefully and busily set to this new' 
task. It no longer seemed stratige to the servants, it seemed 
to them, indeed, that no other course was possible; just as a 
(|uarter of an liour before they had not thought it strange 
to leave the wounded bcliiml ’and take the furniture; had 
accepted that too, in fact, us thc^ only course possible. 

All the household set to work gentling the wounded men into 
the wagons with the greatest mil, as though to make up for 
not having espoused their cause earlier, 'rhe wounded soldiers 
came creeping out of their rooms, and crowded round the 
wagons, with pale, delighted faces. The news spread to the 
neighbouring houses, and wounded men began to come into 
the yard from other houses too. Many of the wounded 
soldiers begged them nob to take out the boxes, but only to 
let them sit on the top of them. But when once the worR of 
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unloading had begun there was no stopping it; it seorawl 
of little consequence whether all were left or half. The cuses 
of china, of bronzes, of pictures and looking-glasses, which 
had been so carefully packed during the previous night lay 
in tte yard, and still they sought and found possibilities of 
taking out more and more, and leaving more and more, for 
the wounded. 

‘ We can take four more,’ said the steward. ‘ I ’ll leave my 
luggage, or else what is to become of them 

‘ Oh, let them have our wardrobe cart,’ said the countess ; 
‘ Dunyasha will go with me in the carriage.’ 

The wagon packed with the ladies’ wardrobe was unloaded, 
and sent to fetch wounded men from two doors off. All the 
family and the servants too wore eager and merry. Natasha 
was in a stale of ecstatic hap])in('.ss, such as she had not known 
for a very long while. 

‘ Where are we to fasten this on ?’ said the servant, trying 
to lay a trunk on the narrow footboard behind in tlu* carriage. 
‘ We must keep just. ope cart for it.’ 

‘ What is itf’ asked Natasha. 

‘ The count’s books.’ 

‘Leave it. Vassiliteh will put it away. That’s not neces- 
sary.’ 

The covered gig was fall of people; they wen; only in 
doubt where Pyotr Ilyitch was to sit. 

‘He’ll go on the box. You’ll go on the box, wem't you, 
Petya?’ cried Natasha. 

Sonya, too, worked with unflagging zeal; but the aim «>f 
her exertions was the op])ositc of Natasha’s. She saw to the 
storing away of all that was left Ixihirid, made a list of them 
at the countes.s’.s desire, and tried to get as mueli as possihle 
taken with them. 


xvn 

By two o’clock the llo.Htovs' four carriage’s, packed ae.d 
ready to start, stood in the approaedi. The wagon-loads 
of wounded were filine one after another out of the yawl. 

The coach in which Prince Andrey was being taken drove 
by the front door, and attracted the attention of Sotjya, who 
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was helping a maid to arrange the counLe.ss’s seat comfortably 
in her huge, high carriage. 

MVhose carriage is that.?'’’ asked Sonya, popping her head 
out of the carriage window. 

‘ Why, haven’t you heard, miss ?’ answered the maid. * The 
wounded prince; he stayed the night in the house, and is 
going on with us.’ 

* Oh, who is he ? what ’s his name 

® Our betrothed that was . . . Prince Bolkonsky himself ! ’ 
answered the maid, sighing. ‘ They say he is dying,’ 

Sonya jum{)ed out of the carriage and ran in to the countess. 
The couritoss, dressed for the journey, in lier hat and shawl, 
was walking wearily about the drawing-room, waiting for the 
rest of the household to come in and sit down with closed 
doors, for the usual silent ])rayer before setting out. Natasha 
was not in the room. 

‘ Mamma,’ said Sonya, ® Prince Amlr(‘y is here, wounded and 
dying. He is going with us.’ 

Tlic countess opened her eyes in dismay, and clutching 
Sonya’s arm, looked about her. 

* Natasha,’ she said. 

Both to Sonya and the countess this news had for tlie first 
moment but one significance. ''Fhey knew their Natasha, and 
alarm at the thought oi* the eflcct the news might have on 
her outweighed all sympathy for the man, tliough tliey both 
liked him. 

^ Natasha does not know yet, but he is going with us," said 
Sonya. 

‘ Von say he is dying ?’ 

Sonya nod<led. 

The countess embraced Sonya and hurst into tears. * The 
ways of the Lord are past our finding out!’ she thought, 
feeling that in all that was passing now Iho Hand tif the* 
Almighty, hitherto unseen, was beginning to be manifest. 

‘Well, mamma, it’s all ready. What is it? . . .’ asked 
Natasha, running with her eager face into the r<H)in. 

‘Nothing,’ said the countess. * If we’re ready, then do let 
im start.’ And the countess bent over her reticule to hide 
her agitated face. Sonya embraced Natasha and kissed hen 

Natasha looked inquisitively at hen 
‘ What is it ? What has happened ? ’ 
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‘ Nothing, . . . oil, no, . . 

‘ Something very bad, concerning me? . . , What is it?’ 
asked the keen-witted Natasiia. 

Sonya sighed, and made no rejjly. The IVtya, 

Madame Schoss, Mavi-a JCuzniinishiia, and Vassilitolk came 
into the drawing-room; and closing the doors, they «dl sat 
down, and sat so in silence, without looking at (’itch other for 
several seconds. 

The count was the first to get up. With a loud sigh he 
crossed himself before the holy jjictiire. All the others did 
the same. Then the count proceeded to embrace Mavra 
Euzminishna and Vassilitch, who were to remain in Mokc>ow ; 
and while they caught at his hand and kissed his shoulder, 
he patted them on the back with vaguely adeclionate and 
reassuring phrases. The countess went oif to Lite little chapel, 
and Sonya found her there on her km*es before tlu* holy 
pictures, that were still left here and there on the walls. Ail 
the holy picture.s most precious Ihroiigli association nith the 
traditions of tim family were being taken wilii them. 

In the porch and in the yard the servants who were going 
all of whom had been armed with swords and daggers l)y 1‘ctyn 
— with their trousers tucked in their boots, ami t heir .suslies or 
leather belts lightly braced, took leave of th(»se who were left 
behind. 

As is invariably the case at starling on a journey, a great 
many things were found to have been forgot tm\, or paeketl in 
the wrong place ; and two grooms were kept a long while stand- 
iug, one each side of the ojhui carriage door, ready to lielj» I he 
countess up the carriage hU‘}>s, while maids weiV Hying with 
pillows ajid hags from the limist* to I hr earriages, I hi' coach, and 
the covered gig, and Imck again. 

‘They will always forget everything as long as they live !' 
said the countess. ‘You know that I can’t sit like that." 
And Dunyasha, with clenched teeth and an aggrieved look on 
her face, rushed to the carriage to arrange the riisiiioiiM again 
without a word. 

‘Ah, those servants,' said the count, shaking his head. 

The old coachman Efim, the otdv one whom the countess 
could trust to drive her, sat perched up <m the Iwx, and did 
not even look round at what was passing behind him. His 
thirty years’ experience liad taught him that it would lie 
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some time yet before they would say, ‘ Now, in God’s name, 
start!’ and that when they had said it, tliey would stop him 
at least twice again to send back for things that had been for- 
gotten ; and after that he would have to pull uj) once more 
for the countess herself to put her head out of window and 
beg him, for Christ’s sake, to drive carefully downhill. He 
knew this, and therefore awaited what \vas to come with more 
patience than his horses, especially the left one, the chestnut 
Falcon, who was continually pawing the ground and champing 
the bit. At last all were seated ; the carriage steps were 
pulled up, and the door slammed, and the forgotten travelling- 
case had been sent for, and the countess had ])oppc‘d her head 
out and given the usual injunctions. Then Klim deliberately 
took his hat off‘ and began crossing himself 'rhe* postillion 
and all the s<M*vants did the same. 

‘With Go<rs blessing!’ said Hlhu, jmlting his hat on. 

^ Oft* 1 ’ The postillion started his horse. The right-shaft horse 
began to i)ull, the high springs creaked, and ilu* earriage 
swayed. The footman jumped up on the box while it was 
moving. carriage jolted as it drove out of the yard 

on to the uneven pavement; tin* other vehich*s jolted iji the 
same way as they followed in a procession up Hu‘ street. All 
the occupants of the carriages, the coach and the covered 
gig, crossed themselves on seeing the church opimsite. The 
servants, who wx^re staying in Moscows walked along on both 
sides of the (carriages to sec them oft*. 

Nabisha had rarely felt such a joyful sensation as she ex- 
perien<ied at that moment sitting in the earriage by the 
countess and watching, as they slowly moved by her, the 
walls of forsaken, agitated Moscow. Now and tlien she pul 
her head out of the carriage window and looked battk, and 
then in front at the long train of wagons full of wounded 
soldiers ])recc<ling them. Foremost of them all she could see 
Frince Audrey’s closed carriage, Hiie did not know who was 
in it, atul every time she took stock of the procession of 
wagons she looked out for that coach. She knew it would 
Ixi tlie foremost. In Kudrino, and from Nikitsky Street, from 
Pryesny, and from Podnovinskv several trains of vehicles* 
similar to the Rostovs’, came efrivinja; out, and by the time 
they reached Sadovoy Street the carriages and earls were two 
deep all along the road. 
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As they turned round Suharev Tower, Natasha, who was 
quickly and inquisitively scruliniRin)i^ the crowd driving and 
walking by, uttered a cry of delight and surprise : 

* Good Heavens ! Mamma, Sonj^a, look ! it \s he ! ** 

‘Who? who?’ 

‘ Look, do look ! Bczuliov,’ said Natasha, putting her head 
out of the carriage window and staring at a tall, stout man 
in a coachman’s long coat, obviously a gentlc‘nian disguised, 
from his carriage and gait. He was ])assing uiuler the arch 
of the Suharev Tower beside a yellow-looking, beardless, liltlt‘ 
old man in a frieze cloak. 

‘Only fancy! Ilezuhov in a coachman’s coal, with a ijiieer 
sort oi* old-looking boy,’ said Natasha. 'Do look; do 
look!’ ^ 

‘ No, it’s not he. How can you he so ahsuni ! * 

‘ Mamma,’ cried Natasha. ‘On iny word of honour, I asMire 
you, it is he. Stop, stop,’ she shouted to tin* coaeinnati ; hul 
the coachman could not stop, h<*cause more carts and car- 
riages were coming out of Myeshtchansky Strei‘1, and people 
were shouting at the Uoslovs to move on, and not to Keep 
the rest of llie traffic wailing. 

All the Rostovs did, however, tlioiigh now at a mu<*h great i*r 
distance, see Pierre, or a man extraordinarily like him, w(‘ariiig 
a coachman’s coat, and w'alkiug along tin* street with bent 
head and a serious faci‘ beside a little, beanlh-ss old man, who 
looked like a footman. This old man noti(*ed a face* pokeci 
out of the carriage window staring at tlumi, niut respeet fully 
touching Pierre’s elbow, he said something to him, pfunting 
towards the carriage. It was some time hi*for(* Pierre umter- 
stood what he was saying; he was evidently <le<‘plv uhsorljed 
in his own thoughts. At last he looked in the direction in- 
dicated, and recognising Natasha, he moved inslnntlv towards 
the carriage, as though yitdding to the first impulse. But 
after takitig a dozen steps towards it, he sloppi'd .sliorf, 
apparently recollecting something. Natasha's head heameil 
out of the carriage window with friendly moek<‘rv. 

‘Pyotr ICirillitch, come here! We reeogitisi«<i y<m, you 
see! It’s a wonder!’ she cried, stretching out a hand io 
him. ‘ How is it ? Why are you like lliis ? ’ 

Pierre took her outstretched hand, and awkwardly kissed it 
m he ran beside the still moving carriage- 
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^ What has happened, count ? ** the countess asked him, in a 
surprised and commiserating tone, 

* Eh ? why ? Don’t ask me,’ said Pierre, and he looked up 
at Natasha, the charm of whose radiant, joyous eyes he felt 
upon him without looking at her. 

^ What are you doing, or are you staying in Moscow ?’ 

Pierre was silent. 

^ In Moscow ?’ he queried. ^ Yes, in Moscow. Good-bye.’ 

*Oh, how I wish I were a man, I would stay with you. 
Ah, how splendid that is 1 ’ said Natasha. ‘ Mamma, do let 
me stay.’ 

Pierre looked absently nt Nataslia, and was about to say 
something, but the countess interruj)tcd him. 

* You were at the battle, wo have l)een told.’ 

‘Yes, I was tlicrc,’ answered Pierre, ‘To-morrow there 
will be a battle again , . ,’ he was beginning, but Natasha 
interposed : 

‘But what is the mailer, count? You are not like your- 
self , . 

‘C)h, don’t ask mes don't ask me, I don’t know myself. 
To-morrow ... No! Good-bye; good-bye,’ he said; Mi’s an 
awful iimc‘ ! ’ And he left the carriage and walked away to 
the pavement. 

For a long while Natasha’s head was still thrust out of the 
carriage window, and she beamed at him with a kindly and 
rather mocking, joyous smilc. 


XVIII 

FitoM the time of his disappearance, two days before, Pierre 
had been living in the empty abode of his (lead benefactor, 
Osip Bazd^ev, This was how it had come to ])ass. 

On waking up the morning after hi.s return to Moscow and 
his interview with Count llastoptchin, Pierre could not for 
some time make out where ho was and what was expected of 
him. Wlicn the names of the persons waiting to see him 
were announced to him — among them a Frenchman, who had 
brought a letter from his wife, the Countess Klcna Vassilyevna 
— he felt suddenly overcome by that sense of the hopelessness 
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and intricacy of his |>osition to vrhich he was particularly 
liable. He suddenly felt that everything was now at an eud^, 
everything was in a muddle, everything was breaking down, 
that no one was right nor wrong, that there was no future 
before him, and that there was no possible escape from the 
position. Smiling unnatm’ally and muttering to him.self, he 
sat on the sofa in a pose expressive of utter hopelessness, or 
got up, approached the door, and peeped through the crack 
into the reception-room, where his visitors were awaiting him, 
then turned back with a gesture of despair and took up a 
book. The butler came in for the second time with a message 
that the Frenchman who had brought the letter from the 
countess was very desirous of seeing him if only for a minulc, 
and that they hiul sent from the widow of ().sip Alcxyevitch 
Bazdyev to ask him to take charge of some books, as Madame 
Bazdyev was going away into the country. 

‘dhyos, in a minute; wait . . . No, no; go anti .say, I am 
coming immediately,’ said Pierre. 

As soon as the biillor had left the room, Pitwre had Itiken 
up his liat, which was lying on the table, tmd gone out by 
the other door. lie. found no one in llie corridor. Pierre 
walked the whole length of the corridor to Uu* staircase, and 
frowning and rubbing bis forehead with l)<)tb hands, he went 
down as far as the lirsl story landing. 'I’be porltT was 
sliuiding at the front do(»r, A second slaircnse led from the 
landing to the back entrance. Pierre wenl tlown I he back 
stairs and out into the yard. No one liatl sts-n him. iiul. 
as soon as he turned out at the gales inio llie street, llie 
cmehtnan, standing by the carriages, and tlx* gale-porter saw 
him and l<K>k off' their caps to him. Aware of their eyes fixed 
on him, Pierre did, as the* ostrich does, hiding its head in a 
bush to ese/ipe Indug seen ; ducking his bead and (|uickeniiig 
his pjace be hurried along the slna't. 

Of all the biisiu<!.SH awaiting IMerre that nnnming, the task 
of sorting the books and papers of Osip Alexyc.vitch seemed 
to him the most nrgmii. 

He hailed the fimt eab-<lriver ho {'ame across, and told him 
to drive to Patriarch's Poiuls, where was the house of the 
widow of IJazdyov. 

Oontiuually watching the loaded vehicles moving out of 
Moscow from all directions, aud balancing his bulky person 



WAR AND PEACE 


63 


carefully not to slip out of tlie rickety old chaise, Pierre had the 
happy sensation of a runaway schoolboy, as he chatted with 
his driver. 

The latter told him that to-day arms were being given out 
in the Ki’cmliii, and that next day every one would lx> driven 
out beyond the Three Hills Gate, and there there was to be a 
great battle. 

On reaching the Patriarch’s Ponds, Pierre looked for 
Bazdyev’s house, where he had not been for a long while past. 
He went up to a little garden gate. Gerasim, the yellow, beard- 
less old man Pierre had seen five years before at Torzhok with 
Osip Alexycvitch, came out on hearing him kirock. 

‘ At home ? ’ jusked Pierre. 

‘Owing to present circumstances, Sofya Danilovna and her 
children have gone away into the country, your excellency.’ 

‘I’ll conic in, all the same; I want to look through the 
books,’ said Pierre. 

‘ Pray do, you are very welcome ; the brother of my late 
master — the heavenly kingdom he his ! — Makar Alexyevitch 
has remained, but your honour is aware he is in feeble health,’ 
said the old servant. 

Makar Alexyevitch was, as Pierre knew, a brother of Osip 
Alexycvitch, a half-inad creature, besotted by drink. 

* Yes, yes, I know. Let us go in,’ said Pierre, and he went 
into the nousc. A tall, bald old man in a divssing-gown, with 
a red nose and goloshes on his bare feet, was standing in the 
vestibule ; seeing I’ierre, he mullcretl something angrily, and 
walked away into the corridor. 

‘ He was a great intellect, hut now, as your lionour <-au see, 
he has grown hicblo,' said Gerasim. ‘ Will you like to go into 
the study ? ’ Pierre nodded. ‘ As it was sealed up, so it has 
remained. 3ofya Danilovna gave orders that if you scut for 
the books they were to be handed over.’ 

Pierre went into the gloomy study, which he had entered 
with such trepidation in the lifcliine of his benefactor. Now 
covered with dust, and untouched since the death of Osip 
Alexyevitch, the room was gloomier than ever. 

Gerasim opened one blind, and went out of the room on 
tiptoe. Pierre walked round the study, went up to the book- 
case, where the manusrripb were kept, and took one of the 
most important, at one time a sacred relic of the order. This 
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consisted of the long Scottish acts of the order, with Bazdyev'^s 
notes and commentaries. He sat down to the dusty writing- 
table and laid the manuscripts down before him, opened and 
closed them, and at last, pushing them away, sank into thought, 
with his elbow on the table and his head in his hand. 

Several times Gerasim peeped cautiously into the study and 
saw that Pierre was sitting in the same attitude. 

More than two hours passed by. Gerasim ventured to make 
a slight noise at the door to attract Picrrc''s attention. Pierre 
did not hear him. 

^Is the driver to be dismissed, your honour V 

® Oh yes,’ said Pierre, waking up from his reverie, and hur- 
riedly getting up. Usten,’ he said, taking (ierasim by the 
button of his coat and looking down at the old man with 
moist, shining, eager eyes. ‘ Liston ! You know that to-morrow 
there is to be a battle . . 

‘I’hcy have been saying so . , answered (ierasim. 

beg you not to tell iuiy one who I am. And do \\hat I 
tell you . . 

* ("ertaiiily, sir,’ said Gerasim. ‘ Woiild your honour like 
something to eat ? ’ 

‘ No, but I want something else. I want a |)i*asant dress 
and a pistol,’ said Pi/jrre, suddenly flushing red. 

‘Cci’tainly, sir,’ said (ierasim, after a momc*nL''s thought. 

All the r(wt of that day Pierre spent alone in his hcnelVictor s 
study, pacing restlessly from one corner to the other, as 
Gerasim could hear, and talking to himself ; and he spent the 
night on a bed made up for him there. 

Gerasim accepted Pierre’s taking up his abode there with 
the imperturbability of a servant, who had seen many (jueer 
things in his lime, and he seemed, indeed, pleased at having 
some one to wait upon. Without even permitting himself to 
wonder with what object it was wanted, he obtained for Pien*e 
that evening a coachman’s coat and cap, and promised next 
day to procure the pistol he reejuired. Makar Alexyevitch 
twice that evening approached the door, shuffling in his 
goloshes, and stood there, gazing with an ingratiating air at 
IHerre. But as soon as l?icrre turned to him, he wrappcxl his 
dressing-gown round him with a shamefaced and wrathful 
look, and hastily retreated. Pierre put on the coachman’s 
coat, procured and carefully fumigated for him by Gerasim, 
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and went out with the latter to buy a pistol at the Suharev 
Tower. It was there he had met the Rostovs. 


XIX 

On the night of the 1st of September Kutuzov gave the 
Russian troops the command to fall back across Moscow to 
the Ryazan road. 

The first troops moved that uiglit, marcliing deliberately 
and in steady order. Rut at dawn the retreating troops on 
reaching the Dorogomilov bridge saw before them, crowding 
on the other side, and hurrying over the bridge, and blocking 
the streets and alleys on the .stuuc side, and bearing down upon 
them from behind, immense inassc.s of soldiers. And the 
troops were overtaken by causeless panic and haste. There 
was a general rush forward towards the bridge, on to the 
bridge, to the fords and to the boats. Kutuzov had himself 
driven by back streets to the other side of Moscow. 

At teti o’clock in the morning of the 2nd of September 
the only troops loft in the Dorogomilov suburbs were the 
regiments of the rearguard, and the crush was over. The 
army was already on the further side of Mo.scow, and out of 
the town altogether. 

At the same time, at ton o'clock in the morning of the 2iid 
of September, Napoleon was standing in the midst of his 
troops on l*oklonny Hill, gazing at the s|>ectacle that lay 
before him. Prom the 26lh of August to the 2nd of Septem- 
ber, from the day of Itorodino to the entrance into Moscow, 
all that agitating, that memorable week, there had been that 
extraordinarily beautiful autumn weather, which always comes 
08 a surprise, when though the sun is low in the sky it shines 
more warmly than in spring, when everything is glistening in 
the pure, limpid air, so that the eyes' are mzzled, while the 
chest is braced and refreshed inhaling the iiragrant autumn 
air ; when the niglits even are warm, and when in these dark, 
warm nights golclen stars are continually falling from the sky, 
to the delight or terror of all who watch them. 

At ten o'clock on the 2n(l of September the morning Ught 
was full of the lieauly of fairyland. From Poklonny Hill 
vou in. X 
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Moscow lay stretching wide below with her river, her gardens, 
and her churches, and seemed to be living n life of her own, 
her cupolas twinkling like stars in the sunlight. 

At the sight of the strange town, with ils new forms of un- 
familiar architecture, Napoleon felt something of that envious 
and uneasy curiosity that men feel nt the sight of tlie aspects 
of a strange life, knowing nothing of them. 1 1 w»is clear tha ( 
that town was teeming with vigorous life. By those iudelin- 
able tokens by which one can infallibly tell from a distance a 
live body from a dead one, Na])oleon could detect from Pok lomiy 
Hill the throb of life in the town, and could feel, as it were, the 
breathing of that beautiful, gi-eat being, Kvery Ilussian 
gassing at Moscow feels she is the mother; ev<;rv foreigner 
gazing at her, and ignorant of her significance ns the motluT 
city, must he aware of the feminine character of the town, and 
Na))oleon felt it. 

‘I’liis Asiatic city with the innumerable churches, Moscow 
the holy. Here it is at last, tlie famous ciiy ! It was high 
time,’ said Napoleon; and dismounting from Ids horse he bade 
tliem open the plan of Moscow before him, and sent f()r bis 
interpreter, ladorme d’ldeville. 

‘A city occupied by the enemy is like a girl wb<» has lost 
her honour,’ ht! thought (it was lhi> phrase be Inul utU'red to 
Tutchkov at Kinolciisk). And from that point of \iew he 

S 'ozed at the Oricnbil Iwauty who lay for the first tinu* before 
lis eyes. He felt it strange Itimselif that the* desire so long 
cherished, and thought .so impossible, had at Inst conn; to {hiss. 
In the clear morning light he gazed at the town, and then at 
the plan, looking up its details, and the certainty of {Kjssj'ssing 
it agitated and awed him. 

*But how could it be otherwise?’ ho thought. ‘Here is 
this capital, she lies at my feet awaiting her fate. Where 
is Alexander now, and wliat is he thinking? A strange, 
beautiful, and grand city ! And a strange and grand moment 
is this! In what light must T a{>i)ear to them ?’ he mused, 
thinking of his soldiers. ‘Hero is the city— -tlio reward for all 
those of little faith,’ he thought, looking ntund at his suite 
and the approaching troops, forming into ranks. 

‘ One word of mine, one wave of my arm, and the ancient 
capital of the Tsar is no more. Hut my clemency is ever 
prompt to stoop to the vanquished. I must be magnanimous 
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and truly great. But no, it is not true that I am in Moscow,’ 
the idea suddenly sti'uck him. ‘She lies at my feet, though, 
her golden domes and crosses flashing and twinkling in the 
sun. But I will spare her. On the ancient monuments of 
barbarism and despotism I will inscribe the great words of 
justice and mercy . . . Alexander will feel that more bitterly 
than anything ; I know him.’ (It seemed to Napoleon that 
the chief import of what had happened lay in his personal 
contest with Alexander.) ‘From the heights of the Kremlin 
— ^yes, that’s the Kremlin, yes — I will dictate to them the 
laws of justice, 1 will teach them the meaning of true civilisa* 
tion, I will make the generations of boyards to enshrine their 
conqueror’s name in love. I will tell the deputation that I 
have not sought, and do not seek, war ; that 1 have been 
waging war only with the deceitful policy of their court; that 
I love and respect Alexander, and that in Moscow I will 
accept terms of peace worthy of myself and my peoples. I 
have no wish to take advantage of the fortune of war to 
humiliate tlicir honoured Emperor. “ Boyards,” I will say to 
them, “ I do not seek war ; I .seek the peace and welfare of all 
my subjects.” But I know their presence will inspire me, and 
I shall speak to them Jis I always do, clearly, impressively, and 
greatly. But can it be true that I am in Moscow! Yes, 
there she is ! ’ 

‘Lot the boyards be brought to me,’ he said, addressing his 
suite. A general, with a brilliant suite of Jidjutants, galloped 
oft at once to fetch the boyards. 

Two hours passed. Na^mlcon had lunched, and was again 
standing on the same spot on the Foklonny Hill, waiting for 
the deputation. His speech to the boyards had by now i^ken 
definite shape in his mind. Tim speech was full of dignity 
and of greatness, os Napoleon understood it. Napoleon was 
himself carriwl away by the magnanimity with which he 
intended to act in Moscow. In imagination he had already 
fixed the days for a ‘ rhmion dam U paUm de» Cxarsi at 
which the groat Bussiau nobles were to mingle with the 
courtiers of the French Etnpci'or.^ In thought he had 
appointed a governor capable of winning the hearts of the 

a le. Having heard that Moscow was full of religious 
butionsfhc had mentally decided that his bounty was to be 
showered on these institutions. He imagined that as in Afoioa 
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he had had to sit in a mosque wearing a humous, in Mi>scow 
he must be gracious and bountiful as the Tsars. And being, 
like every hVenchmon, unable to imagine anything moving 
without a reference to sa cliere, m taulrc, m jmiam’ mm\ he 
decided iinally to touch the Russian heart, that lu* would have 
inscribed on all these cliaritable foundutions in large letters, 

‘ Dedicated to my beloved mother,’ or simply, ‘ Mu’mm dv ma 
mh-e^ he decided. ‘But am I really in Moscow’ .S' Yes, there 
she lies before me ; but why is the deputation from the city so 
long in coming? ' he wondered. 

Meanwhile a whispered and aj^taied consultation was being 
held among his generals and marshals in the rear of the suite. 
The adjutants sent to bring the deputation liad come hack 
with tlie news that Moscow was empty, that every one luul 
left or was leaving the city. The faces of »ill the suite wer«' 
pale and perturbed. It was not that Moscow luul been 
abandoned by its inhaintanis (grave as that fact, appi^nred) 
that alarmed them. They were in alarm at tin* Idea of 
making^ the fac,t known to Liu* Kmneror ; they could lutl see 
how, without putting his Majesty into the terrible [msitiou, 
called by the French ridicule, to inform him that he had Uh-u 
waiting so long for the boyards in vain, that there was a 
dnmken mob, but no one else in Moscow. Some of the suiU> 
maintained that come what may, they must anyway scrape 
up a deputation of some sort; others opposed Uiis view, and 
asserted that the Emperor must be carefully and skilfully 
premred, and then told the truth. 

‘We shall have to tell him all the same,’ said some gentle- 
man of the suite. . . . ‘ But gentlemen . . 

The position was the more difficult as the Km{>«ror, ponder- 
ing on his magnanimous plans, was walking iiatiently up and 
down before the map of tlie city, shading his <*yea’ to look 
from time to time along the road to Moscow, with a jiroud 
and happy smile. 

‘But it’s awkward . , .’ the gcnllemen-in-waitiiig kept ■ 
repeating, shrugging their shoulders and unable to bring 
themselves to settle the terrible word in their minds: *le 
ridicub. . , .’ 

Meanwhile the Emperor, weary of waiting in vain, and with 
his actor’s instinct feeling that the great moment, being too 
long deferred, was beginning to lose its grandeitfi made a sign 



WAR AND PEACE 


69 


with his hand. A solitary cannon shot gave the signal, and 
the invading aimy marched into Moscow — at the Tver, the 
l^uga, and the Dorogomilov gates. More and more rapidly, 
vying with one another, at a quick run and a trot, the troops 
marched in, concealed in the clouds of dust they raised, and 
making the air ring with their deafening shouts. 

Tempted on by the advance of the army, Napoleon too rode 
as far as the Dorogomilov gate, but there he halted again, 
and dismounting walked about the Kamerkolezhsky wall for 
a long time, waiting for the deputation. 


XX 


Moscow meanwhile was empty. There were still people in 
tlic city; a fiftieth pai't of all the former inhabitants still 
remained in it, but it was empty. 

It was deserted as a dying, qucenless hive is deserted. 

In a qucenless hive there is no life left. Yet at a super- 
ficial glance it seems as much alive trs other hives. 

In th(! hot rays ol' the midday sun the bees soar as gaily 
around the qucenless hive ns aroutxl other living hives; from a 
distance it smells of honey like the rest, and Inies fly into and 
out of it just the same. Yet one Inis but to watch it a little 
to see that there is no life in the hive. Tlie flight of the Inms 
is not as in living hives, tlic smell and the sound that meet 
the Ixickeopcr are changed. When the beekeeper strikes the 
wall of tne sick hive, instead of the instant, unanimous 
response, the buzzing of tens of thousands of bees mcuodngly 
arching their backs, and by tlic rapid stroke of their wings 
making that whirring, living sound, he is greeted by a dis- 
connected, droning hum from difierent parts of the diikerted 
hive. From the alighting board comes not an of old the 
H|>irituous, fragrant smell of honey and bitterness, and 
tne whiff of heat from the multitudes within. A smell of 
chill emptiness and decay mingles with the scent of honey. 
Around the entrance there is now no tiirong of guards, 
arching their liocks and trumpeting the menace, ready to 
die in its defence. There is neanl no more the low, even 
hum, the buzz of toil, like the singing of boiling water, but 
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the broken, discordant uproar of disorder comes forllj. The 
black, long-shaped, honey-smeared workers fly timidly and 
furtively in and out of the hive : they do not sting, but crawl 
away at the sight of danger. Of old they flew in only with 
their bags of honey, and flow out empty ; now they fly out 
with their burdens. The beekcej)er opens the lower partition 
and peeps into the lower half of the hive. Instead of the 
dustera of black, sleek bees, clinging on each othfr’.s legs, 
hanging to the lower side of the partition, and with an 
unbroken hum of toil building at the wax, drowsy, withered 
bees wander listlessly about over the roof and walls of the 
hive. Instead of the cleanly glucd-up floor, swept by the 
bees’ wings, there arc now bits of wax, excrement, <lyiug bees 
feebly kicking, and dead bees lying not cleared away on the 
floor. 

The beekeeper opens the upper door and examines the su]>er 
of the hive. In place of clo.se rows of bees, sealing up every 
gap left in the combs and fostering the brood, he sees only the 
skuful, complex edifice of coml>s, and even in this the virginal 
purity of old days is gone. All is forsaken ; and soiled, black, 
stranger bees scurry swiftly and stealthily about the combs 
in search of plunder ; while the dried-uj), shrunken, listless, old- 
looking bees of the hive wander slowly about, doing nothing 
to hinder them, having lost (fvery desire and sense of life. 
Drones, gadflies, wasps and bulterfUes flutter alxmt aim- 
lessly, Inmshing their wings against the. walls of the hiv<!. 
Here and there, between the cells full of dwul brood and honey, 
is heard an angiy hum ; here and there a couple of bees from 
old habit and custom, though th^^y know not why they do it, 
are cleaning the hive, paiuwlly dragging away a dead Iwe or 
a wasp, a task beyond their strength. In another corner two 
other old bees are languidly fighting or cleaning themselves 
or feeding one another, thcinsclvcs unaware whether with 
friendly or hostile intent. Elsewhere a crow<l of bees, wpieez- 
ing one another, is falling upon .some victim, beating and 
crushing it; and the killed or enfeebled bee drops slowly, light 
as a feather, on to the heap of corpsisi. The beekeeper parts 
the two centre partitions to look at the nursery. Instead 
of the dense, black rinj^ of thousands of l)ecs, sitting 
to Imck, watching the high mysteries of the work of genera- 
tion, he sees hundreds of dejected, lifeless, and slumbering 
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wrecks of bees. Almost all have died, unconscious of their 
coming end, sitting in the holy place, which they had watched 
— now no more. They reek of death and corruption* But 
a few of them still stir, rise up, fly languidly and settle on the 
hand of the foe, without the spirit to die stinging him: the 
rest are dead and as easily brushed aside as fishes’ scales. The 
beekeeper closes the partition, chalks a mark on the hive, and 
choosing his own time, breaks it up and burns it. 

So was Moscow deserted, as Napoleon, weary, uneasy and 
frowning, paced up and down at the Kanierkolezhsky wall 
awaiting that merely external, but still bo his mind essential 
observance of the proprieties — a deputation. 

Some few men were still astir in odd corners of Moscow, 
aimlessly following their old habits, with no understanding of 
what they wore doing. 

When, with due circiimspectness, Napoleon was informed 
that Moscow was deserted, he looked wrath fully at his in- 
formant, and turning his back on him, went on pacing up and 
down in silence, 

* My carriage,’ he said. lie sat down in his carriage beside 
theadjulaul on duty, and drove into the suburbs. 

‘ Moscow (les<!rtcd ! What an incredible event !’ he said to 
himself. 

lie did not, drive right into the town, but put up for the 
night at an iim in the Oorogomilov snl)urb. The dramatic 
scone had not come oif. 


XXI 


Tuk Russian troops were crossing Moscow from two o’clock at 
night to two o’clock in the day, and took with them the last 
departing inhabitants and wounded soldiers. 

The greatest crush took place on the Kamcnny bridge, the 
Moskvoryetsky bridge, and Yauzsky bridge. While the troops, 
parting into two about the Kremlin, were crowding on to the 
Moskvoryetsky and Kameuny bridges, an immense number of 
soldiers availed themselves of the stoppage and the block to tuni 
back, anti slipping stealthily and auietly by Vassily the Blessed, 
and under the Borovitsky gates, tmsy made their way upluill to 
the Red Square, where some imtinct told them they could easily 
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carry off other people’s property. Every passage and alloy of 
the Gostinny bazaar was filled with a crowd, such as throngs 
there at sales. But there were no ingratiating, alluring voices 
of shopmen, no hawkers, no motley, female mob of purcliasers 
— everywhere were the uniforms and overcoats of soldiers with- 
out guns, going out in silence with loads of booty, and coming in 
empty-lmnded. The shopkeepers and shopmen (they were few) 
were walking about among the soldiers, like men distraught, 
0]>ening and shutting their shops, and helping their assistJints 
to carry away their wares. There wore drummers in the square 
before the bazaar heating the muster-call. But the roll of 
the drum made the pillaging soldiei's not run up at the call 
as of old, but, on the contrary, run away from the drum. 
Among the soldiers in the shops and passages could be seen 
men in the grey coats, and with the shaven heads of convicts. 
Two officers, one with a s«irf over his uniforai, on a thin, dark 
grey horse, the other on foot, wearing a military overcoat, 
stood at the comer of Ilyinka, talking. A third oHiccr 
galloped up to them. 

‘The general has sentonlcrs that tliey positively must all 
he driven out. Why, this is outrageous ! Half the men have 
run off.’ 

* Why, are you off loo ? . . . Where are you fellows off 
to?’ ... he shouted to three infantry soldiers, wlu) ran by 
him into the bazaar wilhoul guns, holding U|) Ihc skirts of 
their overcoats. ‘ Slop, rascals ! ’ 

‘ Yes, you see, how are you going to get hold <*f them ?’ 
answered another officer. ‘ There ’s uo getting them logellicr ; 
we must jiusli on so that the last may not be gone*, that ’s the 
only thing to do ! ’ 

‘ How ’b one to push on ? 'riicre they have been standing, 
with a block on the hriilge, and they are not moving. 
Shouldn't a guard he set to jfirevcnt the rest running off,’ 

‘Why, come along! Drive them out,’ shouted tlwf senior 
officer. 

The officer in the scarf dismounted, called up a drummer, 
and went with him into the arcade. Several soldiep in a 

E together made a ru»h^ away. A slio[>kec{K'r, with red 
« on his diceks alxmt his nose, with an expression on his 
sleek face of quiet persistence in the pursuit of gain, came 
hurriedly and Briskly up to the officer gesUculating. 



WAR AND PEACE 


73 


‘Your honour,'* said he, ‘graciously protect us. We are 
not close-fisted — any trifle* now . . . we shall l)e delighted ! 
Pray, your honour, walk in, I’ll bring out cloth hi a moment 
— a, couple of pieces even for a gentleman — we shall be 
delighted ! For we feel how it is, but this is simple robbery ! 
Pray, your honour ! a guard or something should be set, to 
lei us at least shut up , . 

Several sho])kcepers crowded rouiul the oflicer, 

‘Eh! it’s no use clacking,’ said one of them, a thin man, 
with a stern face ; ‘ when one’s head ’s ofl‘ one doesn’t weep over 
one’s hair. Let all take what they })leaHe!’ And with a 
vigorous swet‘p of Ins nnn he turned away from the officer. 

‘It’s all very 'U‘ll for yoti to talk, Ivan Sidoritcli,’ the first 
shopkeeper h<*gan angrily. ‘ If you ]>lcase, your honour.’ 

‘What’s the use of talking!’ shouted the thin man; ^in 
iny three shops here I have one hundred thousand worth of 
goods. IIow‘s one to guard them when the army is gone. 
Ah, fellows, Ood’s will is not in men’s Ininds ! ’ 

‘If you please, your honour,’ said the first shopkeeper, 
bowing. 

^rhe ollleer stood in uneorlaint.y, and his face betrayed 
indecision. ‘Why, what imsiness’is it of mine!’ he cried 
Hudihidy, and la* strode on rapidly along i.he arcade. In one 
o[)en shop h<* h<*ar(I blows and high words, and just as the 
ollin»r was going into il, a man in a grey coat, with a shaven 
head, was Ihrtist violently out of the demr. 

'rhis man <l<iubh,‘d himself up and bounded past the shop- 
koepcM's and the oflicer. 'I'he officer pounced on the soldiers 
who were in the shop, but; mean wliile fearful screams, coming 
from an immense crow<l, wen* Iieurd near the Moskvoryctsky 
hriclgcs and the oflic(*r ran out into the stiuarc. 

‘What is it.?* Wlmt is itP’ he asked, but his comrade 
had already gal l<»ped off* in the direction of Uie screams.* The 
officer mounted his ln)rse ami folhnved him. As he <lrew near 
the bridge, h<? saw two caimons that had been taken off tbeir 
carriages, tiic infantry marching over the bridge, a few broken- 
down carts, ami Hinne soldiers with frightened, and some with 
laughing, fVtees. Near the cannons sUnwl a wagon with a 
pair of hors<*s Jiarmfssed to it Dehind tlie wlmels huddled 
four greyhounds in collars. A mounUiin of goods was piled 
up in Uuf wag<n», and on tl»c very lop, l>eHi<Ie a child^a cimir, 
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tunied legs uppenuobt, saL a woman, wlio was uLLcriiig shrill 
and despairing shrieks. The officer was told by his comrades 
that the screams of the crowd and the w'onuin’s slirieks wore 
due to the fact that General Ycriuolov had come riding down 
on the crowd, and learning that the soldiers were straying a\yay 
in the shops, and crowds of the townspeople wen‘ blocking 
the bridge, had commanded them to take the cannons out of 
their carriages, and to make as though they would fire them 
at the bridge. The crowd had rnadt* a rush; upsetting 
wagons, trampling one anoth<‘r, and screaming despt*rately, 
the bridge had been cleared, and the troops had moved on. 


XXII 

Tiik town itself meanwhile was deserted. There was scaretdy 
a creature in the streets. 'Hie gates and the shops were all 
closed; here and tlu'n* near ])ot-liouses could be heard solitary 
shouts or drunken singing. No «)fie was <lriving in I he sln'eis, 
and footsteps were rarely heard. Povarsky Stna^i was {M*r- 
fee tly still and deserted. In the inmnmse courtyard of the 
Ilostovs’ house a few wisps of slraw^ w<Te lyirig about, litter 
out of the wagons that had gone aw'ay, and not a man was to 
bo soon. Ill the Rostovs'’ house — abandoned with all its wctalth 
~lherc were two persons in tlie great drawing room, 'I'hesc* 
were the porter, Ignat, and th(^ lilllo page, Mishka, the 
grandson of Vassililch, wlu> luul remained in M<iscow witli his 
grandfather. Mishka luwl opened the clavich<»r<l, and was 
strumming with one finger. Tne porter, witli his arms akimbo 
and a gleeful smile on his face, was standing before the gr<*ivt 
looking-glass. 

‘That's fine, eh, Unde Ignat?’ said the boy, beginning to 
bang with both Iiands at once on the keys. 

‘ Ay, ay ! ’ answered Ignat, admiring the broadening grin 
<m hifl visage in the glass. 

‘Shameless follows! Shaiuele.ss, upon my word!' they 
heard behind them the voice of Mavra Kiizminishna, who had 
softly entered. ‘The fat-faced fellow grinning at Ininsdf! 
St) this is what you are at! U'*s not all cleared away down 
there, and Vassilitch fairly knocked up. You wait a bit ! ’ 
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Ignat, setting his l)ell straight, left off smiling, and with 
eyes submissively downcast, walked out of the room. 

* Auntie, I w^as only just touching . . said the boy, 

‘I’ll teach you only just to touch. Little rascal!’ cried 
Mavra Kuzminishna, waving her hand at him. ‘ Go and sot 
the samovar for your grandad.’ 

Brushing the clust off, she closed the clavichord, and sighing 
heavily went out of the drawing-rcioin and closed the door. 
Going out into the yard Mavra Kuzminishna mused where 
she would go next: whether to drink tea in the lodge with 
VassiliLchjOr to the storeroom to put away what still remained 
to be stored away, 

Tlicre was a sound of rapid footsteps in the still street. 
The steps paused at i,he gate, the latch rallied as some hand 
tried to open it. 

Mavra Kuzininishnn went up to the little gate, 

‘ Whom do you want ?’ 

‘The connt,'()ount Ilya Andreilch Kostov.’ 

‘ But who an* you 

‘I am an olllei‘r. I want to h<‘<* him,’ said a genial voice, 
the voice of a Hussiun g<‘iillenjam 

Mavra Kuztninishna opened the gate, And th(*re walked 
into the courtyard a round-faced ollicer, u lad of eighteen, 
whose typi* of face strikingly resenjbled the Uostovs’. 

‘ ''I’hey have gont* away, sir. Yesterday, in the evi*ning, their 
honours set oflV said MaVra Kuzminishna* cordially. The young 
oilicer standing in the gateway, as though he.silating whether 
to go in or not, gavi* a eliek* with his longue expressive of 
disappointnuMil, 

‘ Ah, how annoying !’ he said. ^ Vesterday I ought to . . . 
Ala what a pity . , / 

Meanwhih* Mavra Ku/.minislma was intently and sympathe- 
tically senitinising the familiar features of llu* Uoslov family 
in the young maifs face, and the laltered cloak attd trodden- 
<lowu hoots he was w<*aring. • What was it yon wanted to see 
the eoimt for ? ' sin* asked, 

‘Well . . . whakam I to do now!’ the officer cried, with 
vexatl<m in his voice, and he Uiok hold of the gate as lliough 
intendifig to go away. He slopped short again in uncertainty. 

‘ You see," he sai<l all at one<*, ‘ I am a kinsman of the eotint^ 
and he has always hi*eu very kind to me. So do you see’ 
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Meanwhile, the first smith got uj) from the ground, and, 
with blood spurting from his bruised face, cried in a wailing 
voice : 

‘^Help! They have killed me . . .! Tliey have kill(‘d a 
man! Mates! , . 

® Oy, mercy on us, killed entirely, a man killed ! ’ s(|ucalc(l a 
woman, coming out of the gates next door. A crowd of pi'ople 
gathered round the blood-stained smith. 

^Havetft you ruined folks enough, stripping tin* sliirts ofl* 
their backs P’ said a voice, addressing the tavern-keeper; ‘and 
so now you have murdered a man ! Blackguard ! ’’ 

The tall young man standing on the steps turned his bleared 
eyes from the tavern-keeper to the smiths, as though considering 
with which to fight. 

‘ Cut-throat ! ’’ he cried suddenly at the tavern-keeper, 

‘ Lads, bind him ! ’ 

‘Indeed, and you try ami bind a man like me !’’ bawled the 
tavern-keeper, (earing' himself away from the m(‘n who Uirew 
themselves on him, and taking oil* his cap, he Hung it on the 
ground. As thougli this act had some mysterious aiid menae- 
ing significance, the factory hands, who had surrounded the 
tavern-keeper, stood still in uncertainly. 

‘I know the law, mate, very well, I do. I'll go to the 
police. Are you thinking I woift find them? Robbery’s not 
the order of Ihe day for any one!’ bawled the lavern-keeptT, 
picking lip his eap. 

‘And go we will, so there!’ . • . ‘Ami go we will ... so 
there!’ the tavern-keeper and tlie tall fellow repeated after 
one another, and hotli together moved foi'wanl along the 
street 'riio hlood-hespattere<l smith walked on a I<»vel with 
them. The factory-hands and a mob of outsiders followed 
them with talk ami shouting. 

At. the corner of Maroseyka, opposite a gr<^al house with 
closed shutters, and i\u\ signboard of a bootmaker, stood a 
group of some twenty bootmakers, thin, exlmusled-looking 
men, with dejected faees, in loose smocks, and lorn coats. 

‘He ought to pay folks projierly!’ a thin hoot hand, 
with a scant heard and scowling brow.s, was saying. ‘He’s 
sucked the life-blood out of us, and then he ’» quit of us. He ’s 
been promising and promising ns all the week. And now 
he’s driven us to the last point, and he’s made offl’ 
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Seeing the moh and the blood- bespattered smith, the mnn 
paused, and all the bootmakei's with iiujuisitive eagerness 
joined the moving crowd. 

‘ Where are the folks going ? ’ 

‘Going to the ])olic‘e, io be sure.’ 

‘ Is it true wc arc l)eatcn ?’ 

‘ Why, what did you think ? Look what folks are saying!’ 

Questions and answers were aialiblc. The tavern-keeper, 
taking advantage of the increased numbers of the rabble, 
dropped behind the mob, and went back to his tavern. 

The tall young fellow, not remarking the disappearance of 
his foe, the tavern-keeper, still moved his bare arm and 
talked incessantly, attracting the atfenhion of all. The mob 
pressed about his figure princijKdly, c.\j)ecting to get from 
him some solution of the <iuesLions that were absorbing all of 
them. 

‘Let them show the order, lef, him show the law, that's 
what tlic goyermnenl’s for_! Isn’t it the truth I um saying, 
good (Jhristian folk?’ said the tall young man, fa’intlv 
smiling. 

‘l)oi*s he MUpjiose there’s no governineid. ? Could we do 
without, government i' Wouldn't lliere be plenty to rob u.s, oil ?’ 

‘ Why talk non.sense !' was murmured in the crowd. ‘ Why, 
will they h'fivi* Moscow like this! 'I’hey bdd you a lot of 
stuff in* joke, and you helieved them. * Haven’t we troops 
enough? .No fenr, they won't let him enter! Tiial's what 
the governmeni 's for. Ay, listen what folks are jiratiiig oH ’ 
they said, |)ointiiig l.<» the {all fellow. 

liy the wall of the Kitav-Gorod there was another small 
group of |)e«j»h« gal.liered nliout a man in a frieste coat, who 
held a paper in his hand. 

‘ A ileens', a decree being read ! A ileerei* is bc*ing road,’ 
was hoard in the crow«l,aud the mob surged round the reader. 

'I’he man in the frieze coat was rending the plaeanl of the 
tJlst of August. When !!»• iiud) crowded round, he seemed 
disconcerted, but at the dmiiand of the tall fellow who pressed 
elose up Io him, he iiegan with a faint (piiver in his voice 
reiuHng the notice again from the liegiiiniiig. 

‘I'larly to-morrow I am going to his highness the prince,' 
he rml (" ids Idglinesh ! ' the tall young man repealed, with a 
triumphant smile amt knitted brows), ‘to consult with Mm, 
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and received at night, breaking in on his ilrst sleep, surprised 
and irritated the governor. 

In later days, Count Rastoptchin, by way of explaining his 
action during this time, wrote several limes iji his notes that 
his two great aims at that time were to mainlaiu tran((uillity 
in Moscow, and to make the inhabitants go out of it. If this 
twofold aim is admitted, every act of llastoptchiii''s appears 
irreproachable. Why were not the holy relics, the arms, the 
ammunition, the powder, the stores of bread taken away ? Why 
were thousands of the inhabitants deceived into a bi*liof that 
Moscow would not be abandoned and so ruined ? ^ 'J'o preserve 
the tranquillily of the city?’ replies Count llastoptchin’s ex- 
planation. Why were heaps of useless papers out of the 
government offices and Leppich’s balloon anti other objects 
carried away? ^To leave the town empty,’ replies Count 
llasloptchin’s explanation. One has l)ut to admit some 
menace to j)ublic trarupiillity and every sort of action is 
justified. 

All the horrors of terrorism were based only on unxicly lor 
public tran<{inllity. 

What foundation was there for Count lbtslo}>teliin’s dread 
of popular disturbance in Moscow in 1812? What reason 
was there for assuming a dispositioti to rt^vohihioii in the 
city? The inhabitants were leaving it; the retreating troop 
were filling Moscow. Why were the mob likely to riot ni 
consequence ? 

Not in Moscow only, but cverywliere else in Uussia nothing 
like riots took place at the apj)roach of the enemy. On the 
1st and 2nd of Heptember more than ten thousand people* wcTt* 
left in Moscow, and except for the mob tliat gathered in the 
commandcr-in-chiers eourtj^ard, attracU'il there by himself, 
nothing happened. 1 1 is obvious that there would have been evem 
less'grounti for anticipating <lislurl)anees anunig the populace* 
if, after the battle of Borodino, when the surreiul<M' of Moscow 
became a certainty, or at least a probability, liastoptchin bad 
taken stejis for the removal of all tlie holy relies, <if the 
powder, aminiinition, and treasury, and had told the people 
straight out that the town would be abatuloued, insUwl of 
exciting the populace by posting up placards and dihlributing 
arms. 

liastoptchin, an impulsive, sanguine matt, whojtiul always 
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moved in the highest Kjiheres of the administration, was a 
patriot in feeling, but iiad not the faintest notion of the 
character of the people he supposed himself to be govern- 
ing. From llie time when the enemy first entered Smolensk, 
Ilastoptchiu had in his own imagination been playing the 
j)art of leader of popular feeling — of the heart of llmssia. He 
did not merely fancy — as every governing official always does 
fancy — that he was controlling the external acts of the in- 
habitants of Moscow, but fancied that he was shaping their 
mental attitude by means of his appeals and pla<tards, written 
in that vulgar, slangy jargon which the people despise in their 
own cla.ss, and simply fail to understand when they hear it 
from persons of higher station. The picturesque figure of leader 
of the popular feeling was so much to Rnstoptchin's taste, and 
he so lived ‘in it, that the necessity of abandoning it, the 
necessity of surrendering Moscow with no heroic effect of any 
kind, took him (juite unawares ; the very ground he was stanef- 
ing on seemed slipping from under his feet, and he was utterly 
at a loss what to do. Though he knew it was coming, he 
could not till the last minute fully liclicve hi the aliandomnent 
of Moscow, and did nothing towards it. The inhabitants left 
tlie city against his wishes. If the courts were removed, it was 
only due to the insistence of the officials, to which liostoptchin 
reluctantly gave way. He was himself entirely absorbed by 
the rdle he had assumed. As is often the case with persons of 
heated imagination, he had known for a long while that 
Moscow would ho abandoned; lint he had known it only with 
his intellect, and refused with his whole soul to believe in 
it, and could not mentally adapt himself to the new position 
of affairs. 

The whole course of his painstaking and vigorous activity — 
how far it was beneficial or had influence on the {leople is 
another (jucstion — aimed simply at awakening in the })eople 
the feeling he was himself possessed by — ^liatrcd of the French 
and confidence in himself. 

But when the catastrophe hod begun to take its true his- 
toric. proportions; when to express hatred of the French in 
words was plainly insufficient; when it was impossible to 
express that hatred even by a battle; when self-confidence 
ws^ of no avail in regard to the one question before Moscow, 
when the whole population, as one man, abandoning tiieir 
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jwojjcrty, streamed out of Moscow, iu this negative fashion 
giving proof of the strength of their patriotism ; — then the 
part JEtastoptchin had been playing suddenly became mean- 
ingless. He felt suddenly deserted, weak, and absurd, with no 
ground to stand on. 

On being waked out of liis sleep to read Kutuzov's cold 
and peremptory note, llostoptchin felt the more irritated the 
more he felt himself to blame. There was still left in Moscow 
all that was under his charge, all the government ])roperty 
which it was his duty to have removed to safety. There was 
no possibility of getting it all away. ‘ Who is responsible for 
it ? who has let it come to such a pass ? ' he wondered. ‘ Of 
course, it’s not my doing. I had every tiling in readinc-ss ; I 
held Moscow in my hand — like this! And see what they 
have brought things to ! Scoundrels, traitors I ’ he thought, 
not exactly defining who were these scoundrels and traitors, 
but feeling a necessity to hate these vaguely imagined traitors, 
who were to blame for the false and ludicrous position in 
which he found himself. 

All that night •Uastoptchin was giving instructions, for 
which people were continually coming to him from eveiy part 
of Moscow. His subordinates hod never seen the count so 
gloomy and irascible. 

‘Your excellency, they have come from the Estates 
Department, from the director for instructions. . . , From 
the Consistory, from the Senate, from the university, from the* 
Foundling Hospital, the vicar has sent ... he Is inouiring 
. . . what orders arc to be given about the fire brigade.!' 
The overseer of the prison . . . the superintendent of the 
madhouse . . all night long, witlioiit pause, messages went 
being brought to the count. 

To all ttiesc inciuirics ho gave brief and wrathful replies, 
the drift of which was that his instructions were now not 
needed, that all his careful preparations had now been ruined 
by somebody, and that that somebody would have to take all 
respoiuibility for anything that might liap]>en now. 

‘ Oh, tell that blockhead,’ he replied to the iiuiuiry from 
the Estates Department, ‘to stay and keep guard over 
his deeds. Well, what nonsense are you asking about the liri! 
brigade? There ate horses, let them go ou to Vlatlimir. 
Don’t leave them for the French.’ 



WAR AND PEACE 85 

‘ Your excellency, the superintendent of the madhouse has 
come ; what are your coimuands ? ’ 

‘My commands f Let them all go, that's all. . . . And 
let the luadnien out into the town. When we have madmen 
in command of our armies, it seems it 's God's will they should 
be free.’ 

To the imiuiry about the convicts in the prison, the count 
shouted angrily to the overseer : 

‘ What, do you want me to give you two battalions for a 
convoy for them, when we haven't any battalions at all > Let 
them all go, and that settles it ! ' 

‘ Your excellency, there are political prisoners — Myeshkov, 
Vereshtchogin . . .' 

‘ Vcrcshlchagin! Ho is not yet hangcil ?’ cried Uastoptchin. 
‘ Send him to me.' 


XXV 

By nine o'clock in the morning, when the troops were moving 
across Moscow, people had ceasccl coming to Kastoptchin for 
instructions. All who couhl get away were goine without 
asking leave; those who stayed decided for themsdves what 
they had better do. 

Count Hasloptchiii ordcl^‘d his horses in order to drive to 
Sokolniky, and with a yellow and frowning face, sat in 
silence with folded arms in his study. 

Lvery governing odicial in (|uict, untroubled times feels that 
the whole population under his cliargc is only kept going by 
his efforts ; and it is this sense of being indispensably necessary 
in which every governing oiiicial finds the chief rewoi'd for 
his toils and can's. It is easy to understand tliat while* the 
ocean of history is calm, the governing official holding on 
from his crasy little skiff* by a pole to the shi^ of the 
people, and moving with it, must fancy that it is his 
efforts that move the ship on to which he is clinging. But a 
storm has but to arise to set the sea ticaving and the ship 
tossing upon it, and such error bccomefi at once impossible. 
The smp goes on its vast courac unchecked, the pole fails to 
reach tbo moving vessel, and the pilot, from being the master. 
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the source of power, finds himself a helpless, weak, and useless 
person. 

Rastoptchin felt this, and it drove him to frenzy. The 
head of the police, who had got away from the crowd, went 
in to see him at the same time as an adjutant, who came to 
announce that his horses were ready. Both were pale, and the 
head of the police, after reporting that he had discharged the 
commission given to him, informed Count Rastoptchin that 
there was an immense crowd of people in his courtyard wanting 
to see him. 

Without a word in reply, Count Rastoptchin got up and 
walked with rapid steps to his light, sumptuously furnished 
drawing-room. He went up to the balcony door, took hold 
of the door-handle, let go of it, and moved away to the 
window, from which the whole crowd could be better seen. 
The tall young fellow was standing in the front, and with a 
severe face, waving his arm.s and saying something. The 
blood-bespattered smith stood beside him with a gloomy air. 
Through the closed windows could be heard the roar of voices, 

‘Is the carriage ready?** said Rastoptchin, moving back 
from the window. 

‘ Yes, your excellency,’ said the adjutant. 

Rastoptchin \vcnt again to the balcony door. 

‘Why, what is it they want?’ he asked the head of the 
police. 

‘ Your excell(*ncy, they say they have come togeilior to go to 
fight the French, by your orders ; they were shouting some- 
thing about treachery. But it is an angry crowd, your 
excellency, I had much ado to get away. If I may venture 
to suggest, your excellency . . .’ 

‘ Kindly leave me ; I know what to do without your assist- 
anco,’ cried Hastoptchiu angrily. Ho stood at the door of the 
balcony looking at the crowd. ‘ This is what they hav<* done 
with Russia I This i,s what they have done with nio I ’ thought 
Rautoptchin, feeling a rush of irropressibh! rjigc against the 
undefined som<^ one to whose fault what w/is liapju'ning couhl 
be set down. As is often the case with oxcilablo pt'rsons, he 
was possessed by fury, while still seeking an obje<!t for it, 
‘ Here is the populace, tlui dregs of tlie peojde,’ he thought, 
looking at the crowd, ‘that they have stirred up by their 
folly. They want a victim,’ came into his mind, as lie 
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watched the waving arm of the tall fellow in front. And 
the thought struck him precisely because he loo wanted a 
victim, an object for his wrath. 

^ Is the carriage ready he asked again. 

‘Yes, your excellency. What orders in regard to Veresh- 
tchagin ? He is waiting at the steps, ■* answered the adjutant. 

‘ Ah I ’ cried Rastoptchin, as though struck by some sudden 
recollection. 

And rapidly opening the door, he walked resolutely out on 
the balcony. The hum of talk instantly died down, caps 
and hats were lifted, and all eyes were raised upon the 
governor. 

‘Good-day, lads!’ said the count, speaking loudly and 
quickly. ‘Thanks for coming. I’ll come out to you in a 
moment, but we have first to deal with a criminal. Wo have 
to punish the wretch by wlioso doing Moscow is ruined. Wait 
for me!’ And as rai)idly he returned to the apartment, 
slamming the door violently. 

An approving murmur of satisfaction ran through the 
crowd- ‘ He’ll have all the traitors cut down, of course. And 
you talk of the hVench . . , he’ll show us the rights and the 
wrongs of it all ! ’ said the people, as it ^vere reproacliing one 
another for lack of faith. 

A f(‘w ininuLes later an officer came hurriedly out of the 
main entrmux*, and gav(i some order, and the dragoons drew 
themselves up stiffly. T\\q, crowd moved greedily up from the 
balcony to the front steps. Coming out tlierc with hasty and 
angry steps, Rastoptchin looked al>out him hurriedly, as though 
seeking some one. 

‘ Where is he ?’ he said, and at the moment ho said it, he 
caught sight of a young man with a long, thin nock, and half of 
his head shaven and covered witli short hair, coming round the 
corner of the house between two dragoons. Tins young man 
was clothed in a fox-linod, blue cloth coat, that had once been 
foppish but was now .shabby, and in filthy convict’s trousers 
of fustian, thrust into uncleaned and battered thin boots. His 
uncertain gait was clogged by the heavy manacles hanging 
about his thin, weak legs. 

‘ Ah 1 ’ said Rastoptchin, hurriedly turning his (yes away 
from the young man in the fox-lined coat and pointing to the 
bottom ste{)s. ‘ Put him here ! ’ 
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With a clank of manacles the young man stepped with effort 
on to the step indicated to him ; putting his finger into the tight 
collar of his coat, he turned his long neck twice, and sighing, 
folded his thin, unworkman-like hands before him with a 
resigned gesture. 

For several seconds, while tlie young man was taking up his 
position on the step, there was complete silence. Only at the 
back of the mass of people, all pressing in one direction, could 
be heard sighs and groans and sounds of pushing and the 
shuffling of feet. 

Bastoptchin, waiting for him to be on the spot he had 
directed, scowled, and passed his hand over his face. 

‘ Lads ! ' he said, with a metallic ring in his voice, ‘ this man, 
Vereshtchagin, is the wretch by whose doing Moscow is lost.’ 

The young man in the fox-lined coat stood in a resigned 
pose, clasping his hands together in front of his body, and bend- 
ing a little forward. His wasted young fiute, with" its look of 
hopelessness and the hideous disfigurement of the half-shaven 
head, was turned downwards. At the count’s first words he 
slowly lifted his head and hmked up from below at the count, 
as thou^rh he wanted to say something to him, or at least to 
catch his eye. But Jlastoptchin did not look at him, 'I’he 
blue vein behind the young man’s ear stood out like a coni 
on his long, thin neck, and all at once his face flushed crimson. 

All eyes were fixed upon him. He gazed at the crow<I, and, 
ns though made hoimful by the expression he read on the faees 
there, he smiled a timid, mournful smile, and dropping his 
head a^ain, shifted his feel on the sle|), 

‘ He is a traitor to his ^'sar and his country ; he deserted to 
BonajMirtc; he alone of all the lliissians lias disgraced the 
name of Russia, and through him Moscow is lost,’ .said Hastop- 
tchin in a harsh, monotonous voice; but all ul once he glanced 
down'mpidly at Veroshtelmgin, who still stood in I, he same 
submissive attitude. As though that glance had driven him 
to frenzy, flinging up his anus, he almost yelled to the crowd : 

‘You shall deal with him ns you think fit! I hand him over 
to your 

The people were silent, and only preased closer and closer 
on one another. To bear wmh other’s weight, to breathe in 
that tainted foulness, to be unable to stir, and to be expecting 
something vague, uncompreheaded and awful, was becoming 
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unbearable. The men in the front of the crowd, who saw and 
heard all that was })assing before them, all stood with wide- 
open, horror-struck eyes and gaping months, straining all their 
strength to support the pressure fi-om behind on their backs. 

‘ Beat him ! . . . Let the traitor perish and not shame the 
name of llussia ! ’ screamed llastoptchin. ‘ Cut him down ! I 
give the command!’ Hearing not the words, but only the 
wrathful tones of llashoptchin’s voice, the mob moaned and 
heaved forward, but stopj>ed again. 

‘ Count ! ’ . . . the timid and yet theatrical voice of V'eresh- 
tchagin broke in upon the momeutary stillness that followed. 
‘ Count, one God is alrove us . . .’ said Vereshtchagin, lifting 
his head, and again the thick vein sw'cllcd on his thin neck and 
the colour swiftly came and faded again from his face. He did 
not finish what he was trying to say. 

‘ Cut him down 1 I command it 1 . . .’ cried llastoptchin, 
suddenly ti:rning as white Jis Vereshtchagin himself. 

‘ Draw sabres ! ’ shouted f,ho officer to tlic dragoons, himself 
drawing his sabre. 

Another still move violent wave passed over the crowd, and 
reaching the front rows, pushed them forward, and throw them 
staggeiing right up to tlm stens. The tall young man, with a 
stony expression of face and liis lifteil arm rigid in the air, 
stood close beside Vereshtchagin. * Strike at him ! ’ the officer 
said almost iii a whisper to the dragoons; and one of the 
.soldiers, his face suddenly convulsed by struck Veresh- 
tdiagin on the head with llic flat of his sword, 

Vcnwhtchagin utterwl a l)rief ‘Ah!’ of sur})rise, looking 
about him in alarm, us though he did not know what this was 
done to him for. A similar moan of surjmse and horror ran 
through the crowd, 

‘ O Xjord ! ’ some one was heard to utter mournfully. After 
the exclamation of siir|>rise that broke from Vcnditchagin 
he uttered a piteous cry of pain, and that cry was his undoing. 
The barrier of human feeling that still held the mob bock was 
strained to the utmost limit, and it snapped instantaneously. 
The crime had been begun, its completion was inevitable. 
The piteous moan of reproach was drowned in the angry 
and menacing roar of the mob. Like the great seventh wave 
that shatters a ship, that last, irresistible wave surged up 
at the back of the crowd, {xisscd on to the foremost ranks, 
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carried them ofT their feet and engulfed all together. The 
dragoon who had struck the victim would have repeated his 
blow. Veresbtchagin, with a scream of terror, putting his hands 
up before him, dashed into the crowd. The tall young man, 
against whom he stumbled, gripped Vercshlcliagiifs slender 
neck in his hands, and with a savage shriek fell with him under 
the feet of the trampling, roaring mob. Some beat anti tore 
at Vereshtchagin, others at the tall young man. And the 
screams of persons crushed in the crowtl and of those who tried 
to rescue the tall young man only increasetl tljo frenzy of the 
mob, For a long while the dragoons were unable to get the 
bleeding, half-murdered factory workman away. And in s|>ite 
of all the feverish haste with w'hich the mob strove l.o make an 
end of what had once been begun, the men who heat and 
strangled Vereshtchagin and tore him to pieces could noii kill 
him. The crowd pressed on them on all sides, heav(*d from 
side to side likcj one man with them in tluf middle, and woul<l 
not let them kill him outright or let him go. 

* Hit him with an axe, eh? . . . tln^y have crushed him , . . 
Traitor, he sold Christ! . . ♦ living . . . alive . , , serve the 
thief right With a bar! ... Is he alive? . , Z 

Only when the victim ceased to struggle, and his shrieks had 
passed into a long-drawn, rhythmic death-rattle, the mol) 
began hurriedly lo change* places about the bleeding cor[)S(‘ on 
the ground, Kvery one went up to it, gaz(‘d at what hud 
been done, and |)rcssiul hack horror-strieken, surprised, an<l 
reproachful. 

‘0 Lord, the people ’*s like a wild l)east; how could he Ik* 
alive ! ’ was heard in the crowd. ‘ And a young fellow too . , . 
must have been a merchanfs son, to he sure tlie pt»opIe 
. . , they do say it’s not the right. )))an . . . not the right 
nmn! . . . () Lord I . , . They have nearly nnirdenul another 
ni)an;^theY say he'’s almost dea<I . . . Ah, tin* people . , . who 
wouldn’t h<‘ afraid of sin . . were saying now the same 
neoplc, looking with rueful pity at the d(‘a(i body, with I, lie 
blue face fouled with dust and blood, and the long, slender, 
broken neck, 

A punctilious police oHicial, feeling the presence of the body 
unseemly in the courtyard of his exeelKuicy, hade the dragoon's 
drag the body away into the street, 'rwo dragoons took liold 
of the mutilated legs, and drew the body away, I’hc dc»a<L 
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shaven head, stained with blood and grimed with dust, was 
trailed along the ground, rolling from side to side on the long 
neck. The crowd shrank away from the corpse. 

When Vereshtcluigin fell, and the crowd with a savage yell 
closed in and heaved about him, Ilastoptchin suddenly turned 
white, and instead of going to the back entrance, where horses 
were waiting for him, he strode i-upidly along the corridor 
leading to the rooms of the lower story, looking on the floor 
and not knowing where or why he was going. The count's 
face was white, and he could not check the feverish twitching 
of his lower jaw. 

‘ Your excellency, this way . . . where are you going ? . . . 
this way,’ said a trembling, frightened voice behind hinj. Count 
liastoplchin was incajjable of making any reply. Obediently 
tuniing, he went in the direction indicated. At the l)ack 
entrance stood a carriage. The distant roar of the howling 
mob could be heard even there. Count Ilastoptchin hurriedly 
got into the carriage, and bade them drive him to his house at 
Sokolniky beyond the town. As he drove out into Myiisnitsky 
Street and lost the sound of the shouts of the mob, the count 
began to repent. Hu though i, with dissiibisfaction now of the 
excitement and terror he had betrayed Irefore bis subordinates. 
‘The po|>uhu'.e is terrible, it is hideous. They arc like wolves 
that can only be appeased with flesh,’ be thought. ‘ Count ! 
there is om* God over us!’ Vereshtchagin’s words suddenly 
recurred to him, and a disagreeable chill ran down his Iwick. 
But that feeling was momentary, and Count Ilastoptchin smiled 
contemptuously at himself. ^ I Inul other duties. The jicople 
had to i>c appeased. Many other victims have perishc-d and 
arc perishing fur the public good,’ he thought ; and he began 
to reflect on the social duties he had towards his family and 
toward the city intrusted to Ins care; and on himself^uot 
as h'yoiior Vnssilycvitch .Ilastoptchin (he assumed that Fyodor 
Vassilycvitch Rastoptehin was sacrificing himself for fo bim 
ptMwiue)—h\xi us governor of Moscow, os the representative of 
authority intrusted with full powers by the Tsar. ‘ If I hod 
been simply Fyodor Vassilycvitcli, iny course of action might 
have been quite different; but I was bound to preserve both 
the life and the dignity of the governor.’ 

Lightly swayed on the soft springs of the carriage, and 
hearing no more of the fearful sounds of the mob, Ilastoptchin 
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was physically soothed, and as is always the case simullaueously 
with physical relief, his intellect supplied him with grounds for 
moral comfort. The thought that reassured llastoptchin was 
not a new one. Ever since the world has existed and men 
have killed one another, a man has never committed such a 
crime against his fellow without consoling himself with the 
same idea. Tliat idea is k him publiqnCi the supposed public 
good of others. 

To a man not swayed by passion this good never seems 
certain ; but a man who has committed such a crime always 
knows positively where that public good lies. And Haslop- 
tchin now knew this. 

Ear from reproaching himself in his meditations on the act 
he had just committed, he found grounds for sclf-com|)laccncy 
in having so successfully made use of an occasion so tt propoH 
for executing a criminal, and at the same time satisfying tlie 
crowd. * Vereshtchagin had been trietl and condemned to the 
death penalty,"* Uastoj)tcliin relleelcd (though Veri*shLehagin 
had only been condemned l)y the senate to hard labour). 
^He was a spy and a traitor; I could not lei him go un- 
punished, and so I hit two birds with otie stone. I appeased 
the mob by giving lliem a victim, and I [nmished a mism»anl.'’ 

Reaching his house in the suburbs, the count completely 
regained his composure in arranging his domestic aflairs. 

Within half an hour the count was driving with rapid hors<\s 
across the Hokolniky plain, thinking no more now of the pasi, 
but absorbed in thought and plans for what was to come. 
He was approaching now tlie Yaiizsky bridge, where he had 
been told that Kutuzov was. In his own mind Jw was pre- 
paring the biting atul angry spcoclies he would make upbrauling 
Kutuzov for his deception. Ho would make that old court fox 
feel that the responsibility for all the disasters bound to follow 
the abandonment of Moscow, and the ruin of Russia (as 
ilastoptclnn considered it), lay upon his old, doting head. 
Going over in anticipation what lie would say to lunu Rasiop- 
tchin wrathfully turned from side to si<h‘ in the carriage, and 
angrily looked Jibout him. 

The Sokolniky plain was descried. Only at one end of it, 
by the almshouse and lunatic asylum, there were groups of 
{People in white garments, and similar juTsons were wandering 
about the ))lain, shouting and gesticulating. 
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One of them was running right across m front of Count 
Eastoptchin’s carriage. And Count Rastoptchin himself and 
his coachman, arid tlie dragoons, all gazed with a vague feeling 
of horror and curiosity at these released lunatics, and especially 
at the one who was running towards them. 

Tottering on his long, thin legs in his fluttering dressing- 
gown, this madman ran at headlong speed, with his eyes fixed 
on Rastoptchin, shouting something to him in a husky voice, 
and making signs to him to stop. The gloomy and trium- 
phant face of the madman was thin and yellow, with irregular 
tufts of beard growing on it. The blaclk, agate-like pupils of 
his eyes moved restlessly, showing the saflron-yellow whites 
above. ^Stay! stop, I toll you!’ he shouted shrilly, and 
again breathlessly fell to shouting something with emphatic 
gestures and intonations. 

He reached the carriage and ran alongside it. 

‘Three times they slew me, three times I rose again from the 
(lead. They stoned me, they crucified me ... I shall rise 
again ... I shall rise again ... I shall rise again. My 
body they tore to pieces, ^J’hc kingdom of heaven will bo over- 
thrown , . . Three tinu's I will overthrow it, and throe times 
I will set it up again,’ he scr<jained, his voice growing shriller 
and shriller. Count Rastoptchin suddenly turned white, as 
he had turned white when ilie crowd fell upon Vcrcshtchagin. 
He Lunuiil away. *(i ... go on, faster P he cried iri a 
trembling voic<* to Ids coaehmajx. 

The carriage? dasluid on at the horses’ topmost speed. But 
for a long while yet (\nmi Rastoptchin heard behind him the 
frantic, desperate scream g<‘tUng fnrthc»r away, while before his 
eyes he saw nothing but the wondering, frightened, bleeding 
face of the traitor in tin? rur-Hned coat. Fresh as that image 
was, Ibistoptchin fclt now that it was deeply for ever imprinted 
on his lu?art. II(? felt clearly now that the bloody print of 
that memory would never leave him, that llu* further he went 
the more cruelly, the more vindictively, would that fearful 
memory rankle iJi his heart to the end of his lift?. He seemed 
to be hearing now the sound of his own words: ‘Tear him 
to pk?co«, you shall answer for it to me ! — Why did I say 
these words ? I said it somehow withotit meaning to ... I 
might not have said them,’ he thought, ‘and then nothing 
would have liappcucd.’ He saw the terror-stricken, and then 
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suddenly frenzied face of the dragoon who had struck the first 
blow, and the glance of silent, timid reproach cast on him by 
that lad in the fox-lined coat. ^ But I didn'’t do it on my own 
account. I was bound to act in that way. La plcbe . . , 
le irattro ... & bien publiquc^ . . he mused. 

The bridge over the Yauza was still crowded with troops. 
It was hot. Kutuzov, looking careworn and weary, was sitting 
on a bench near the bridge, and playing with a whip on the 
sand, when a carriage rattled noisily up to liim. A man in 
the uniform of a general, wearing a hat with ])lumcH, <!ame up 
to Kutuzov. He began addressing him in l^Vcnch, his eyes 
shifting uneasily, with a look between anger and terror in them. 
It was Count Rastoptchin. He told Kutuzov that ho had 
come here, for since Moscow was no more, the army was all 
that was left. *It might have been very different if your 
highness had not told me you would not uhandon Moscow 
without a battle; all this would not have be<ui ! ^ said ho. 

Kutuzov stared at Rasto[)tchin, and, as though not under- 
standing the meaning of the words addressed to him, he strove* 
earnestly to decipher the special meaning betrayed at that 
minute on the face of the man addressing him. kastoplchin 
ceiised speaking in discomfiture. Kutuzov slightly shook his 
head, and, still keeping his searching eyes on RnstoptchinV 
face, he murmured softly : 

‘ Yes, I won'^t give up Moscow w'ithout a battle.’’ 

Whether Kutuzov wore thinking of soujelhing different 
when he uttered those words, or said them purposely, knowing 
them to be mcanitigless, Count Rastoptchin made him no reply, 
and hastily left him. And — .strange to tell ! the governor of 
Moscow, the proud Count Rastoptchin, picking up a horse 
whip, went to the bridge, and fell to shouting and driving on 
the (irowded carts. 


XXVI 

Ar four o^dock in the afternoon, Murads troops enUtred 
Moscow. In front rode a detachment of Wurtemburg 
hussars, behind, with an immense suite, rode the King of 
Naples himself. 

Near the middle of Arbaty, close to Nikola Yavleniiy, Murat 
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halted to await infonnulion Iroiii iho (h*tachiiu-nt in advanct* 
as to the condition in which the ciiatlcl of flic cil\, */«’ 
had been found. 

A small fjroup of inhabitants of Moscow hiwl pilliprctl 
about Murat. All .stared with timi<l asfonisluncnl at the 
strange figure of the long-haircfl connnniidcr, decked in gold 
and feathers. 

‘ Why is this tlroir Tsar himself t .N'ought ainiss with him.' 
voices were heard sjiying softly. 

An interpreter approached the group of gazers. 

‘Caj)s . . . caps off,’ they imillered, Inniing to each «ither 
in the litLlo crowd. Tiie intcrprcler ac«’ostcd one old porter, 
and asked him if it were far to the Kremlin, 'riu* jwirfiT. 
listening with surprise to the unfamiliar I’olish ju-ceni, and 
not recognising the interpreter’s worils for Kus,si«n, Inui no 
notion what was being said to him, and took refuge behinrl 
the others. 

Murat approached the interpreter, an<l told him to ask 
where were the Hussian troops. One of the Unssiatis tindeiv 
stood this (juestion, and several voici's began answering the 
interpreter simultaneously. A French oflleer from the defaeh* 
meat in ndvaiici* rode iij) U» Murat un<l reported that the 
gates into the citadel were bltaiked up, and that ))rohahty there 
was an ambush there. 

‘ Good,' said Murat, and turning to one of the gentlemen of 
his suite, Im commanded four light cannons to lu‘ moved 
forwanl, and the gah>s to he shelled upon. 

The artillery «'aine trot ting out from the column following 
Murat, an<l advanced along Arbaly. When they reached 
the end of Vosdviziicnka the artillery hailed and «lrew up 
in the scpiare. Several l^rench offict^rs superintended the 
placing of the cannon sonm distance apart, and looked at 
the Kremlin through a field-glass. A bell was ringing in the 
Kremlin for evening wrvice, and that sound troubled the 
French. They supposed that it was the call to arms. Several 
infantry soldiers ran to the Kntai^ov gateway. A barricade 
of beams and planks lay across the gateway. 1'wo musket 
shots rang out mm the gates, just as an officer with some men 
were running up to them. The general standing by the 
cannons shouted some words of command to the officer, and 
the officer and the soldiers ran back. 
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Three more shots were heard from tlie gate. One shot 
grazed the leg of a French soldier, and a strange shout of 
several voices rose from behind the barricade. Instan- 
taneously, as though at the word of command, the expression 
of good humour and serenity on the faces of the French 
general, officers, and men was replaced by a sLuhborn, con- 
centrated expression of remlincss for conHicl. 'ajid suHering. 
To all of them, from the marshal to the lowest soldier, this 
place W71S notVosdvizhenka, Mohov/i, Kutaf, and the Troitsky 
gates; it was a new battlefield, likely to be the scene of a bloody 
conflict. And all were ready for that conflict. 4 'he shouts 
from the gates died away. The cjinnons were moved forward. 
The artillerymen cjuenched the hiiniing Hnslocks, An 
officer shouted ‘Fire!’ and two whistling sounds of clinking 
tin rang out one after another. The grapeshol fell rattling on 
the stone of the gateway, on the beams and screens of planks, 
and two clouds of smoke rolled over the scpiare. 

Some instants after the c‘.chtMis of the sliots had died away 
over the stone Kremlin, a strange sound wm heartl over ilm 
heads of the French. An immense flock of jackdaws rose 
above the walls and swept round in the air with loud eaws, 
and the whir of thousands of wings. Together with I his 
sound, there rose a solitary human cry at the gate, and the 
figure of a man l)urchcaded',in a long peasant's coat, came into 
sight through the smoke. Holfling a gun up, he took aim at 
the French, ^ Fire!' repeated the artillery officer, and at tlu* 
same instant one rifle shot and two cannon slioLs wt‘re lieard. 
The gate was again hidden in smok(». 

Nothing more stirred behind the barricade, and the French 
infantry soldiers with their ofticers passed in al tlie gate. In 
the gateway lay three men wounded and four dead. IVo 
mc*n in long peasant-coals liad run away along the walls 
toward Znainenka. 

‘Clear this awiiy,' said the olfieor, pointing to the ht'ams 
and tho corpses; and the French solditTs finishcul oft* the 
wounded, ami flung tlu^ corpses over tlie fence !>elow. Who 
these men were nobody knew. * C’hjar this away!' wfts all 
tliat was said of them, and tliey were flung away tiint they 
might not stink, li’hicrs has indeed d(tvoti*<l some eloouent 
lines to their memories. ‘These wretches had invaded the 
«acre(i citadel, had taken possession of the guns of the arsenal, 
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and fired (the wretches) on the French. Some of them were 
sabred, and the Kremlin was purged of their presence.’ 

Murat was informed that the way had been cleared. The 
French entered the gates, and began pitching their camp on 
Senate-house Square. The soldiers flung the chairs out of the 
windows of the Senate-house into the square, and began making 
fires. 

Other detachments marched across the Kremlin and en- 
camped in Moroseyka, Lubyanka, and Pokrovka. Others 
pitched their camps in Vosdvizhenka, Znamenka, Nikolskaya, 
and Tverskaya. Not finding citizens to entertain them, the 
French everywhere bivouacked as in a camp pitched in a 
town, instead of quartering themselves on the houses. 

Tattered, hungry, and exhausted, as they were, and dwindled 
to one-third their original numbers, the French soldiers yet 
entered Moscow in good discipline. It was a harassed and 
exhausted, yet still active and menacing army. But it was 
an army only up to the moment when the soldiers of the 
army dispersed all over the town. As soon as the soldiers 
began to disperse about the wealthy, deserted houses, the army 
was lost for ever, and in its place was a multitude of men, 
neither citizens nor soldiers, but something nondescript be- 
tween, known as maraadci*s. When five weeks later these 
same men set out from Moscow, they no longer made up an 
army. They were a mob of marauders, each of whom carried 
or dragged along with him a moss of objects he regarded as 
precious and useful, 'J’he aim of each of these n»on on leaving 
Moscow was not, as it had been, to fight as a soldier, but 
simply to keep the booty he had obtained. I.ike the ape, 
who slipping his hand into the narrow neck of a pitcher, and 
snatching up a handful of nuts inside it, will not open his fist 
for fear of losing his prize, even to his own ruin, the Frcnqh on 
leaving Moscow were inevitably bound to come to ruin, because 
they dragged their plunder along with them, and it seemed as 
impossible to them to fling away their booty as it seems to 
the ape to let go of the nuts. Ton minutes after the several 
French regiments had dispersed about the various quarters of 
Moscow, not a soldier nor an officer was left among them* At 
the windows of the houses men could be seen in military coats 
and Hessian boots, laughing and strolling through tine rooms. 
In the cellars, in the storerooms similar men were busily looking 
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after the provisions; in the courtyards they were unlocking 
or breaking open the doors of sheds and stables ; in the 
kitchens they were making up fires, and with bare arms 
mixing, kneading, and baking, and frightening, or trying to 
coax and amuse, women and children. Men there were in 
plenty everywhere, in all the shops and houses ; but the army 
was no more. 

That day one order after another was issued by the French 
commanders forbidding the troops to disperse about the town, 
sternly forbidding violence to the inhabitants, and pillaging, 
and proclaiming that a general roll-call was to take place that 
evening. But in spite of all such measures the men, who had 
made up an army, flowed away about the wealthy, deserted 
city, so richly provided with luxuries and comforts. Like a 
starved herd, tliat keeps together crossing a barren plain, 
but at once on reaching rich pastures inevitably strays apart 
and scatters over them, the army was irresistibly lured into 
scattering over the wealthy town. 

Moscow was without its inhabitants, and the soldiers were 
sucked up in her, like water into sand, as they flowed away 
irresistibly in all directions from the Kremlin, which they had 
entered first. Cavalry soldiers, who had entered a merchant’s 
house abandoned with all its belongings, and finding stabling 
for their horses and to spare, yet went on to take the house 
next door, which seemed to them better. Many took several 
houses, chalking their names on them, and quarrelled and 
even fought with other companies for their possession. Soldiers 
had no sooner succeeded in securing quarters than they ran along 
the street to look at the town, and on hearing that everything 
had been abandoned, hurried off where objects of value could 
be carried off for nothing. The officers followed to check the 
soldiers, and were involuntarily lured into doing the same. 
In Carriage Row shops had been abandoned stocked with 
carriages, and the generals flocked thither to choose coaches 
and carriaj^es for themselves. The few inhabitants who had 
stayed on invited the officers into their houses, hoping thereby 
to secure themselves against being robbed. Wealth there was 
in abundance : there seemed no end to i t. Everywhere all round 
the parts occupied by the French there were unexplored 
regions unoccupied beyond, in which the French fancie<l there 
were even more riches to be found. And Moscow absorbed 
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them further and fiirtlier into herself. Just as when water 
flows over dry laiul, water and dry land alike disapjxiar and 
are lost in mud, so when the liun^rv army entered i.he wealthy, 
deserted city, the army arul the w'eaith of t^ i city both 
perished; and fires and marauding hands sprang uj) where tlu‘y 
had been. 

llie French ascribed the burning of ifoseow an palnolmne 
Jerove do RuHtoptvhinv \ the Russians to the saviigery of the 
French. In reality, explanations of the fire of Moscow, iu the 
sense of the conflagration Ixdng brought home to the door of 
any one person or group of persons, there hfi\e nevc*r been, 
and never could he. Moscow w'as burned because she was 
placed iu conditions in which any town built of wood was 
hound to be burned, cpiitc ajwirt from t lie cjuestion whether 
there were or were not oni* hundred aiul thirty ineflicicut fire- 
engines in the tow’^n. Moscow was sure to 1 h‘ burned, because 
her inhalntanls had gone away, as inevitably ns a h(*«p of straw 
is sure to be burned wh(*re sparks are scattered on it for several 
days in successiorn A town of W4>oden hous<»s, in which whc*n 
the police and the inlmbitanls owning llie houses are in 
possession of il, lir(‘s are of daily oectnrence, cannot t'smpe 
being bunie<l when its inhabitants are gone and it is filled 
with solditu'H smoking pipes, making fires in Scnkatedionsc* 
Scpiare of the H<‘nat<?-hoiiHe chairs, amt co<iking tlumiselves 
meals twice a day. In times of peaci*, whenever troops are 
(juarter<*<l on villag(*s in any district, Ihe number of fires in 
the district at onci* increases. How greatly must the likeli- 
hood of (ires he incrensc<l in an abandtukt^d town, btkilt of wmxl, 
and occujfltHl bv foreign soldiei^H ! Le jmMotmne frroco df 
Rmtoptchbw amf lh<‘ savagery of the Fnmch <lo not come into 
the (juestion. Moscow wiis burned tlinaigh the pipes, the 
kitchen stoves, and canip fires, through the* recklessness of the 
eiiemyV sohliers, who HvihI in the lkous(»s without the care of 
housciholders. FJven if tlu?re were cas(*« of inccmdiarisni (wdiich 
is very doubtful, l)<JcauHe no one had akiy reason for in<?en- 
diarism, and In any case such a crime in a trouhleHoim^ and 
dangenniH oike), there is no need to accept iiieeikdiarisin m 
tins cause, for the conflagrathm wouhl have been inevitable 
anyway without it 

Soothing as il was to the vanity of the French to throw the 
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blame on the ferocity of Rastoptchin, and to that of ilio 
Russians to throw the blame on the miscreant Donaparte, or 
later on to place the heroic toi'ch in the hand of its pairiot. 
peasantry, we cannot disguise from ourselves that there could 
be no such direct cause of the fire, since Moscow was ns cerlain 
to be burned as any village, factory, or house forsaken by its 
owners, and used os a teinporaiw shelter and cooking-place i>y 
strangers. Moscow was burned by her inhabitants it is true ; 
but not by the inhabitants who had lingered on, but by the 
inhabitants who had abandoned her. Moscow did not.', like 
Berlin, Vienna, and other towns, escape harm while in the 
occupation of the enemy, simply because her inhabitants <lid 
not receive the French with the keys, and the bread and salt 
of welcome, but abandoned her. 


XXVII 

The ijrocess of the absorption of the French into Moscow in a 
widening circle in all directions did not, till tlie evening of 
the 2nd of September, reach the quarter of the town in wliicli 
Pierre was slaying. 

After the two hist day.s spent in .solitude and exceptional 
conditions, Pierre was in a condition approaching niadiie.ss. 
One haunting idea had complete {mssession of him. He emild 
not have told how or when it had come to him, but that idea 
had now such complete possession of him that he rememberett 
nothing in the pa.st, and understood nothing in the present ; 
and evciything no saw and heard .seemed passing in a dream. 

Pierre had left his own house simply to cH(*ape from tlic 
complicated tangle woven about him by 'the demands of <lai!y 
life, which in his condition at that lime he was incajiablc of 
unravelling. Ho had gone to Osip Alexyevilch's house on 
the pretext of sorting out the hooks and papers of the 
deceased. Simply ho was in search of a (jniet home of rest from 
the storm of life, and his memories of Osifi Ah^xyevitcli were 
connected in liis soul with a whole world of calm, solemn, and 
eternal ideas, in every wav the reverse of the tanghal whirl of 
agitation into which he felt himself being drawn. He was in 
search of a quiet refuge, and he certainly found it in Osip 
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Alcxyevitch's study. When, in the deathlike stillness of the 
study, he sat with his elbows on the dusty writing-lahle of his 
deceased friend, there passed in calm aiuf signiiicant succession 
before his mental vision the impressions of the last few days, 
especially of the battle of Borodino, and of that overwhelm- 
ing sense of his own pettiness and falsity in comparison 
with tlic truth luid siinplicitv and force of that class of men, 
who were mentally referred to by him as ‘ tlu'y." When 
Genisim roused him from his reverie, the idea occurred to 
l'ierr<! that he would take part in the rlefence AI(»scow by 
the }>cople, which was, he knew, expected. And with that 
object he had asked Gomsiin to get him a peasant's eoat and 
a pistol, ami had tohl iiim tiuil In* int<>nded to conceal his 
name, and to remain in Osip A lexyev itch’s house. Then 
during the first day of solitude an’d idleness (Pierre tried 
several times in vain to fix his attention on the masonic ntumi- 
scripts) there rose several times vaguely U» his mind the idea 
that had occurred to him in the past of the cuhalistie signifi- 
cance of his name in conneclion with the nanuf of Bonaparte. 
But the idea that he, I'lium' Hmtho/l, was d<>htincd to ptit. 
an end to l.he pow(>r of the Ikaat, luul as yet. «>nly conn* to 
him as one of those <lreams that flit i<llv lllrough *llu( hmin 
leaving no trace behind. When aftiT liuying llut peasant's 
coat, simply with the object of taking part in the defence of 
Moscow by the |>cople, 1‘ierre had m»‘t the Iloslovs, niul 
Natasha saitl to him, ‘ You are .staying ‘t Ah, how splendi<l 
that is!’ the idea had flashed into his mind that it really 
might he splendid, even if they did take Moscow, for him to 
remain, and to do what had Iwen foretold for him to di». 

Next day with the simple aim of not 8{Miring himself and not 
doing Ims than tliejj would do, he had gone out tj> the Three 
Hills harrier. But when he came back, convinced that 
Moscow would not be defended, he sialdenly felt that what hiul 
only occurred to him before as a possibility, Inui now Iwcoine 
something neccssaiy and iiievibible. He must remaiii in 
Moscow, concealing his name, must meet Napole»)n, and kill 
him, so as either to {verish or to put an end f,o the nusery of 
all Europe, winch was in IHerre’s ojnuion entindy <hie lt> 
Napoleon alone. 

Pierre knew all the details of the <<emian stmh'iit’s allenipl 
on Napolwm’s life at Vienna in and km*w llml that 
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student had been shot. And the danger to which he would 
be exposing his own life in carrying out his design excited him 
even more violently. 

Two equally powerful feelings drew Pierre irresistibly to his 
design. The first was the craving for sacrifice and sufl’ering 
through the sense of the common calamity, the f<!cling that 
had impelled him to go to Mozhaisk on the iiulh, an<l to 
place himself in the very thick of the bailie, and now lo run 
away from his own house, to give up his accustomed luxiiiw 
and comfort, to sleep without undressing on a har<l sofa, aiwl 
to eat the same food as Gerasim. The other was lltat vague 
and exclusively Russian feeling of contempt for cverylhing 
conventional, artificial, human, for everything that is regarded 
by the majority of men as the highest good in the w«)rkl. 
Pierre had for the first time experienewi ihal strange and 
fascinating feeling in the Slobodsky palace, when he suddenly 
felt that wealth and power and life, all that men build up and 
guard with such effort, is only worth anything through the 
joy with which it win all Iw cast away. 

It was the same feeling that iiupefs the voUmh'cr-nsTuit to 
drink up his lost farthing, the drunken man to siniush looking- 
glasses and window-panes for no apparent cause, though in- 
knows it will cost him his little nil ; the feeling through which 
a man in doing things, vulgarly speaking, senseless, as it 
were, proves his personal force and power, by manifesting the 

I ircsence^ of a higher standard of judging life, outsiile mere 
luman limitations. 

Ever since the day when Kerre first experienced this fwliiig 
in the Slobodsky palace, he had been continually under the 
infiucncc of it, but it was only now that it found full satisfac- 
tion. Moreover at the present moimml I'ierre was supported 
in his design, atul prevented from alHuidouing it, by the steps 
he had already taken in that direction. His flight from his 
own house, and his disguise, and his pistol, and his statement 
to the Rostovs that ho should remain in Moscow,- ■ all wcaild 
have been devoitl of meaning, would have been indeed absurd 
and laughable (a point to which l*ii*rre was sensitive) if after 
all that he had simply gone out of Mosc'ow like other fteople. 

Pierre’s physical state, as is always the case, tx)rres()onded 
with his moral condition. The coarse fart* lo which ht? was 
unused, the vodka he drank during those days, the lai'k of wiiu* 
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and cigarsj his dirty^ uncliangwl linen, and hs 
nights, spent on a short sofa without bedding 
Pierre to a stale of ner\ous irritaijihi v h< 
madness. 

It was two o"cl<)ck in the afternoon, I'la* I'Vei 
already entered Moscow. Piern* knew' this, hut inslt 
acting, he only broofled over his enterprise, going over all i 
minutest details of it. In his dreams Pierre nevi*r eh^arlj 
pictured the very act of striking llie blow, nor the deni li of 
Napoleon, but with exlraonlinary vi\idm‘.sh and inouvnful 
enjoyment dwelt on his own enil and his luiroie fortiiude. 

‘Yes, one man for all, I must act or perish I" he lliought, 
‘ Yes, I will a})proaeh . . . and theii all at <*nee . . . wiiha 
pistol or a dagg<U’!‘ thought I*i(*iTe. Mint that doesn't 
matter. It**s not 1 hut the Hand of Pn»videnee punishes you. 
. . . I shall say (I*ieiT4‘ pondert*<l ov<*r the words he woiihl 
utter as he killed Napoleon), ‘ Well, take nu*, execute me!' 
Pierre wouhl murmur to himsedf, bowing his heu<i with a mi 
bub firm expression on his face. 

While Pierre was standing in tlu! middle of the room, 
musing in this fashion, Ihe door of the sltuly <>|iemtl, and 
Makar Alexyevileh*- always liilherlo so limid* appeared in 
the doorway, completely transformed, 

Ilis dressing-gown wn« hanging optm. His fata* was red 
and distort<*<l. He was umuistakabty drunk. On sfadng 
Pierre lie was for the first minute tliseoneerlt'tL fmf ob.st*rving 
discomfiture in Piem'^s face loo, hv was at onee emhold(*uetl 
by it; and with his thin, tottering legs w^alked int(» Ihe middle 
of the room. 

‘I'hey have* grown fearful,' he said, in a husky and eon- 
fidential voice, ‘I say: 1 will not surrender, I say , . , eli, 
sir?’ lie paused and suddenly catching sight of the pisliii on 
the table, Hnalche<l it with surprising rapidity ami ran out 
into the corridor. 

Gerasim and the porter, who had foIlowe<l Makar Alexye- 
vibch, stopped iiim in the vcsiilmle, and tried to get the pisinl 
away from him, Pierre coming out of tlie study l<M>ki*d with 
repugnance and compuKsion at the half-insane old man. Makar 
Alexyeviteh, frowning with effort, sueceeiled in keeping the 
pistol, and was shouting in a husky voice, (‘vich'ntly iumgitdng 
some heroic scene. 
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Board them! You shan’t got it!’ ho wus 

1*5 please, give over. Do me the favour, hir, i)h‘ase 
There now, if you please, sir, . . (ierasiin was 
jautiously trying to steer Makar AloxyeviUth by hi^ 
j towards the door. 

VVho are you? Bonaparte! . . yelled Makar Alexyo- 
/itcli. 

* That’s not the thing, sir. You come into your room an<l 
rest a little. Let me have the pistol now.’ 

^Away, base slave! Don’^t touch me! Do y<Ki sec?" 
screamed Makar Alcxyevitch, brandishing the pistol. ‘ Hun 
them down ! ’ 

‘Take hold!’ Gerasim whispered to the porter. 

They seized Makar Alexyevitch f)y the arms and dragged 
liim towards the door. 

The vestibule was filled with the unseemly soumls of stmllh 
ing and drunken, husky gasping. 

Suddenly a new sound, a shrill, feniiniiu* shriek, was heard 
from the porch, and the cook ran into the vcst.ibtile. 

* They 1 Merciful heavens 1 . . . My goodness, hvn* they 
are ! l^our of them, horsemen ! ’ she screamed. 

Gerasim and the porter let Makar Aloxyevilch go, and in 
the hush that followed in the corridor they <x)uld distinelly 
hear several liands knocking at the front door. 


XXVIIl 

Havino inwardly rcsolvwl that until the execution of his 
design, ho ought to disguise his station and his knowleclge 
of French, Pierre stood at the half-optm door into llu* 
corridor, intending to conceal himself at once as so<m ns tin* 
French entered. But the French entered, and Pierre did not 
leave the door; an irresistible curiosity kej)t him there. 

There were two of them. One — an officer, a tall, handsome 
man of gallant bearing; the other,* obviously a soldier or 
officer’s servant, a sep/at, thin, sunburnt man, with hollow 
checks and a dull expression. The oflictjr walk(*d first, limping 
and leaning on a stick. After advancing a few steps, the 
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officer, apparently making up his miiul thiil lliesc woffWJt)u 
good quarters, sLoj)pecl, turned round and shouh‘d In a loud, 
peremptory voice to the soldiers stujuling in I ho doorway to 
put up the horses. Having done Ihis the with a jaunty 

gesture, crooking liis elhow high in the ai)\ stroked his mous- 
taches and ])ul his hand to his hat. 

^lio/tJou}\ !(( compttffuic!'' he said guily, smiling aii<l huddug 
about him. 

No one msuh‘ any reply. 

Vom vies li* Ao///j£;vrn‘.s? ’ llie <drie<*r a^l«‘d., addressing < i(*ra.siin. 

Gerasim looked hack wilii scarctl inquir\ at tin* idlicer. 

^ Quiniin^ qHitri}r(\ lufremvntC Mil the oliicer, looking <l(»wn 
with a condesci‘nding an<l good-Iiunioured smile at the little 
man. ^Tii<* French are g<»od huls. Don't let us he eross, old 
iellow,’ he went on in French, clapping the seared atal mule 
GtTasim on the shoulder, ‘ I .say, doc‘s no one speak French in 
this estahlislimentf’ he mhh'd, looking round anti meeting 
I^icrre’s eyes. Fierr<* withdrew from llu* door. 

The officer turned again to(Jera.sim. He aske<l him loshow 
him <)V(‘r tin* house*. 

^Master not here no uiul<*rslan<l . . . me you . , said 
(ierasim, trying to make his W'onls more eomprehensildt* hy 
saying them in reverse order. 

'fhe French officer, smiling, waveil his hands in front of 
(Jernsinfs nose, l;ogiv(*hitn to underr,fand that lie foo failed to 
tnuh*rstaiid him, and walked with n limp loward.-* tin* door 
where Ficrn* was standing. Piern* was almni, to retreat to 
conceal hlmsi'lf from him, Imt at that \ery secoml In* caught 
siglil: of Makar Alcxycvitch peeping out of the opi-n kilehen 
door with a pistol in Ids hand. With a madman V eunning, 
^hlka^ Ah*!>cyevitch eycil the Freiichmmu and lifting the 
pistol, lo<tk aim. ‘ Umi them <lowii ! I!"* yelled Ihedninkard, 
prasing the trigger, 'fhe French officer turned round at the 
scream, and ill tin* .same instanl Piern* dashed ai, the drunken 
man, Just a» Pierre snalcIuHl at I he pist<d and jerkial it uj), 
Makar Alexj^cvitch succeedc'd at last in pressing the triggin*, 
and a deafening shot rang <mt, wrapping every one in a crloiul 
of smoke. *^rhe Frenchman Inrned pale atid *rus!u‘d l)ack to 
the door, 

Forgetliiig his iniealion of concealing his knowU^dge of 
French, Pierre pulled away the pistol, and throwing it mi the 
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ground, ran to tlie officer and addressed him in Freiich, ^ \im 
are not wounded ?’ he said. 

‘I think not,’ answered the officcrj feeling liinisoIF; ‘‘hut I 
have had a narrow escape this time,’ he added, poiniing to the 
broken plaster in the wall. 

‘Who is this man ?’ he asked, looking stonily at lh'<‘rro. 

‘ Oh, I am really in despair at what has Iiappenod,'' said 
Pierre quickly, quite forgetting his part. " It is a madman, 
an unhappy creature, who did not know what he was doing." 

The officer went up to Makar Alexyevitch and took him hv 
the collar. 

Makar Alexyevitch pouting out his lips, nodded, as in* 
leaned against the wall^ as though dropjnng aslt'cj). 

‘ Brigand, you shall pay for it,*" said the hVenchinan, l(‘t ting 
go of him. ‘We are clement after victory, hut we do not 
pardon traitors,’ he added, with gloomy dignity in his fiu*e, 
and a fine, vigorous gesture. 

Pierre tried in Prciiich to persuade the olIinT iml to he 
severe with this drunken imbecile. 'I’he Frt^mdinnui lidem^d 
in silence, with the same gloomy air, and th(‘n siuldi^nly turned 
with a smile to Pierre. For several seconds h(t ga/4‘<l at Idni 
mutely. His handsome facu' assumed an expression of 
dramatic feeling, and he held out his hand. 

‘ You have saved my life. \'ou an* hVeneh,’ he sai<i, I‘*or 
a Frenchman, the deduction followed induhitnhly. An lieroir 
action could only be performed by a Frenchman, and to sH\e 
the life of him, M. Rainballe, captain of the liJth Light 
Brigade, was undoubtedly a most heroic action. 

But however indubitable this logic, and \vell gn>unde<I the 
conviction tho officer based on, Pierre thought well to <lisiilu« 
sion him on the subject. 

‘I am Hussian,’ he said (juickly. 

‘Tell that to others,’ said the Frenchman, .sndling and 
waving his finger before his n<W4‘. ‘ Vou shall tell me all about 
it directly,’ he said, ‘(Jhanned to nu^et a compatriot. Well, 
what arc we to do with this man ?’ he addetl, applying to 
l^ierre now fis though to a eomrade. If Pierre were iiuleeil 
not a Frenchman, he would hanlly on reetdving that ap^Mdla* 
tion — ^the most honourable in ll!e world- care to disavow it, 
was what the expression and tone of the Fmich officer sug' 
gested. To his last question PIcm? explained once more who 
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Makar Aloxv<'vilch wus. He explained Unit just before his 
arrival the drunken imbecile had earrioil <»lf* a loa<ie(l pistol, 
wliich they had not sa(Tt‘ede<l in from him, and he 

be^^ed him to let his ^o unjmnished, Tlu» Frenelnimn 

arehi‘d his elK‘st, juui niadt^ a majestic fjesture with his han<l. 

** Vow have saved iny lift* ! Von are a Frenchman. Vfm 
ask mo to panlon him. I ^rani >ou his pardon. Let this 
man be released,’ the h'ri*ucli oflhvr pronounced with rapidity 
and energy, and taking the arm of Fierre — promote<l to be a 
Frenchman for suiing his life — he was walking with him into 
the room. 

Tlic "Tiohliers in the yani, hearing flic shot, ha<l cmne inic# 
the vestibule* to ask what had hajipened, and \o oiler their 
siTvices in punishing the offender; but the oflicer .slernK 
(du^okod them. 

‘You will be sent for wdien you arc wanted,’ he said. The 
soldiers withdrew. The onlerly, who had meanwhile been in 
the kitc.liem came in lo U«‘ oflicer. 

‘C’aplaim they have soup and a leg of mnllon in the kitchen,'' 
he said, ‘ Shali I bring ii, up.’ 

‘ V<*.s, and tla* wims’ said the captain. 


XXIX 

As the French oflicer drew Pierre with him into the room, the 
latter Lhuuglit it his duly to assure tlie eaplaiu again Unit in* 
was not a i*Venclunan, and would have withdrawn, lait the 
Frmich olliccr would not hmr of it. lie was so courteous^ 
polite,good humoured, and gemiinely gratefui to him for saving 
nts life that Piern* had not the heart to refuse*, and sat down 
with him in the ditung-rooiti, the first room they en{4*rcd! 'Po 
rierre''H aHscv<*ralion that In* was not a hVenehinaii, the captaiu., 
plainly unahh* to com|)reheml how any one could refuse so 
nattering a ii tie, shrugged his shoulders, and sahl that if he 
itisisled in passing fora Kussian, so hnt, Iml that in spite of 
that fie should yet bound to him for ever by seulimenfs of 
gratitude for file defence of his life. 

If this man had been endowtsl wiUi even theslighiest faculty 
of perceiving the feelings of otlim, and had had the faintest 



108 WAR AND PEACE 

inkling of Pierre’s sentiuieuts, the latter would prol>ahK ha\i' 
left him. But his lively impenetrability to everything not 
himself vanquished Pierre. 

^Frenchman or Russian prince iiicogni to, \s«aid the Frenchinaiu 
looking at Pierre’s fine, though dirty and lh<‘ ring on 
his finger; owe my life to you, and I offer you my friend- 
ship. A Frenchman never forgets an insult or ti sc*niee. I 
offer you my friendship. That’s all I say,’ 

In the tones of Uie voice, the expression of the fjUT, and tin* 
gestures of tlie officer, there was so much miVve g<»od imfurt* 
and good breeding (in the French sense) that Pierre um*on- 
sciously responded witli a smile to his smile, a.s lu* took hi^ 
outstretched hand. 

^Captain Ihimballe of the 13lh Light Brigade, deeoralt*4l 
for the affair of the 7th September,’ he introduced himself, an 
irrepressible smile of complacency lurking under bis mouslache. 

® Will you tell me now to whom I have th(» honour of speaking 
so agreeably, instead of remaining in the andjulamu* with Ihal 
madman’s ball in my body.** 

Pierre answered that lie would not tell him his name, and 
was beginning with a blush, while trying t<» invent a name, to 
speak of the reasons for which he was unable to <Io so, but fln^ 
I'renchman hurriedly iiitorrupled him. 

‘ Enough !’ he said. understand your reasons; you are 
an officer , . , a staff officer, perhaps. You hav<‘ I>orm* arms 
against us. That’s not my business. I owe you my life. 
'Phat’s enough for n»e. I am at your disposal. Yoi/nre n 
nobleman ?’* he added, witli an iiitdimtiou of imjuiry. Pii*rri* 
bowed. 

^ Your baptismal nanu*, if y<m please? I ask nothing 
more. M. Pierre, you say? IVrfect! 'Phal’s all I want tt» 
know.’ 

When they had brought in the mutton, au mneletli\ a 
samovar, vodka, and wine from a Russi/in cellar l^rought 
with them by the I^Vench, Uainballe lagged Ib'crre to share 
his dinner; and at once with the haste and greedinesH of 
a healthy, himgry man, set to work on the viuiids hiwtsicif, 
munching vigorously with his strong teeth, ami eontinunllv 
smacking his lips and exclaiming, ' KvcHknt! (uvtnm!'' 11 is 
face became flushed and perspiring. Pierre wits hungry, utul 
j)leaBC(l to share the repast. Morel, the orderly, brought in 
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a pot of hot water, and put a bottle of red wine to warm in 
it. He brought in too a bottle of kvass from the kitchen 
for them to taste. This beverage was alrcarh- known to the 
Frencli, and had received a nickname. 'I'liey (‘ailed it Umonmlc 
de corkon, and Morel praised this ‘pigs* lenionado,’ which he 
had found in the kitchen. Hut as the captain had the wine 
they had jjicked up as they crossed Moscow, he left the kvass 
for Morel, and attacked the bottle of bordeiiux. He wrapped 
a napkin round the bottle, and poured out wine for himself 
and Pierre. The wine, and the satisfaction of bis hunger, 
made the captain even more lively, and ho chatted away 
without a pause ail dinner-time. 

‘ Yes, my dear JI. Pierre, I owe you a lin«‘ votive (‘aiidh* for 
saving me from that maniac. 1 have hulIeLs (‘uough in niy body, 
you know. Here is one from Wagram ’ (he pointed to his sidi*), 
‘and two from Smolcu.sk ' (he .showed the scar on l»i.s check). 
‘ And this leg which won’t walk, as you see. It was at fhe great 
battle of la Moskowa on the 7th tfmt I got that. tSnftr Difu, 
it was fine 1 You ought t<) have seen that ; it was a deluge of 
fire. You cut us out a tough job; you can boast <»f lhal, my 
wonl on it ! And on ray word, in spiU* of the cough I caught, 
I should 1 h! ready to btigin again. 1 pily those who tiid not 
SCO it.’ 

‘ I was there,’ said Pierro, 

‘Ueallyl’ pursued the Prenehman. ‘W(*il, so muclj the 
better. You arc fim* enemies, thoiigli. 'Flu* great redtuihf 
was well held, by my pipe. And you made us pay heavily for 
it too. I was at it thre»* tiuu's, us I'm sitting here. Tima* 
times we were upon the (!annon.H,and three tiiiich we were driven 
hack like cardboard figures. Oli, it was fine, M. Pierre. Your 
grenadiers wore superb, (ScmI’h thunder, I saw them six limes 
in succession close the ranks and march as tiiough on parade. 
Pine fellows. Our king of Naples, who knows all abo'ut it, 
cried, Bravo ! Ah, ah, soldiers like ourselves,' he said after a 
moment's silence, *Ho much the better, so much the better, 
M. Pierre. Terrihle in war . . . gallant, with the fair’ (he 
winked with a smile) — ‘there you have the Preach, M. Pierre, 
eh?’ 

The captain was so naYvely and good-humouredly gay and 
obtuse and K(>1f-sntisfied that I’ierre almost winked in respoiiw*, 
as lie looked good-humoun'dly at him. Prohahly the word 
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^ gallant’ brought the captain to reflect on the state of things 
in Moscow. 

‘By the way, tell me, is it true that all the woiwn have 
left Moscow ? What a queer idea ! What had they to Ivur r ’ 

‘Would not the French ladies quit Paris, if the Itiissiaiis 
were to enter it ? ' said Pierre. 

‘Ha — ha — ha I . . The Frenchman gavov<‘nt lo a gau 
sanguine chuckle, slapping Pierre on the should<‘r, ‘ 'I'hat's a 
good one, that is,’ he went on. ‘Paris. . . . Bill Paris . . / 

‘Paris i.s the capital of the world,’ said Pi(‘nv, linishing the 
sentence for him. 

Thecaptain looked at Pierre. He had the habit of si opping 
short in the middle of conversation, and staring inl<‘iitly with 
his laughing, genial eyes. 

‘Well, if you had not told me you are a lliissian, I would 
have wagered you were a Parisian. You have that iiuh'scrlh * 
able something . . .’ and uttering this complinunl, h(» again 
gazed at him mutely. 

‘ I have been in Paris. I spent years Ukmh*,’ said Pierre. 

‘ One can see that! Paris! A man who does not know Paris 
is a savage ... A Parisian can be tohl tw'o h‘ngues off. 
Paris — ^it is 'Palma, In Duschenois, Potier, the Sorbonne, tin* 
boulevards.’ Perceiving that the conclusion of Ins phrase tvas 
somewhat of an anticlimax, he a<ldc‘<l hurriedly, ‘'Phert* is tmly 
one Paris in the world. . , . You have Iiceu in Paris, and yoii 
remain llussian. Well, I <lon’t tiunk th(» less of you for that/ 

After the days he had spent alone with* bis gIo*mi\ 
thoughts, Pierre, under the influence of the wine ht» had <irunt, 
could not help taking pleasure in eonvm'sing with this goo<t 
humoured and iiaYve person. 

‘To return to your Indies, they are said lo bi» beautiful. 
What a silly idea to g<* and bury theinsidvt's in lh<‘sleppc‘i, 
when' the French army is in Moscow. What a chaiu’e lm,*y 
have lost. Your peasants are different; but you eivili^ctl 
people ought to know better than Uiat, VV«t' have takiui 
Vienna, Berlin, Mmlrid, Naples, Iloin<\ Warsaw- all Ihc 
capitala in the world. \Ve an* feared, but we are h>Vi‘tl. We 
are worth knowing. And then tin* Hmperor . . he was 
beginning) but Pierre interrupted him. 

‘The Emperor,’ repeated Pionre, and liin face suddenly wore 
a mournful and embarrassed look. ‘ What of the KuipeVor ? ' 
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‘The Emperor? He is generosity, mercy, justice, order, 
genius — that is the Emperor. It is I, Ramlialle, who tell you 
that, I was his enemy eight years ago. My father was an 
emigrant count. But he has conquered me*, that man. He 
has taken hold of me. I could not resi.st the spectacle of the 
greatness and glory with which he was covering France*. W'lieu 
I understood what he w^anted, when I saw he was y)ro})aring a 
bed of laurels for us, I said to myself: “That is a monarch.’’'* 
And I gave myself up to him. Oh yes, he is the greatesst man 
of the centuries, past and to come.'* * 

‘And is he in Moscow Pierre asked, hesitating and looking 
guilty. 

The Frenchman gazed at Pierre’s guilty face, and grinned. 

‘No, he will make his entry to-morrow,’ lus said, and wen! 
on with his talk. 

Their convcrsMition was interrupted by several voices shouting 
at the gates, and Morel coming in lo tell tlu* captain that 
some Wiirtemburg Hussars had come and wanted to put up 
their liorses in the yard in which the captain’s had hei'ii put 
up. The difficulty arose* cln(*fly from ih<* hussars not untler- 
standing whn.i was said to tlumi. 

The captain hade the senior sergeant he brought lo him, 
and in a stern vcncc asked him Lo what regiment he belonged, 
wlio was his commanding officer, and on what pretext he dftn*d 
attem])t to occupy (|uarL<‘rs already occupied, "rhe (iermait, 
who kii(*w v«‘ry little French, succeeded in answering the first 
two (|uestions, hut in re|)ly to the Iasi, one, whieh he <iid not 
uuderstaml, he answen*d m broken hVeiich and (h*nnHn that 
he was (iiiarterjnaHl(*r of th<* regiment, and had received orders 
from his sujierior officer lo occupy all tht* lioust*s in the row. 
l^ierre, who knew (rennan, kranslateil I, he (,fc*rman’s words to 
the captain, and translated the captain’s answer hack for the 
Wiirtemburg hussar. On undorstaiuling what was said to him, 
the Gorman gave in, and took his men away. 

The captain went out to the entrance and gave some loud 
commands. 

When he came back into the room, Pierre was sitting where 
he had been sitting before, with his head in his liandH. His 
face expressed suflering. He really was at that moment 
suffering. As soon as the captain hail gone out, and Pkw» 
had been left alone;, he suddenly came to himself, and reeog* 
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niscd the position be was in. It was not that Mos«>w had 
been taken, not that these lucky concjuerorH were tnakinf* them- 
selves at home there and patronising him, bitterly as Pierre 
felt it, that tortured him at that moment. He was tortured 
hy the consciousness of his own weakness. The few gla.sses of 
wine he had drunk, the chat with this good-natured fellow, 
had dissipated that mood of concentrated gloom, '\\hich lie had 
been living in for the last few days, and which was essential 
for carrying out his design. The pistol and the dagger and 
the peasant’s coat were ready, Napoleon was making his entry 
on the morrow. Pierre felt it as praiseworthy and as bene- 
ficial as ever to slay the miscreant ; hut he felt now that he 
would not do it. He struggled against the consciousness of 
his own weakness, but he vaguely felt that h(i could not over- 
come it, that his past gloomy train of ideas, of V(*ng(‘ance, 
murder, and self-saerifice, had* been blown away like dust at 
contact with the first human being. 

The captain came into the room, limping a iitih*, ami 
whistling some tune. 

The Frenehmaifs chatter that had amused Piern^ si ruck 
him now as revolting. And his whistling a tune, and his gail, 
and his gesture in twisting his moustaches, all s(‘(‘med insul ting 
to Pierre now, 

^Vl\ go away at once, I w^oift say another word to him,*’ 
thought Pierre. He thouglit this, yet went on silting in the 
same place. Some strange feeling of weakness rivetctl him to 
his place; ho longed to get up and go, and could not. 

The cajitain, on the contrary, seemed in exceedingly good 
spirits. lie walked a couple of tim(»s up an<l down* llic room. 
His ev<!S sparkled and his moustaches slightly twitclu'd as 
though he were smiling to himself at sonu* amusing noii(m. 

HJharrning follow the colonel of these \Viirteml)urgers/ he 
said all at once. ‘ Ih^’s a (Jermun, but a good fellow ifiwer 
there was one. But a (Jerman.” 

He sat down facing Pierrt*. 

‘By the way, yovi know (Jernian 

Pierre looked at hiin in silence. 

‘ How do you say in ( iennaii ? " 

repeated Pierre, ^ in (Jenimn is {*HU'rhunfh*^ 

‘What do you «ay?^ the captain queried quickly ami 
doubtfully. 
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‘ Unterhwift^ repeated IMcrre. 

* Onterkoff^ said the captain, and for several seconds he 
looked at Pierre with his laughinf^ eyes. ^ The Germazis are 
awful fools, aren’t they, M. Pierre?’ he concluded. 

® Well, another bottle of this Moscow claret, eh ? Morel, 
warm us another bottle ! ’ the captain shouted gaily. 

Morel brought candles and a bottle of wine. I’he captain 
looked at Pierre in the candle-light, and was obviously struck 
by the troubled face of his companion. With genuine regret 
and sympathy in his face, Raniballe approached I’ierre, and 
bent over him. 

‘ Eh, we arc sad ! ’ he said, touching Piern^ on the hand. 
‘Can I have- hurt you? No, really, have you anything 
against me?’ ho <(uestioncd. ‘Perhaps it is owing lo the 
situation of affairs? ’ 

Pierre made no reply, hut looked cordially into Uu? hVcncli- 
man’s eyes. This expression of sym|)atby was pheasant to him. 

‘My word of honour, to say notliing of what I owe you. 
I have a liking for you. Can I do anything for you ? Dispose 
of me. It is for life and death. With my hamrand iny heart, 
I say HO,’ he said, slajjping lutiiself on the chest, 

‘Thank you, "said Pierre. The captain gaz<»<l at Piern? as 
he had gazed at him when he learnt tli(} (ierman for ‘ refuge,’ 
and his face suddenly brightened. 

‘Ah, in that case,* I tlrink to our friendship,’ lie (Tied gaily, 
pouring out two glasst^s of wine, 

Pierre took the glass and emptied it,. Ilambalh* emptied 
his, pressed Pierre’s hand onee mores and leaiu^d his elbow on 
the table in a pose of [lensive iiielancholy. 

‘ Yes, rny dear friend, such arc the fn*aks of fortune,’ he 
began, ‘VVho would lum* said I should lx* a soldier ami 
<taptain of dragoons in the service of Bonaparte, as * we 
used to call him- And yet here I am at Moscow with him. 
I must tell you, my dear fellow,’ he contimitKl in the moiirnftd 
and measured voice of a man who intends to tell a long story, 
‘ our name is one of the most ancient in France,’ 

And with the easy and naive? unreRcrve of a Fnutchmun, the 
captain told Pierre the history of his forefathers, hiseliildhocal, 
boyhood, and manhood, anil all his relation.s, his fortuiH*«, 
aTiil domestic affairs, ^ Ma jmitm took, of eourms a 

prominent part in this recital. 

vou nu 
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^ But all that is only the setting of life ; the real thing is 
love* Lovel Eh, M. Bierre?' he said, warming up, ^Another 
glasR."" 

Pierre again emptied his glass, and filled himself a third, 
women! women!’ and the captain, gazing with moist 
eyes at PieiTe, began talking of love and his adventures with 
the fair sex. They were very numerous, as might readily be 
believed, judging from the officer’s conceited, handsome face 
and the eager enthusiasm with which lie talked of women. 
Although all Jlamballo’s accounts of his love affairs were char- 
acterised by that peculiar nastiness in which the French find 
the uni((uc charm and poetry of love, the captain told his 
stories with such genuine conviction tliaL he was the only 
man who liad tasted and known all the sweets of love, and he 
described the women he had known in such an alluring fashion 
that Pierre listened to him with cnriosily. 

It was evident that, rnmoitr the hV«*iiclunan was so fond of 
was neither (hat low and simph* kind of lo\e Pierre had at 
one time felt for his wife, !ior the roinanlir love, exagg<‘rali*d 
by himself, that in* felt for Natasha. For holh lliose kiinls 
of love Ibunhalle fiad an etjual eonlem[>t- -one was Fnmour 
dvH the oilier Pamotir tlc>i ntfraitih, l^amaur f<»r 

wdiich the Frenchman had a w(*akm*ss consisted prin<*ipalU 
in an unnatural relation to the wemtatuand in cotnliinaiions of 
monstrous circuinstanees 'whicli lent the ehief eharin (<» ihe 
feeling. 

'rhu.s the captain related the touching lnsl<»rv of lus love 
for a fascinating nnmpiise of five-aiid-thirly, and al the same 
time for a charming, innocent child of seventeen, tin* slaughter 
of the fascinating mar(|uis<‘. 'Phe conflict of generosity be- 
tween mol her and daughter, ending in the* mother sacrificing 
liers 4 *lf and offering her (laughter in marriage to her lover, 
even now, tiumgli it was a memory in the reimde past, irnmni 
the captain d(‘<*ply, ''Phen he relate<l an ejdsode in which the 
husband played th(^ part of the lover, and he— dbe* lover~the 
part of Inc huslmiul, and several comic efiisodeH among his 
reminiscences of (formuny, wht*r4‘ means 

where the hii«ba«<ls eat cabbage soup, and where the young 
girls are too flaxen-haired. 

The last episode w«m one In Poland* still fresli in the 
captain’’# memory, and described by him with rapid g(*slures 
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and a glowing face. The story wa.s that he had saved the 
life of a Pole — the episode of saving life was continually 
cropping up in the captain’s anecdotes — and that Pole had 
inti’usted to his care his hcwilching wife, a Parisian in heart, 
while he himself entered the French .service. The captuin had 
been happy, the bewitching Polish lady had svantc(l to elope 
with him ; but moved by a magnanimous ini])ul.se, the captain 
had restored the wife to the huslnaul with the words; ‘ I savid 
youi‘ life, and I .save your honour.’ 

As he repealed these words, the captain wijjed his eyes and 
shook himstlf, ns though to shake off the weakness that over- 
came him at tliis touching recollection. 

As men often do at a late hour at night, ami niKler the 
inilucnce of wine, Pierre listened to the caplnin's .stories, and 
while ho followed and undiTslood all he lohi him, he was also 
following a train of personal reminiscences which luwl for sunn* 
reason risen to his imagination. As he list«>ned to tlK)se 
affairs, his own love for Natasha smhlenly came into his mind, 
and going over all the pictures of that love in his imagination, 
ho mentally compared them with Kamhallc's stories. As ho 
heard the account of the eonflicl between love and dut y, Pierre 
saw before liiin t-very detail of the meeting with the object of 
his love at the Snharev 'rower. 'I'hat meeting had not at tint 
time made much impression on him ; he had not once thought 
of it since. Dut now it seemed to him that iJiere was soiiie- 
thing very significant ami romantic in that meeting. 

‘Pyotr Kirillitc.h, come here, 1 reeognise y<ni’; he eould 
hoar her words now, eould see her eyes, hiT Hujih*, her travel- 
ling cap, and the curl ]H>e[>in|; out below it . . . and h<> felt 
tiuit there was something moving, iouching in all that. 

When he had finished his tale about the bewitehiug Polish 
lady, the captain turned bo I*iciTt‘ with the incpiiry whether he 
had had any similar experience of solf-sucrinec for love and 
envy of a lawful husliann. 

Pierre, roused by tins question, lifted his head and felt an 
irresistible impulse to give expression to the ideas in his mind. 
IXe began to explain that he looked upon love for woinait 
somewhat differently, lie said he had alt his Iif«* long loved 
one woman, and .still loved her, and that that woman could 
never he his. 

* Tietut!'' said the captain. 
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Then Pierre explained that he had loved this woman from 
his earliest youth, but had not dared to think of her because 
she was too young, and he had been an illegitimate son, with 
no name of his own. Then when he had received a name anti 
wealth, he had not dared think of her because he loved her 
too much, because he set her too high above all the world, 
and so even more above himself. On reaching this point, 
Pierre asked the captain, did he understand that. 

The captain made a gesture expressing that whether he 
understood it or not, he begged him to proceed. 

‘Platonic love; moonshine . . .’ he muttered. The wine 
he had drunk, or an impulse of frankness, or the thought that 
this man did not know, and never would know, any of I, he 
persons concerned in his story, or all together loosened Pierre's 
tongue. With faltering lips and with a far-away look in 
his moist eyes, ho told all his story; his marriage and the 
story of Natasha’s love for his dearest friend jitid her betrayal 
of him, and all his own simple relations with her. In response 
to questions from liamballe, he told him, too, what he had 
at first concealed — ^his position in society — and even disclosed 
his name. 

What impressed the capbiin more than anything cIm* in 
Pierre’s story was the fact that Pierre wjis very wealth v, t hal. 
he had two palatial houses in Moscow, and that he had aban- 
doned everything, and yet had not left Moscow, hut was 
staying in the town concealing his name and station. 

Late in the night they went out together into the street. 
The night was warm and clear. On the left, then* was the 
glow of the first fire that broke ouliji Moscow, in Pelrovka. 
On ■^c right a young erese.ent uumhi stood higli in llu* sky, 
and in the opposite quarter of the heavens hung the hrilliaiit 
comet which was counccteal in Piern*’s heart with his love. 
At tbe gates of the yard stood Gerasim, the cook, and two 
Frenchmen. Pierre could hoar their laughter ami talk, ine<jm- 
prehensible to one another. They were l<i»>king at llie glow 
of the fire burning in the town. 

There was nothing alarming in a small remote fire in the 
immense city. 

Gazing at the lofty, starlit sky, at Uii* moon, at the comet 
and the glow of the fire, Pierre felt a thrill of joyous ami 
tender emotion. ‘ How fair it all is ! what more does one 
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want?’ he thought. And all at oiioo, when he recalled his 
design, his head seemed going I'ound ; he felt so giddy that 
he leaned against the fence so as not to fall. 

Without taking leave of his new friend, Pierre left the gate 
with uasteady steps, and going back to lii-s room lay down on 
the sofa and at once fell asleep. 


XXX 


From various roads, and with various feelings, the inhabitants 
running and driving away fmiii Moscow, and the retreating 
troop.s, gazed at the glow of the first fire that broke out in the 
city on the 2nd of September. 

The Ilostovs’ party stoppi-d for that night at Mytishtethy, 
twenty vei'sts from Moscow. They had started so lale on tine 
Ist of September, the road luul been so blocked by wagons 
and troops, so many things had been forged ten, nnef servants 
sent back to get them, that they had decided to halt for the 
first night five versts from Moscow. 'I'lie next morning they 
waked late, and there were again s*) many delays that they 
only reached (Ireat Myti.shtchy. At ten o'clock the Kustov 
faimly,and the wounded .sohlicrs travelling with them, bad all 
fouiul places for tlu* night in the yards and huts of the greater 
village. The servants, the Kustovs’ coachmen, and the orderlies 
of the wounded ofiicers, after settling their masters for the 
night, supped, fed their horses, ami came out into the porch 
of a hut. 

In the next hut lay Haevsky’s adjutant with a brokim widst, 
and th(‘ terrible pain made him nioan incessantly, and thm* 
motuis had a gruesome sound in th(‘ nutmnn darkness of the 
night. On the first night this adjutant had sjient ih<‘ night 
in a building in the same yard ns the hut in which the Ketstovs 
slept. The countess declart>d that she had not closed her eyes all 
night from that moaning, and at Mytishtcliy she hud moved 
into a less comfortable hut simply to get further away from 
the wounded man. One of the servants noticed in the dark 
night sky, above the high coirriage standing at the entry, 
another small glow of lire.' One such glow had been seen long 
before, and every one knew it was Little Mytishtchy, which 
had been set on lire by Mamonov’s Oossacks. 
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‘ 1 say, mates, there ’s another lire,’ said the man. All 
them looked towards the glow. 

‘Why, they told us Mamonov’s Cossacks had iired 1 -if tie 
Mytishtchy.’ ‘Nay! that’s not Mytishtchy, it's further.' 
‘Look’ee, it’s in Moscow seemingly.’ I'wo of the men l»‘ft 
the porch, went to a carriage and squatted on the stej). ‘ It 's 
more to the left ! Why, Mytishtchy is away yonder, and that, 's 
quite the other side.’ 

Several more men joined the first group. 

‘1 say it is flaring,’ said one; ‘ that’s a fire in Moscow, ui_\ 
friends ; either in Sushtchovsky or in Kogo/hsky-’ 

No one answered this remark. And for a good while all 
these men gazed in silence at the flames of this new eonllagra- 
tion glowing far away. An old man, Ilut couiiI’n \alcf In* 
was called), Dunilo Terentyitch, came tip to tin* erovul .'iiid 
called Mishka. 

‘What are you gajjing ati' . . . 'I'he rounl, m.av ask for 
you and nobody to he found; go and put I he elotlws 
together.’ 

‘ Oh, I only mn out for some wat(‘r,’ said Mishka, 

‘And what do you say, Danilo 'rerentyitch 'f f hut's a fire in 
Moscow, isn‘4; it ? ’ said one of the fooi.men, 

Danilo Terentyitch made no reply, and for a long while all 
wci'e mute again. The glow spread wider, and iliektu'ed 
further and further away, 

‘Ood have mercy! ... a wind and the drought . . .* 
said a voice again. 

‘Look’ec, how it’s spreading. (> I,ord! why, one ean see 
the jackdaws ! I^ord, have mercy on us poor siilners ! ’ 

‘They’ll put it out, never fearV 

‘ WIio’s to put it out?’ cried the voire of Danilo Terenty" 
itch, silent till that moment. Ilis voi«* was quiet and 
deliberate. ‘Moscow it is, mate.s,' he said: ‘it's she. our 
mother, the white city . . his voice hrokts and he suddenly 
burst into the sobs of old age. And it seemed ns thoiigji 
all had been only waiting for that U) grasji I In* import for all 
of that glow lliey wont watching. Sighs were la-attl and 
muttered prayers, and the sobs of ih<’ old valet. 
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The valet on going in informed the count that Ifoscow was 
on fire. The count put on his dressing-gown ami wont out to 
look. With him went Sonya, who had not yet undressed, aiid 
Madame Schoss. Natasha and the countess wc^re loft alone 
within, l^etya was no longer with tho family ; he had gone 
on ahead with his regiment marclnng to TlVoitsa. 

The countess wept on hearing that Moscow was in flames. 
Natasha, pale, with staring eyes, sat on tin* bench under the 
holy images, tho spot wln‘re she had first thrown luTsclf down 
on entering, and took no notice of lu*r f^lthc*r^s words. She 
was listening to the never-ceasing moan of the adjutanU 
audible tliree huts away. 

K)h! how awful!’’ cried Sonya, coming in chilled and 
frightened from the yard. ‘ I do believe all Moscow is burning ; 
there's an awful fire ! Natasha, do look : you can see now from 
tho window here,'* she said, obviously trying to dist.ract her 
friemrs mind. Hut Natasha slare<l at fa^r, lis tliough she did not 
understand what was asked of lu»r, and fixed her eyes agaiii on 
the corner of the stove. Nataslm had been in this pc^trified 
condition ever since the morning, wl»eu Sonya, lo the mnu/e-' 
meut and anger of lliecouiitess, had for sonic iticomprchensil)le 
reason thought (it to inform Natasha of Prince Audrey’s 
wound, and Ins preseuee among their train, 'I’ln* countess had 
been angry with Sonya, as she was very rardy angry. Smiyii 
had cried "and hi»gg(*d forgiveness, ami now «Iie waifed nil the 
while on her friend, as though trying to atone for h<*r fuuH. 

‘Look, Natasha, how frightfully it's burning,*’ said Sotiyn. 

‘ Whaf’s burning asked Natasha* ‘ Oh yes, Moscow.' 

And to get rid of Sonya, and not hurt her by a refusal, she 
moved her head tow'anfs the wiiulow, looked in such. a way 
that it was evident she could .see nothing, and sat (l(»wn ngnili 
in the same attitude a.s before. 

‘ But you didn’t see ? ' 

‘ Yes, f really did sec,' .she declared in a voice (hat imploriii 
to be left in peace. 

Both the counLess and Sonya could readily umlcrstand that 
Moscows the burning of Moscow, anything’ whatever in fact, 
could be of no interest to Natiislm, 
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The count came in again behind the partition wall and \tiy 
down. The countess went up to Natasha, put the back of her 
hand to her head, as she did when her daughter was ill, then 
touched her forehead with her lips, as though to find out 
whether she were feverish, and kissed her, 

*You are chilled? You are all shaking. You should lie 
down,’ she said. 

* Lie down ? Yes, very well, I’ll lie down. I ’ll He down in 
a minute,’ said Natasha. 

When Natasha had been told that morning that Vrinee 
Andi'ey was seriously wounded, and was travelling with thenu 
she had at the first moment asked a great many (ptestions, h(n^ 
and why and where was he going ; whether he .were daiig(‘rousI \ 
wounded, and whether she could see him. Hut after she had 
been told that she could not see him, that his wound was a 
soriouR one, but that his life %vas not in rhanger, though she 
plainly did not believe what was told her, she saw that she 
would get the same answer whatever she said, and gav<‘ up 
asking (luestions and speaking at all. All the way Nataslm 
had sat motionless in the coriuir of thi* <'aiTiage with t)ios4» 
wide eyes, the look in which the comdess knew so well ami 
dreaded so much. And she was sitting in just the sauu* way 
now on the bench in the hut She was brooding on sonn* plan'; 
she was making, or already by now bad made somt* dt^eisiotu in 
her own mind — that the countess knew, but w'hat I hat deeidtu* 
was she did not know, and that alarnnal and worried li(*r. 

‘Natasha, undress, darling, get into iny Imd.’ 

For the countess only a bed had be(*n tuade up on a bed- 
stead. Madame Hchoss and the t>vo girls w’(*re l(» sh'C‘p on hny 
on tite floor. 

‘No, mamma, I’ll lie hereon \hv floor,’ said Natasha irril 
ably; she went to the window and opened it. Tin* moans of 
the adjutant cotild be heard mor<‘ distinelly front the (»pen 
window. She put her head out into the datup night air, and 
the countess saw her shmder neek shaking with ahtt 
heaving against tin* window frame. Natasha knew it vias tint 
Prinexs Audrey moaning. She knew that IVin(‘i* Arulrey was 
in the same block of huts as they wt*re itu that he was in the 
next hut iust across the poreh, but that fi'urful never reusing 
moan maae her sob. 'I'he emintrss exebniigrd ghinef*s with 
SoTjya. 
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‘Go to bed, darling, go to bed, niy pet/ said the counless, 
lightly touching Natasha''s shoulder. ‘ Come, go to bed.’’ 

‘Oh yes ... I’ll go to bed at once, at <)nee,\said Natasha, 
hurriedly undressing, and breaking the strings of Iut 
coats. Dropping off her dress, and putting on a dn'ssiiig- 

i 'acket, she sat down on the bed made up on tlie floor, tucking 
ler feet under her, and flinging her short, fine hair o\er her 
shoulder, began plaiting it. Her thin, long, i>raolise<l fingers 
rapidly and deftly divided, jdaited, and tied up her hair. 
Natasha’s head turned from side to side as usual as she did 
this, but her eyes, feverishly ivide, looked straight b(*fore her 
with the same fixed stare. When her loiUd. for tin* night was 
over, Natasha sank softly down on to the sheet laid on the hay 
nearest the door. 

‘ Natasha, you lie in the middle/ said Sonya. 

‘I’ll stay lH‘re/ said Natasha. ‘■And do go tc» bed/ she 
added in a tone of annoyance. And sh<‘ buried lier face in I be 
pillow. 

'J’he countess, Madame Schoss, and Sonya hurriedly un- 
dressed and went to bed, ^’bc lamp before tbe holy images 
was the only light left in the niom. Ihit, emt of doors lln* (ire 
4it Little Mytishlehy lighted the country up for two vtTsts 
round, and there was a noisy clamour of jJeiisants shouting n\ 
the tavern across the stre<d, which Mamonov’s ( ’ossacks had 
broken into, ami the moan of th<' adjutant could he heard 
unceasingly through overyllung, 

b’or a long while Natasha lislened lo ih<* sounds that 
reached her from within and witiuHit, and she did not. stir. 
She h<‘ard at first her mother’s prayc»rs and sighs, the creaking 
of her bed muhu' her, Madame Sehoss’s fjuniliar, whistling 
snore, Sonya’s soft breathing, ''I'lien llie counftss callf*d f,o 
Natasha. ’Natasha did not answHT. 

‘ I think slie’s asleep, mamma/ auswcTcd Sonya. 

''I’he countess, after a brief silence*, sj)oke again, l»ul this time 
no one answered lua*. 

Koon after this Natasha cauglit the* sound of Ijer motlieris 
ev(‘n breathing. Natasha did not stir, IJiough Iu*r little bare 
foot, poking out below the quilt, felt frozen against tin* 
uncov(fr<*d floor. 

A cricket ebirpe^d in a cra<J<,as though ceh*braling a victory 
over all the world. A cock crowed far away, and another 
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answered close by. The shouts had died away in the lavoriu 
but the adjutant's moaning went on still the same. Nn.lasl)a 
sat up. 

* Sonya ! Are you asleep i Mamma ! ’ she whispered. No 
one answered. Slowly and cautiously xVatasha got up, croshevl 
herself, and stepped cautiously with her slender, sup[)li‘, bare 
feet on to the dirty, cold floor. The boards creaked. With 
nimble feet she ran like a kitten a few steps, and took h<»ld of 
the cold door-handle. 

It seemed to her that something with heavy, rhythmic^al 
strokes was banging on all the walls of the hut; il uas 11)4* 
beating of her own heart, torn with dread, with h»ve and 
terror. 

She opened the door, stepped over the lintel, and on to I In* 
damp, cold earth of the passage outside. The cold all aboul 
her refreshed her. Her bare fool fell a man aslet‘p ; she 
stepped over him, and opened the door of tlie lull in which 
l^rince Audrey was lying. 

In that hut it was dark. A tallow caiulh* with a «^r4‘al, 
smouldering wick stood on a bench in the furl her corner, b\ a 
bed, on which something was lying. 

Ever since she had been told in the morning <»f Ihmict* 
AndreyN wound and his presenci* there, Natasha had n‘soU<'d 
that she must see him. She could not have said w hy ilii^ must 
be, but she knew their meeting would bi* anguish to her, and 
that made her the more certain lliat il iiuisl, be inevilnbl<\ 

All day long she had lived in the hope that at niglktsbe 
would see him. ihit now when the moment bad eonte, a 
terror came over her of what she would see. How had he 
been disdguretl ? What was l(‘ft of him ? Was he like tbal 
unceasing moan of the adjutant.^ Yes, he was all cner like 
that. In her imagination he was that awful moan of pain 
personilied. When she caught sight of an umledned mass in 
the corner, and took his raised knees umler tlu* cjuilt f**r his 
shoulders, she pictured some fearful body fhens and sfood 
still in terror. But an irresistibh? for('«*’drcw her forward. 
She made one cautious step, another, and found herself in the 
middle of the small hut, cumber(*d up with baggage. On ttu* 
bench, under the holy images, lay another man (I his was 
Timohin), and on the floor were two more llgures (the d<*cfor 
and the valet). 
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The valet sat up and niultercd something. Timohin, in 
pain from a wound in his leg, was not asleej), and g.^zed, all 
eyes, at the strange apparition of u girl in a white night- 
gown, dre.ssing-)acket, and nightcap. 'J'he valet’s sleepy and 
frightened woi*ds: ‘What is it? What do you wantP’oidy 
made Natasha hasten towai’ds the figure lying in I lie corner. 
However fearfully unlike a human shujie that figure might he 
now, she must see him. She passed hy the valet, the smould- 
ering candle flickeml up, and she .saw clearly Prince Amirey, 
lying with hi.s arms .stretched out on the ipiilt, looking just as 
siic had always seen him. 

He was just the same as ever; hut the flush on his face, his 
shining eye.s, gazing passionately at her, ami especially f.he 
soft, childlike neck, showing above the lay-do»vn collar of Ihe 
nightshirt, gave him a peculiarly innocent, childlike look, such 
as she had never seen in him before. She ran np to him ami 
with a swift, supplt*, youthful movement dropped on her knees. 

He smiled, and held out. his hand to her. 


XXXII 

Skvkn days hiul pas.sed since Prince Amirey ixul found himself 
in the amlmlanee station on tint field of noriKlino, All that 
time he had Iwen in a state of almost eontimml uneonscioiis- 
ness. ‘I'lie fever and inflammation of the how(‘ls, which had 
hecu injured, were, in the opinion of the doelor aec«>mpanyiiig 
the wouiuUkI, ci'rbiin to carry him off. Hut on the sevtmth 
day he ate with relish a piece of bread with some tea, and the 
doctor observed that tno fever was going down. IViiice 
Andrey harl regained cunsciuusneHS in the morning. 'Hte first 
night after leaving Mos<’ow hml been fairly warm, and Prince 
Andrey had spent the night in his carriage. Hut at Mytish- 
tchy the wounded man had himself asked to be moved nt»i 
given tea. The min caused by moving him into the hut had 
mad(‘ Prince Andrey groan aloiul ami lose conseionsm'SH again. 
When he had been mid on his camp bedstead, he lay a loti^ 
while with closed eyes without moving. Then lie opened hu 
ttyes ami whispered softly, ‘How about the tea?’ ’’rite doctor 
was struck by this instance of consciousncBS of the littledolails 



124 


WAR AND PEACE 


of daily life. He felt his pulse, and to his surjmst* and dis- 
satisfaction found tliat the pulse was stronger. The doelorV 
dissatisfaction was due ho the fact that he felt certain from 
his experience that Prince Audrey could not live, and tluit if 
he did not die now, he would only die a little later with even 
greater suffering. With Prince ’ Audrey was the rod-nosed 
major of his regiment, Timohin, who had joined him in 
Moscow with a wound in his leg received at tlie same hatlle 
of Borodino. The doctor, the prince’s valet, and coaclnnaiu 
and two orderlies were in charge of them. 

Tea was given to Prince Audrey. He drank it (*ngorIy, 
looking with feverish eyes at the door in front oF him, as 
thougn trying to understand and recall sonioi.hijig, 

‘ No more. Is Timohin here ? ’ he asked. 

Timohin edged along the bench towards Inm. 

^ I am lierc, your excellency.’ 

‘ How is your wound ? ’ 

^ Mine ? All right. But how arc you ?’ 

Prince Audrey pondered again, as tljoiigh he >vc‘rr rceolleei - 
ing souH.dliing. 

^ Could not one get a book hero ? ’ he said. 

^ What book?’ 

^Tlic Gokj)o 1 ! I haven’t one.’ 

The doctor promised to get it, and Ix^gaiMiucsIioning lh#‘ 
prince about his symptoms. Prince* Andrt*y answered all tlu* 
doctor’s questions rationally, though nine taut ly, and then 
said that ha wanted a su})j)ort put under him, as i I wnsimcom- 
fortablc and very painful for him as he was. The doctor and 
the valet took off the military cloak, with wld<‘h he was 
covered, and puckering up their faces at the siekly smell 
of putrifying llcsh that came from iluMvound, b<*gan to look 
into the terrible place. The doctor was very imicli tnaildrd 
about sonuilhing; he nmde .some chuiig(‘s, t timing the wotuuleti 
man over so that h<^ groaned again, and again lost c<ai‘ 
sciousness from the |)ain when Un*v turned him fiver. U<* 
began to he delirious, ami kept asking for the hook to lie 
brought and to be put tinder him, ‘WJmt Ironlde wimhl it 
be toyou ?’ he kept saying. ‘ I haven’t it, gc*t it me, filcasey- 
put it under me just for a minute,’* he saul in a piteous voice. 

The doctor went outside to wash his hands, 

* Ah, you have no conscience, you fellows really,' the doctor 
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was saying to the valet, who was pouring water over his hands. 
^For one minute I didn’t look after you, ^Vhy, it’s such 
suffering that I wonder how he bears it.’ 

‘I thought we did put it under him right, by the Lord 
Jesus Christ,’ said the valet. 

Prince Audrey had for the first time grasped here he was 
and what was happening lo him, and hatl recollected \ hat he had 
been wounded and how at the moment when the carriage had 
stopped at My tislitchy, and he had asked to be taken into the 
hut. Losing conscioilsness again from tht* pain, he came fully 
to himself once more in the hut while he was drinking lea. 
And tliereupon again, going over in his niemory all that had 
happened to him, the most vivid picture in liis mind was of 
that moment at the ambulance station uhen at the sight of 
the sufferings of a man he had not liked, tliost* new thouglits 
had come to him with such promise of hap]>iiiess. And those 
thoughts — though vague now and shapeless-- took ])ossessH)!i 
of his soul again. He remembered that he had now some new 
happiness, and that that happiness had something to do with 
the Gospel. 'Fhat was why he asked for the (iospel. Hut 
the position he had bt^en laid in, without Mi[>[)ort undc^r his 
wound, and tl)c new (;hange of jmsilion, put his thoughts U> 
confusion again ; and it was only in the complete stillness (»f 
the night tliat he eaine lo himself again for the third time, 
Kvery one was asl(‘<*p around him, A cricket was chirping 
across the pass;ig<»; some* one was shouting and singing in tin* 
street; cockroaches were rustling over Uu" table, ilie Imly 
itnages and the walls ; a big fly llopp(*d on his pillow nncl 
about the tallow caudle that stood with a great, smouldering 
wick beside him. 

His sold was not inits normal state. A man in health usually 
thinks, feels and renu‘inl)ers simuHaneonsIvan imnumse number 
of different things, but he has tlie power ami the facu It v of select- 
ing one series of ideas or phenotmma and concentrating nil his 
attention on that serios, A man in he*altlj can at the* monu»nt 
of the profoundost thought break olf to say u civil word io 
any one who comes in, and then return again to his thoughts. 
Prince Andrey’s soul was tiot in a normal condition in this 
respect. All the faculties of his soul were c|{*nrer and more 
active than ever, but they m-itcal apart from his will The 
most diverse ideas and images bad posscMsion of his mind at 
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the same time. Sometimes his brain suddenly bef^au to work, 
and with a force, clearness, and dej3th with which it had never 
been capable of working in health. liuL suddenly the train 
of thought broke off in the midst, to be replaced by some 
unexpected image, and the pow'er to go back to it was 
wanting. ® Yes, a new happiness was revealed to me, Ihut 
could not be taken away from man,’ lie thought, as he lay in 
the still, half-dark hut, gazing before him with feverishly wide, 
staring t\yes. ‘ Happiness beyond the reach of material forei‘s, 
outside material, external iniluences on man, the luippiness of 
the soul alone, the hapj)iness of love! To feel it is in every 
man’s pow(»r, but (4od alone can know it anti ordain it. 
But how did (iod ordain this law F Why the Sou if , * / 
And all at once that train of thought broke off, and Prince 
Audrey heard (not knowing whethtT in dclirimn or in actual 
fact he heart! it) a kind of soft, whispering voice, inct'ssanlly 
beating time: Piti-pitt-pili,’ and then "i-ti-ti,’ and again, 
Mpiti-piti-piti,'' and again Mti-ti.’ And to the sound of Ibis 
murmuring music IVince Audrey felt as tliougli a strange, 
ethereal edilice of tlelicatc needles or splinters were h(‘ing 
raised over his face, over the very middle of it He felt that 
(hard though it was for him) he must studiously preserve his 
balance that this rising edifice might not fall to jiieees; bul 
yet it was falling to |)ieees, and slowly rising up again to the 
rhythmic bout of the murmuring nnisie. 

*■ It is stretching out, stretching out, and spreading and 
stretching outP Prince Audrey said to himself. While lie 
Hrtent'd to tlic murmur and felt that edilice of needles Hlreleh- 
ing out;, and rising up, Prince Ami rev saw hy glimpses a red 
ring of light round the eandhsand lu»artl the rustling of Uie 
cockroaches and tlu* buzzing of the flyasil flopped against bis 
pillow and his face. And every time tlie fly touched his fu<v, 
It gave him a stinging sensation, but yet it surprised him that 
though the tly struck him in the wry c*entre of the rising 
edifice, it did not shatter it. But, apart from all this, tlu‘re 
was one other thing of imjiorianee. 'Phat was the whitt* 
thing at the door; that was a statue of the sptiinx, which 
oppreaset! him too. 

Mint perhaps it is my shirt on tiie table," thought IVinee 
Audrey, ‘and that’s my hgs, and that’s the door, Imt whv 
this straining and moving and piti«piti-piU ami ti-ti and piti- 
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pibi-piti . . , Enough, cease, be still, please,*’ Prince Audrey 
besought soDie one wearilj^ And all at once thought and 
feeling floated to the surface again with extraordinary clear- 
ness and force. 

^ ^'es, love (lie thought again with perfect distinctness), 
but not that love that loves for something, to gain something, 
or because of something, but that Jove that I felt for the first 
time, when dying) I saw my enemy and yet loved liim. I 
knew Unit feeling of love which is the very essence of the 
soul, for wliich no object is needed. And I know that lilissful 
feeling now too. To love one’s neighlxnirs; to love one’s 
enemies. 'To love everything-— to lo\e (Jod in all Ilis mani- 
festations. Some one dear to one can l)c‘ loved with human 
love; but an enemy can only be love<l witli divine love. And 
that was why I felt such joy when I fell tluit I loved that 
man. What ha|)[)cned to hiiii.^ Js he uHve.^ . . . Loving 
with human love, one may jwiss from love to hatretl; but 
divine love cannot change. ' Notliiiig, not even death, nothing 
can shatter it. It is the very iiaiuri^ of the soul. And how 
many peoph* I have hated in my life. And of all pi^ople noiu* 

1 have loved and haled more than lufr.’ And lie vividly pic- 
tured Natasha to himself, not as he liad pictured her in Uie 
jiast, only with the charm that had been a joy to him; for 
the first time he pictured to himself her soul. Ami he under- 
stood lu‘r feeling, her sufferings, her shame, and lu?r peniti‘nco. 
Now, for the first Unus lie felt all the <‘,ruelLy of his ahnndon- 
meut, saw all the crm^lty of his rupture with her. *' If it were 
only possible for me to s(‘e her once imnv . , . once, looking 
into those <ycs, to say . • 

Piti-jnti-piti iti-U, ijnti-piU— boom, the fly Happed . • . 
And his attention passed all at once into another world of 
reality and dolirimn, in which something peculiar was taking 
place. In that place the edifice was still rising, unshalicrccl ; 
something was still stretching out, the candle was still blinking, 
with a red ring round it; the same shirt-sphinx still lay by 
the door. But besides all this, something creaked, there was 
a whiff of fresh air, and a new white sphinx appeared standing 
before the doorway. And that sphinx liacl the white face 
and shining eyes oi* that very Natasha he had been dreaming 
of just now. 

* Oh, how wearisome this everlasting doHrium is ! thought 
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Trince Audrey, trying to disj)el that face from his vision. 
But that face stood l)efore him with the face of realitv, and 
that face was coming closer. Prince Audrey tried to go buck 
to the world of pure thought, but he could not, and lu* was 
drawn back into the realm of delirium, I'lie soft murmuring 
voice kept up its rhythmic whisper, something was oppressing 
him, and rising up, and the strange face stood before him. 
Prince Audrey rallied all his forces to regain his senses; he 
stirred a little, and suddenly there was a ringing in his i‘ars 
and a dimness before his eyes, and like a man sinking un<l(*r 
water, he lost consciousness. 

When he came to himself, Natasha, the very living Natasha, 
whom of all people in the world he most Ionge<l to love with 
that new, j)ure, divine love that hail now hcc^n n‘Vt‘aU‘d to 
him, was on her knees before him. He knew tlial; it was tin* 
real, living Natasha, and did not wonder, hut <init‘tly r<»Joiee<l. 
Natasha, on her kin‘(‘s, in terror, but wilhout nnning (s|n* 
could not have moved), gai^a^l at him, r<‘sl raining her 
Her face was whiU* ami rigid, 'rhen* ofdy a sort <d’ 
quiver in the lowi*r part of it. 

Prince Audrey drew a sigh of relief, sudled, and held out 
his hand. 

^ You ? he said, ^ What Jiappiness ! " 

With a swift but cireuiuspect movenieni, Natasha eanio 
nearer, still kneeling, an< I earefnlly taking Ids hand she Ix'iit 
her face over it and began kissing it, softly touehing it with 
her lips. 

‘Forgive me!’’ she said in a wIusjht, lifting her l*ead amt 
glancing at him. ‘ Forgive* me ! ’ 

‘I love you, \said Prince Audrey. 

‘Forgive . , 

‘ Forgive what?’ asked Prince Amlrey. 

‘Forgive me lor what I di , , , id," NaLasIm imn mured in 
a hardly audible, I)roki‘n whisp<*r, and ag.'iin and again -^h** 
softly put her lips to his hand, 

*I love thee more, bett(‘r than before,' said Prince An<lre\. 
lifting her face with his hand so that he eould look into 
her eyes, 

Thos<s eyes, swimming with happy femxga/ed at hitn with 
timid commiseratiofi and joyful love. Natasha's thin, pale 
face, with its swollen lips, was iimre tlian ugly it lotAed 
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terrible. But rrince Audrey did not see her face, he saw 
the shining eyes, which were beautiful. They heard talk 
behind them. 

Pyotr, the viUet, by now wide awake, had waked up the 
doctor. Timohin, who had not slept all night for the pain 
in his leg, had been long watching all that was happening, 
and huddled up on his bench, carefully wrapj>iiig his bare 
person up in the sheet. 

‘ Why, what’s this?’ said the doctor, gelling up from his 
bed on the floor. ‘ Kindly retire, mailain.’ 

At that moment there was a knock at the door ; a maid had 
been sent by the countess in search of her daughter. 

lake a sleep-walker awakened in ihe midst of her trance, 
Natasha walked out, of the room, and getting back to her 
hut, sank sobbing on her bed. 

l''roin that day at all the halts and resting-jdaccs on the re- 
mainder of the Rostovs’ journey, Natasha never left Bolkonsky's 
side, and the <lo(itor was forced to admit that he had not 
e.Kpected from a young girl so much fortitude, nor skill in 
nursing a wounded man. 

Terrible as it w«is to the countess to think that Prince 
Andrcy might (and veiy probaldy, too, from what the doctor 
said) die on the. road in her daugh tier’s arms, she couhi not 
resist Natasha. Although with the rcmswal of affecUonate 
relations between Prince Andrcy and Natasha the idea di<l 
ocKuir that in ausc he recovered their ohi cng.agemcnt would 
ho renewed, no one —least of all NaUusha and I’rlnce Aiufrey 
— spoke of this. 'Phe unsetlkal (|uchtion of life and <h'afh 
hanging, not only oven’ Prince Audrey, hul, over all Russia, 
shut off all other considcrat ions. 


xxxni 

PiKiuiK waked uj) late on the Brd of St'ptemlKw. Ills head 
ached, the clothes in which he had slept without imdreHsing 
fretted his body, and he had a vague souse in his htjurt of 
something shameful ho had done the evening htdowj. That 
somothing slwunefnl was his talk with CapRiin Ramlialle, 

His watch told him it was ehiven, Inil; it Msmied a partieu- 
vot.. lit. I 
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larly dull day. Pierre stood up, rubbed his eyes, and see- 
ing the pistol with its engraved stock — Gerasim had ])ut it 
back on the writing-table — Pierre remembered where lie was 
and what was in store for him that day. 

‘Am I not too late already Pierre wondered. 

No, probably he would not make his entry into Moscow 
before twelve o’clock, Pierre did not allow himself h> reflect 
on what lay before him, but made haste to act, 

Setting Ids clothes to rights, Pierre took up the pistol and 
was about to set off. But then for the first time it <>c<‘urr(‘d 
to him to wonder how, if not in his hand, ho was to trarry Ihtf 
weapon in the street. Even under his full coat it, would he 
hard to conceal a big jiistol. It could not be* put in his sash, 
nor under his arm, without being nohiceabi(‘. MonuivtT, the 
pistol was now uiiload<*d, and Pierre could not succe<^d in 
reloading it in time. ‘'Phe dagger will do as well,’ Pierre 
said to himself; though, in consi(li*ring hc»\v lie should carry 
out his design, he luul more than <iuee decid(‘d ihal I he gri'at 
mistake made by the student in 1H()9 was l.hal he had Iried to 
kill Napoleon with a dagg<T. But Piern^’s i‘hief aim seeimal 
to be, not so much to succeed in his project, as to pn>\e lo 
himself that he was not renoimciug his design, Iml, was dtdng 
everything to carry it out. Pierre hurriedly look Uu* blunt, 
notched daggtsr in a green seahhard, ivldefi In* had Imuglil, 
togoUier with thcf pistol, at tiny Suharev 'Power, and hid it 
under his waistcoat. 

Tying the sash round his pcvisanPs coat, and pulling bis 
cap forward, Pierre walked along the c<»rridor, trying l.o avoid 
making a noise and m(*eting the captain, and slipped out inh» 
llie street. 

The fire, at which he had gax<*d so indiirert*nf ly fla* (*vening 
before, had sensibly incnsised during I he inght. * Moscow was 
on lire at various points. There wc*re fires at ihe same lime 
in Carriage Row, Zamoskvorvefehe, tin* Bawiar, and Povm>ky, 
and the timb(*r market near Donigomilov bridgt* and the 
barges in tlu^ river Moskva were in a hla/.e, 

Pierre’s way lay across a sale ,sln*ef fo Povarsky, and from 
there Arbaty to the ciifiju*! of Nikola Vavlenny, where 
hes hf4.d long before in his fancy fi^ed on the spot at witicli 
the deed ought to be done, iVIost of the itousen had their 
gates and shuttm cIohchI. •'Phe streets and luiies w<*re 
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deserted; there was a smell of burning and smoke in the 
air. Now and tiien he met Russians with uneasy and timid 
faces, and Frenchmen witli a look of the camp about them, 
walking in the middle of the road. Roth looked at Pierre 
with surprise. Apart from his great height nn<l stoutneas, 
and the look of gloomy concentnitioii and suffering in his 
face and whole figure, Russians stared at Pierre because 
they could not make out to what class he belonged. French- 
men looked after him with surprise, because, while all other 
Russians stared timidly and impiisitively at them, Pierre 
walked by without noticing them. At the gates of a 
house, three Frenchmen, dis]>uting about something with some 
Russians, who did nut understand their meaning, stopped 
Pierre to ask whether he knew hVeiich. 

Pierre shook his head and walkcsl on. In anotluir lane a 
sentinel, on guard by a green caisson, shouted at him, and it 
was only at the repetition of his menacing shout, and the 
sound of his picking up his gun, that Pierret grasped that he 
ought to have posswl the street on the other sitlc. He heard 
and sfiw nothing around him. With haste and horror he bore 
within him his intention ns something stninge and fearful to 
him, fearing — from the experience of the previous night- to 
lose it. Rut Pierre wjis not desthiecl to cjirry his design in 
safety to the spot to which he was heiidiiig hi's Hte|>». More- 
over, if he had not been detained on the road, his design could 
not have been carried out, lanwise Napoleon had four hours 
earlier left the Dorogoniihiv suhiirh, ami eross(‘d Arhatv to 
the Kreinlin; and he was by tlam silling in the royal stmfy in 
the Kre’miin (lalaee in the gloomiest leini)er, giving eireiim- 
stantial orders for immediately extinguishing the fires, pre- 
venting pillage, and reassuring the inhabitants. Rut I’ierre 
knew nothing of that; entirely cngrossetl in what lay he/ore 
him, he was sufl'ering tlie anguish men suffer when they {lersist 
in undertaking a task impossitile for them — not h'om its 
inherent difficulties, but from its incompatibility with their 
own natune. He was torturc<l hy the <lread that he woultl lie 
weak at the decisive moment, and so would lose his respect, 
for himself. 

^ Though he saw and hoard nothing around him, he instinc- 
tively found his way, and took the right turning to reach 
Povarsky. 
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As Pierre got nearer to Povarsky Street, the smoke grew 
thicker and thicker, and the air was positively warm from the 
heat of the conflagration. Tongues of flame shot up here and 
tliere behind the house-tops. He met more people in the 
streets, and these people were in great excitement. But 
though Pierre felt tliat something unusual was haj)pening 
around him, he did not grasp the fact that lie was getting near 
the tire. As he walked along a path, across the large open 
space adjoining on one side Povarsky Street, and on tin' other 
side the gardens of Prince Gruzinsky, Pierre sucUIcnIy heard 
close by him the sound of a woman, crying desperately. He 
stood still, as though awakened from a dream, and raised his 
head. 

On the dried-up, dusty grass on one side of the path lay 
heaps of household l>el()ngings piled up : fi'ather-l)eds, a 
samovar, holy images, and boxes. On the ground, near 
the boxes, .sat a thin woman, no long(*r young, with long, 
projecting front teeth, <lressed in a blat^.k cloak an<l cap. 
This woman was weeping violently, swaying to and fro, and 
muttering something. Two little girls,*^ from ten U> Iwidve 
years old, dressed in dirty, short frocks and cloaks were giizing 
at their mother, with an expres.sion of sluj)efacUon on t heir pale, 
frighten(‘d faces. A little boy of Hevcrj,iT» a coat, and a nuge 
cap, obviously not his own, was crying in an old nurse’s arms. 
A barc-leggcd, dirty servant-girl was sitting on a <‘hcst; she 
had let down her flaxen hair, and was pulling out tlu* singed 
hairs, snifling at them. The husband, a short, stooping man, 
in a uniform, with little, wheel-shaped whiskc‘r«, and .smooth 
locks of hair, peeping out frotn under liis cap, which was stiiek 
erect on his head, was moving the chests from under one 
another with an immovable face, dragging garments of some 
sorb from under them. 

The woman almost flmig lu»rs<»lf at Pierre’s f<‘ci as sotm as 
she saw him. 

‘Merciful heavens, good (’hrislian folk, save na», help me, 
kind sir! . . . somebody, helj) me,’ sl»e articulated through 
her sobs, ‘My little girl! . . . My daughter ! . . . My 
youngest girl left behind! . . . She’s burn I! Oo , , . er! 
What a fate I have nursed thee for . . . Ooo ! ’ 

‘ Hush, Marya Nikolaevna,^ the husband said in a low voice 
to his wife, evidently only to justify himself before an outhiiler. 
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‘ Sister must have taken lier, nothing else can have happened 
to her ! ’ he added. 

‘ Monster, miscreant ! ’ the woman screeched furiously, her 
tears suddenly ceasing. ‘ There is no heart in you, you have 
no feeling for your own child. Any other man would have 
rescued her from the lire. But he is a monster, not a man, 
not a father. You are a noble man,’ the woman turned to 
Bierrc sobbing and t/ilking raj)idly* ‘ Hie row was <m (ire — 
they rushed in to toll us. "J'he girl screame<! : h'ire ! AVc rushed 
to get our things out. Just as we were, we escaped. . . .This 
is all we couhl snatch up . , . the l)!esse(I images, we look 
at the children, and the l)ed that was my dowry, and all the 
rest is lost. Katitchka’s missing. Ooo! () Lord! . . and 
again she broke into s(j1)s. ^ My darling baj)e ! burnt ! burnt! 

‘But where, where was she left.?'’ said IMerre. 

From the expression of his interesletl faee, tlie woman saw 
that this man might help Jier. 

‘Good, kind sir!’ she screamed, clutching at his legs. 
* Benefactor, set my h(‘art at n»st anyway . . . Aniska, go, 
you slut, show the way, ’she bawled to the servant-girl, o[)ening 
her mouth \\ide in her anger, and displaying her long teeth 
more than ever. 

‘Show the way, show^ me, I ... I ... I’ll do somclhing,’* 
Pierre gasped hurriedly. 

The dirty servant-girl came out from behind the box, put 
up her hair, and sighing, walked on in front along the path 
with her coarse, bare fi*et. 

Pierre felt as Ibough he had suddenly come back to life after 
a heavy swoon, lie drew his h(*«ul uj), his eyes began to shine 
with the light of life, and with rapid steps ho followed the 
girl, overtook her, and wont int<» Povarsky Street, The whole 
street was full of clouds of black smoke. Tongues of flame 
shot up here and tIuTe out of these cIolkIh. A great crowd 
had gathered in front of the fire. In the middle of the street 
stooa a French general, saying something to those almut him, 
Pierre, accompanied by tlic servant-girl, was approaching the 
place where the French general stood ; but the h rencli soldiers 
stopped him. 

‘Can’t pass,’ a voice shouted to him, 

‘This way, master,’ bawled the girl; ‘wc’ll cut acnw 
NikoUny by the lane,’ 
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Pien*e turned back, breaking into a run now and then to 
keep pace with her. The girl ran across the .street, turned 
into a lane on the left, and passing three houses, turned in at 
a gate on the right. 

‘It’s just here,’ she said, and running across a yard, she 
opened a little gate in a paling-fence, and slopi)ing short, 
pointed out to rierre a small wooden lodge, which was blazing 
away brightly. One side of it had fallen in, the other was on 
fire, and flames peeped out at the window-holes and undcu* the 
roof. 

As Pierre went in at the little gate, he felt the rush of heal, 
and involuntarily stopj^ed short. 

‘Which, which is your house he asked. 

‘Oooh!’ wailed the servant-girl, pointing to the lodge*. 
‘That’s it, that same was our lodging. Sure, you’re burnt 
to (loath, our treasure, Katitchku, my precious little missy, 
ooh!’ wailed Aniska, at tlie sight of the fire feeling the 
necessity of giving expression to her feelings l,oo. 

Pierre darted uj) to the lodge, hut the heat was so great 
that he could not help describing a curve round it, and 
found himself close to a big hou.se, which was as yet only ou 
fire on one side, at the roof. A group of Frctnch soldi(*r.H were 
swarming round it. Pierre could not at first maki* out wdiat 
these Prenchmen were about, dragging .something out <»f the 
house. But .seeing a Fnmch soldier in front of him heating a 
peasant with a blunt cutla.s8, and taking from him a fur-lincd 
coat, Pierre became vaguely aware that pillaging was going on 
here — but he had no time to dwell on the idea. 

The sound of the rumble and crash of falling walls and 
ings ; the roar and hiss of the flames, and the excited shouts of 
the crowd ; the sight of the hovering clouds of smoke — here fold- 
ing over into black nias.ses, there drawing out and lighted uj> 
by gleaming sparks ; and the flames — here like a thick red sheaf, 
and there creeping like golden fish-scales over lh(‘ walls; the 
sense of the heat and smoke and rapidity (»f movement, all pro- 
duced on IMerre the usual stimulating (dletd. <»f a eonflagmlion. 
That cfiect was particularly strong on I.Merrt*, hccauM? all at 
once, at the sight of the fire, lie fell himself set free from the 
ideas weighing upon him. lie felt young, gay, ready, and 
resolute. He ran round the lodge on the siclc of the house, 
and was about to run into that part which was slill standing, 
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when he heard several voices shouting immediately above his 
head, followed by the cnash and bang of something heavy fall- 
ing close by. 

Pierre looked round, and saw at the windows of the house 
some French soldiers, who had just dropped out a drawer of a 
chest, iilled with some metallic objects. Some more Fi’ench 
soldiers standing below went up to the dravicr. 

'Well, what does that fellow want?’’ one of the French 
soldiers sliouled, referring to Pierre. 

‘A child in the house. Ilaveidl you seen a child?’ said 
Pierre. 

' Whal’s the fellow singing ? Gel along, do !’ sliouted voices; 
and one of the soldiers, evitlenlly afraicl Pierre might lake it 
into his head to snatch the silver and bronzes from them, 
pounced on him in a menaeing fashion. 

'A child?’ shouted a Frenchman from abo\e. 'I did hear 
something crying in the garden. I'erhaps it’s the fellow’s 
brat* Must l)e humatie, you know.’ 

‘Where is it?’ asked IMerre, 

‘"rjiis way!’ the French soldier sliouletl to him from the 
wiiulow pointing to the gardtui l>t‘lnud the house*. " Wail, I ’ll 
conu* down.’ 

And in a minute the 1‘Venchman, a l>lnek-eyed iellow, with 
a patch on his cheek, in his shirt-sleeves, did in fact jump out 
of a window on the ground floor, and slapping Pierrc^ on the 
shoulder, he ran with him to the ganh*n* ‘ Alake hast;*, you 
fellows,’ he shouted to his eomriules, "it's beginning (o get 
liot.’ Running behiml the house to a sanded path, the Fi'i‘neh- 
nmn pulled l^ierre by the arm, and poiul(*(l out to him a circular 
space* Under a gard<‘n seat lay a girl of thw't* years old, in a 
pink frock. 

‘ Here ’s your hraU Ah, a little girl. So much Liie better,’ 
said the Frenchman. ‘ Good-bye, Must be hmnane, we arc 
aU mortal, you know’; and the Freuchmau, with the patch on 
his cheek, ran back to bis comrades. 

Pierre, breathless with joy, ran up to the child, and would 
Ijave tiiken her in his arms. But seeing a stranger, the litUe 
girl — a scrofulous-looking, unattractive child, very like her 
mother — screamed and rati away, Pierre caught her, however, 
and lifted her up in his arms; she squealed in desperate furVt 
and tried to tear lierself out of Pierre’s arms with her little 
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hands, and to bite him with her dirty, dril)])liu{{ mouth. 
Pierre had a sense of horror and disgust, such as he had iclt at 
contact with some little beast, lint he made an c^flbrt to 
overcome it, and not to drop the child, and ran Nvith it back 
to the big house. By now, liowever, it was impossible to get 
back by the same way ; tlic scrvant-girl, Aniska, was nowhere 
to be seen, and with a feeling of pity and loathing, lM<Tre lu‘ld 
close to him, as tenderly as he could, the piteously howling, 
and sopping w^ct baby, and ran across the garden to st‘(*k some 
other way out. 


XXXIV 

Wjikn Pierre, aft(M' rminiiig across courtvnrds and l)y-luiies, got 
back with his bunhsi to Prince (Jruy-iii.sky''s gjinkm, a.t llu* 
corner of Povarsky, ht‘ did not for tin* lirst moment nrr^guiM* 
the place from wliieh he had s(‘l out lo look for th<‘ bal^y : ii 
was so pa<?ked with p(*ople and goods, draggi‘d out of llu‘ 

Besides the llussian families with fheir ly(»longings Kavt*«l from 
the lire, there were a good many French soldiers here tot) in 
various uniforms. Pierre took no notice of them. 1I<‘ was 
in haste to find tin* family, and to reston* I lie child t,o ils 
mother, sous to hu abh* to go back and save some one else. 
It seemed to Pierre Uuit he liad a gnsit dt'al more t<* do, 
and lo do tjniekly. Warmed up by tiie lieat and running, 
Pierre felt even more strongly at that minute the senst* <»f 
youth, eagorness, and resolution, whieh had etnne upon him 
when he was running lo save the i)aby. 

The child was tpiiot now, and clinging to Pierre's ctial willi 
her little hands, she sat on his arm, and looked alxiut Ikt like 
a little, wild beast. I'ierre ghuu‘e<l at lier now and then, and 
smiled slightly. lie fancied he saw something louehingly 
innocent in tin* frighUuied, sickly little fmv*. 

Neither tlie odie.ial nor his wife were in tin* nhice where Im 
had left them. With rapid steps, Pierre walked at>oul among 
the crowd, scanning tin* differenl fact's lu* came He 

could not help noticing a Georgian or Armenian family, 
consisting of a very old man, of a hamlsome Oriental east of 
face, dressed in a new cloth-faced slu'epskin and new boots ; 
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an old woman of a similar type; and a young woman. The 
latter — a very young woman — struck i^icrre as a perfect 
example of Oriental beauty, with her sharply marked, arched, 
black eyebrows, her extraordinarily soft, bright colour and 
beautiful, expressionless, oval face. Among the goods flung 
down in the crowd in the gniss space, in her rich sal.in mantle, 
and the bright lilac kerchief on her head, she suggested a tender, 
troj)ical plant, thrown down in the snow. She was silting on 
the baggage a little behind the old woman, and her big, black, 
long-shapcti eyes, with their long lashes, were fixed immovably 
on the ground. Evidently slui was aware of her beauty, and 
fearful because of it. Her face struck Piems and in his haste 
he looked round at her several limes as he passed along by 
the fence. Reaching the fence, and still failing to find the 
people he was looking for, Pierre stood still and looked round* 
Pierre’s figure was more remarkable than ever now with the 
baby in his arms, and s(‘veral Russians, both men and women, 
gathered about him. 

‘'Have you lost some one, good sir? Are you agiMjUenian 
yourself, or N\h«il ? Whose baby is it?" Ihey aske<l him, 

Pierre answered I hat tlu‘ bnl)v belong* *( I’ to a woman in a 
black mantle, who had been silting at this spot w^ilh her 
children; ami asked wlndher any out* Kiu‘w her, and wliere 
she had gone. 

‘ Why, it must W the Anferovs," said an old deacon 
addressing a pock-marked peasant woman, ‘ Lord, have* mercy 
on us! I-iord, have mercy on us!" he added, in his professional 
bass, 

*''J"he Atderovs," said llu* woman, ** Why, the Anferovs 
have been gone since <*arly ibis morning, It will either l>c 
Marya NikoIaevna^s or IvanovaV" 

‘ lie says a woman, and Marya Nikolaevna V n huly," said a 
house-serf* 

‘You know her, then ; a I bin woman — long teeth,'’ said Pierre* 
‘To bo sure, Marya Nikolaevna* ^Fhey moved off into the 
garden as soon as these wolves pounceil down on us,'* said the 
woman, indicating the l’’rcnch soldiers, 

‘ 0 Lord, have mercy on imP the deacon nd<U*d again* 

‘You go on yonder, they are there* It"s she, for stire* 
She was <jaite beside herself with crying,’ said the 
again* * It’s slie. Here, this way.’ 
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But Pierre was not heeding the woman. For several seconds 
he had been gazing inbcntly at what was passing a few j)aces 
from him. He was looking at the Armenian family aiul two 
French soldiers, who had approached them. One of thcs(» 
soldiers, a nimble, little man, was dressed in a blue coat, with 
a cord tied round for a belt. He had a nightcap on his head, 
and his feet were bare. Another, whose appearance struck 
Pierre particularly, was a long, x’omid-shouhmrt'd, fair-haired, 
thin man, with jxondcrous movements and an idiotic expression 
of face. lie was dressed in a frieze tunic, hhu* trousei-s and 
big, torn, high boots. The little barefooted l‘'renchman in 
the blue coat, on going up to the Arnienhms, said something, 
and at once Look liold of the old nuiifs h‘gs, and tin* old man 
began immediately in Imste ])iilli!ig off his boots. 'I'lie ollwr 
soldier in the tunic slop[)cd facing th<‘ biviulifiil Armenian 
girl, witli his hands in his pockels, and stared at her without 
speaking or unoving. 

^ Take it, lake tin* child, \said handing the child to 

the jieaaant woman, and speaking with peremptory haste, 
^ You give her to them, you take her,’ he almost shouted to 
the woman, setting the Wrciuniiig child on the ground, and 
looking round again at the Frenchmen aiul the Armenian 
family. The old man was l»y now sit ting barefoot. The little 
Frenchman had just taken tlu*secon<l boot from him, ami was 
slapping the boots together. 'I'he old man was saying some- 
thing with a sob, but all that Pierre only sa^v in* a passing 
glimpse, Ilis wholi^ attention was absorb(‘<l by tin* Freueh 
man in the tunic, who had meanwliil(% with* a deliberatiS 
swinging gait, moved up to ilie young woman, and taking his 
hands out of his pockets, caught' hold of lier n(‘ck. 

The beautiful Armenian still sat in the same immobile pose, 
with her long lashes drooping, and seemed not tosiM* ami not 
to feci what the soldier was doing to htu\ 

While PicMTo ran the few steps that si'jiaraLtul iiim from 
the Frenchim*!!, the long soldier in the tunic had already torn 
the necklace from the Armenian beauty’s nerk, and the young 
woman, clutching at her neck w’itli both Iiaiids, screamed 
shrilly. 

® Let that woman alone!’ Pierre roam! in a voice hoarse 
with rage, ami seizing the long, slooping noldier by the 
shoulders hc! shoved liim away. The soldier fell <lown, got 
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uj), and ran away. But his comrade, dropping the boots, pulled 
out his sword, and moved up to Pierre in a menacing attitude. 

^ Voyoiis^i pas de hetiscs ! ’ he shouted. 

Pierre was in that transport of frenzy in which lie remem- 
bered nothing, and liis strength was increased tenfold. He 
dashed at the barefoot Frenchman, and before he had time to 
draw his cutlass, he knocked him down, and was pommelling 
him with his fists. Shouts of approval were heard from the 
crowd around, and at the same moment a patrol of French 
Uhlans came riding round the comer. The I Ihhins trotted up 
to Pierre, and the Frencli soldiers surrounded him. IMerre 
had no recollection of what followed. lie remembered that 
he beat somebody, mid W'as beaten, and that in the end he 
found that his hands were lied, that a group of French soldiers 
were standing round him, ransacking his clothes. 

‘Lieutenant, he has a dagger,’ were the first words Pierre 
grasped the meaning of. 

‘ Ah, a weapon,’ said the officer, and he turned to the bare- 
foot soldier, who had been taken willi Pierre. ‘ V^ery good, 
very good; you can tell all your story at the court-martial,’ 
said the olficer. And then Ini turned to Pierre: ‘ Do you know 
French?’ 

Pierre looked about him with bloodshot ewes, and made no 
reply. Pj’obabl)^ his face lookifd very terril>re; for the officer 
said something in a whisper, and four more Uhlans left tlic 
rest, iuid stationed them«<*lv(*s Ih)IIi sides of Pi(»rre. 

‘bo you speak French?’ the oflleer, keeping his distance, 
repeated the <|uestion. ‘(’all the inlerpreha',’ I'Vom the 
ranks a little man came forward, in a Itussian civilmn 
(Iresa. Pierre, from his <lreHs and speech, nl onc<‘ recognised 
in him a French shopman from some Moscow shop. 

‘ He doesn’t look like a common man,’ sai«l the interpreter, 
scanning IMerrc. 

‘ Oh, oh, he looks very like an incendiary,’ said the officer. 
‘ Ask him who he is,’ he added. 

‘Who arc you?’ asked the interpreter in his Frenchified 
Russian. ‘ You must answer the officer,’ 

‘ I will not my who I am.^ I am your prisoner. I’akc me 
away,’ Pierre said suddenly in French, 

‘Ah! ah!’ commented the officer, knitting his brows; 
‘ well, march then !’ 
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A crowd had gathered around the Uhlans. Nearest of all 
to Pierre stood the pock-marked peasant woman with the child. 
When the patrol was moving, she stepped forward : 

^Why, where are they taking you, my good soul?** she 
said- ‘ The child I what am I to do with the child if it’s not 
theirs ? ’ she cried, 

‘What does she want, this woman?’ asked the oflicer, 

Pierre was like a drunken man. His excitouient w’as in- 
creased at the sight of the little girl he had saved. 

‘What does she want?’ he said. ‘She is carrying inv 
daughter, whom 1 have just saved from the flames,’ he declared. 
‘Good-bye!’ and utterly at a loss to oxj)lttin to himself the 
aimless lie he had just blurted out, he strode along with a 
resolute and solemn step between the Frenchmen. 

The })atrol of Uhlans was one of those that bad b(‘en sent 
out by burosnel’s orders through various str<‘els of Moscow 
to put a stop to pillage, and still more to capture llu‘ incen- 
diaries, who in tlu* g(*neral opinion of the hVench oflieers in 
the higher ranks on that day were causing the fir(*s. Patrol- 
ling several streets, tli<‘ IThfans urn‘sted five mort' suspicious 
characters, a shopkee})er, two divinity studenls, a peasant, and 
a house-serf — all Russians —besidtvs several hVench soldituvs 
engaged in jnllage. Rut of all these siisj)icious characters, 
Pierre seemed to them the most suspicious of all. 

When they had all been brought for the night, to a big 
house on IZubovsky rampart, which had been fixed upon as a 
guardhouse, JMerre was put ajiart from iho rest under strict 
guard* 
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I 

In the higher circles in I'etorsbnrg the intricate conflict ])e- 
twcen the ]>artio.s of Kuuiyautsev, of the French, of Mariya 
Fyodorovna, of the 'rsarevitch, and the rest was going on all 
this time with more heat than ever, drowned, as always, the 
bumng of the court drones. Hut the easy, luxurious hfe of 
I’etersburg, troubled only about phantasms, the reflection of 
life, went on its old way; and the course of that life made it a 
diilicult task to believe in the danger and the difliciilt position 
of the Russian people. 'I'here were the same levees and balls, 
the .sjiino Frcmcli theatre, the same court interests, the same 
interests and intrigues in the govt*rn merit service. It was only 
in the, very highest circles that eflbrls were made to rt'eollect 
the difficulty of the real {losition. 'I'here was wliisfiercd gossip 
of how the two Kmpresscs hiul acted in opposition to one 
another in thesci diflicult circumslanct's. 'l'lu‘ Kmpress Mariya 
I'’yo(Iorovna, anxious for the welfare of the benevolent and 
educational institutions under her patronage, had arrange- 
merits made for Uu> removal of all the institutes U> Kaxan, and 
all the helongings of these establishnumts were alreiuly packed. 
The Kmpress Klixavela Alexyevna on being asked what com- 
mands she was graciously ploased to give, had been pleased 
to reply that in regard to stale matl.ers she could give no 
commands, since that was all in the 'I'sar's hands; as far as 
she personally was concerned, she had graciously declared, with 
her characteristic Russian patriotism, that she wouht be the 
last to leave Petersburg. 

On the i 26 th of August, the very day of the battle of 
Dorodino, there was a soirt'c at Anna Pavlovna's, the chief 
attraction of which was to lie the reading of the M«tro|>oUt«it'e 
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letter, written on the occasion of his sending to the Tsar the 
holy picture of Saint Sergey. This letter was looked upon as 
a model of patriotic ecclesiastical eloquence. It was to be 
read by Prince Vassily himself, who was famed for his line 
elocution. (He used even to read aloud in the Emprt‘ss''s 
drawing-room.) The beauty of his elocution was supposed to 
lie in the loud, resonant voice, varying between a despairing 
howl and a tender whine, in which he rolled oil* the words 
quite independently of the sense, so that a howl ft^ll on one 
word and a whine on othei’s quite at random. This reading, 
as was always the case with Anna riivlovna\s onterlainincnls, 
had a political significance. She was expecting at this soirei* 
several imjiortant personages who M'oro to b(‘ ma(l(^ to led 
ashamed of patronising the French theatre, and to be roused 
to patriotic fervour. A good many people had already 
arrived, but Anna Pavlovna did tint y(‘t vst‘(j those ]>(Tsons 
whose presence in her drawing-room was n<*e(»s$nry, and she 
was therefore starting general topics of eon ven'sa lion befbr<* 
proceeding to the reading. 

The news of the day in Petersburg was lln^ illness of 
Countess Ikzuhov. The countess had l)ei‘n takc^n ill a few 
days previously; she had missed several ent<Ttainnienls, of 
which she was usually the ornament, nn<l it was said tlmi .slie 
was seeing no one, ami that instea<l of the celebrated INdors- 
burg pliysicians, wlio usually attended lier, slu‘ had put; herself 
into the hands of some Italian doctor, who was treating her 
on some new and extraordinary method. 

Everybody was very well aware that tin* ebarming countess's 
illness was due to inconvenienees arising from marrying two 
husbands at onec, and that the Italian doctor's treatment 
consisted in the removal of such ineonveni(‘nee. Hut in tin* 
presence of Anna Pavlovna no one v<'nlur(»d to think alxiut 
that view of th<» <|mfstu>n, or c»ven, as it were, (<» know wlwil 
they (lid know about it. 

*Tbcy say tin* poor (Countess is very ill. 'I'he doctor .says it 
is mifflim jmiom,'' 

^An^lne? Oh, that's a terrible illness.' 

^The-jr say the rivals are recondle-d, thanks lo llm 
. • The word anginc was rejieated with great relish. 

*I am told the old (toimt is touching. He cried like a 
child when the doctor told him tliere was clang<‘r.' 
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‘Oh, it would be a terrible loss. She is a fascinating 
woman.’ 

‘You speak of the poor countess,’ said Anna Pavlovna, 
coming up. ‘ I sent to inquire after her. I was told she was 
going on better. Oh, no doubt of it, she is the most charming 
woman in the world,’ said Anna Pavlovna, with a smile at her 
own entlmsiasin. ‘ We belong to different camps, but that 
does not prevent me from ajjpreciating her as she deserves. 
She is very unhappy,’ added xVuna Pavlovna. 

Supposing that by those last words Anna Pavlovna had 
slightly lifted the veil of mystery that hung over the countess’s 
illness, one unwary young man permitted himself to express 
surprise that no well-known doctor had been called in, and 
that the countess should be treated by a charlatan, who might 
make use of dangerous remedies. 

‘ Your information may bc! hettesr than mine,’ cried Anna 
Pavlovna, falling upon the inexperienced youth with sudden 
viciousuess, ‘but 1 have it on good authority that this doctor 
is a very learned and skilful man. Tic is the private physician 
of the Queen of Spain.’ 

And having thus aiiuihilaled the young man, Anna Pav- 
lovna turned to liililiiii, who was talking iit another group 
about the Austrians, and had his foreliead puckered up in 
wrinkles in readiness to utter iin mnl, 

‘I think it is charming!’ ho was sjiviug of the diplomatic 
note which luul been sent to Vienna with the Austrian flags 
taken by Wittgenstein, ’•k hvros dc Pi tropol,' as he was called 
at Petersburg. 

‘ What? what was it? ’ Anna Pavlovna imitiired, creating a 
silence fur the viot to bc hear<l, though she luui in fact heanl 
it before. 

Atid ITilibiu repeated the precise wonis of the diplomatic 
despateh he had composed. 

‘The Emperor sends baek the Austrian flags,’ said Bilibin; 
‘drajmvse amit et ffptrh tpCil a trnuvh hors dr la rtmte, 
Bilibin concluded, letting the wrinkles run offliis forehead. 

‘ Charming, charming ! ’ sai;l Prim*e yasaily. 

‘The road to Warsaw, perlmps,* Prince lj>polit said loudly, 
to the general surprise. Kverp^body Iookc<T at him, at a loss 
to guess what he meant. Pniic<i Ippolit, too, looked about 
him with light-hearted wonder. He had no more notion tbati 
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other people what was meant by his words. In the course of 
his diplomatic career he had more than once noticed that 
words suddenly uttered in that way were accepted as hif^hly 
diverting, and on every occasion he uttered in that way the 
first words that chanced to come to his tongue. ^ May be, it 
will come out all right,’ he thought, ‘and if it doesifl, they 
will know how to give some turn to it.’ And the awkward 
silence that reigned was in fact broken by the (*nLrance of the 
personage of defective patriotism whom Anna Pavlovna was 
waiting for to convert Lo a better mind ; and smiling, and 
shaking her finger at Prince Ippolit, she summoned IVince 
Vassily to the tabic, and setting two candles and a manuscript 
before him, she begged him to begin, 'riiere was a g<‘nenil hush. 

^Most high and gracious Kmperor and 'rsar!’ Princ<‘ Vassily 
bootnecl out sternly, and he looked round at his audience as 
though to in(|uire whether any one had anylhing lo say 
against that. Hut nolxxly said anything, chief capilal 

city, Moscow, the New Jerusalem, rcTcivcs hvr M(»ssiah’— he 
threw a sudden emjjhasis on the ‘/nr * — ‘ ev(m as a mother in 1 he 
embraces of her zealous sons, and Uinmgh ttu^ gatln^riiig <lark« 
ness, foreseeing the dazzling glory of thy dominion, sitigs aloud 
in triumph ; ‘“Hosanna! Blessed he lie that comet h !”’ 

Prince Vassily uttered these last words in a l(*nrful voi(*e, 

Bilibin scrutinised his nails atteutiv(‘ly, and many of Iht* 
audience were visibly cowed, as thougli wondering wfmt I lay 
had done wrong. Anna Pavlovna munnunul the wonls over 
beforehand, m old women whisper the prayin* lo <‘omn at 
communion: ‘Let the base and insolent (loHalh ♦ . she 
whispered. 

Prince Vassily coiiliuuetl : 

‘Let the l)ase and insolent (Jolialli fnnn the Iwu'ders of 
France enc(>mi)asw the realm of Utjssia with tlie horrors of 
death; lowly faith, the sling of the Hussian David, shall smite 
a swift blow at the head of his pride that Ihirstclli for blood. 
This holy image of the most vcmerahle Saint Hergey, of old a 
zealous cluunpion of our country’s welfare, is Imrne to your 
Imperial Majesty. I grieve that my failing si rengtli hinders 
me from the joy of your most gracious proMmee. I'Vrveut 
prayers I am offering up lo Ih'aven, and the Almighty will 
exalt the faithful and fulfil in His mercy the hopes of your 
Majesty.’ 
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‘ Qiwl force! Quel ftt^Ic!"' was murmured in applause of the 
reader and the author. Housed by this appeal, Anna Pav- 
lovna's guests continued for a long while talking of the 
position of the country, and made vaiious surmises as to the 
issue of the battle to be fought in a few days. 

‘ You will see,' said Anna Pavlovna, ‘that to-morrow on the 
Emperor's birthday w'e shall get new's. I have a presentiment 
of something good.’ 


II 

Anna Pavlovka’s presentiment was in fact fuliilled. Next 
day, during the special service at court in honour of the Tsar’s 
birthday, IVince Volkonsky was called out of church and 
receive(l a despatch from 'JVincc Kutuzov. This was the 
despatch Kutuzov had sent olf on the day of the battle from 
Tatarinovo. K u tuzov wrote that the Russians had not retreated 
a single sle|), that the French had lost far moiv than our 
troops, that he was writing off in haste from the held of battle 
befoni ho had time to collect tlu* laU‘st intellig(‘ncc. So it 
Imd been a victory, it appeared. And at once, without 
leaving church, the assembled court ofrtfre<l up thanks to the 
Creator for I Its succour, and for the victory. 

Anna Pavlovna’s presentiment had bei‘n fulfilhfd, and the 
whole morning a mood of joyous festivity pn‘vailcd in the 
town. Every one accci)te(I the victory as a conclusive one, and 
some j)eoj)lo were already beginning to talk of Napoleon’s 
having been taken prisoner, of his de|>osition, and the selection 
of a new sovereign for France* 

At a distanccf from the scene of action and amid the con- 
ditions of court life, it is very difficult for events to ho rcifccted 
in their true force and dimensions. Public events arc involun- 
tarily grouped about some ])rivat(» inci<lcnt. So in this case, 
the courtiers’ re|oicing was as much due to the fact of the news 
of this victory Slaving arrived precisely on the 'Psar’s birthday 
as to the fact of the victory itself. It was like a successfully 
arranged surprise. Kutuzov’s despatches had spoken, too, of 
the Russian losses, and among them had tnentioned the immos 
of Tutchkov, Bagration, and Kutaissov, TIk^ melancholy 
vot. HI. It 
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too, of the event was iiiiconseiouiily in this Petmhiir^ world 
concentrated about a single incident — llie death of Kulaissov. 
Every one knew him, the Tsar liked him, he was yoiiiifif and 
interesting. All niei that day w’ith w^ords : 

^How wonderful it should have Imjipcned so! Just in the 
Te Deiim. Uiit what a loss — Kutaissov ! Ah, wliat a pity ! ’’ 

*What did I toll you about Kutuzov.^' Prince Vassily said 
now with the }>ride of a prophet. ‘I ahvays said he was 
only man capable of coii([ucriiig Napoleon,'* 

ljut next day no innvs came from the annv, and the publi<‘ 
voice began to weaver. 'J'he courtiers suffered agoni(‘s over tin* 
agonies of suspense* which tlu* 'Psar was suflering. 

^ Think of the Kmiieroris position !** llu* eourtiers said ; and 
they no longer sang the jiraises of Kulir/ov as two days Indore, 
hut upl>rai(l<‘d him as the cause of the 'f'saris uiu*asim‘ss that 
day. IVince Vassily no long(»r boast (‘d <»f his ])r(>U‘g<* Kiitu/ov, 
but was mule when the command<‘r-in-ehicf was llu» subject of 
conversation. Moreover, on the (‘vaiiing of that day every- 
thing s(*emc<l to conspire to throw tin* l\d<'ra»burg worhl into 
agitation and umsasiiu'ss: a terrible piece of m'ws came to add 
to their alarnus, (lountess Elcmi Bezuhov died (piitc smldenly 
of the terrible illness which had been so amuMiig in talk abmit. 
At larger gatherings every one repeated Ihe official slory that 
Countess Jlezuhov had dusi of a terrible attack of angina 
pectoris, but in intimate circles people told in iletail how the 
(Jjucen of Spaiifs own medical aUeiulant laul pn'st'rilu-tl \o 
Ellon small doH<?s of a certain drug to bring about certain 
desired results; hut that Ellen, tortured by ihe old conniV 
suspecting her, and hy her hushaiars not having nnswerc<l her 
letter (that unfortunate, dissi|>alcd Pierreh had suddenly taken 
an enormous dose of tin* drug jirescribed, and laad Jlit*d in 
agonies heftnv assislance couhl In* giv<‘n, 'riie story ran that 
Prince Vassily and the old count hml been going to take pro- 
ceedings against tin* Italian; but the latt<*r hatl pmduml 
notes in his possession from tin* unhnpjiy dereasc‘d c)f such a 
character that they had promjdly let hini /r<*. 

(lonverKation centred nnind ihret* melnncholy facts— « the 
Twir’.s state of stispense, the loss of IvutaisMiv, and the death 
ofEllein 

On tin* third day after Kutuzov's desj)ateh, a eouwlry genth*- 
inari arrived in Petersburg from Mosc‘ow% luul the new-s of tlie 
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suiTender of Moscow to llie French was all over the town. This 
was awful ! Think of the position of the Emperor ! Kutuzov 
M^as a traitor, and, during the ‘ visits of condolence’ paid to 
Prince Vassily on the occasion of his claughter^s death, when 
he spoke of Kutuzov, whose praises he had once sung so loudly 
— it was j)ardoiial)le in his grief lo forget what he had saicl 
before — lie said that nothing else was to lie exjiected from 
a lilixid and dissolute old man. 

‘ I only wonder how such a man could possibly be trusted 
with the fate of llussiii.’ 

So long as the news uas not ofllcial, it was still jiossible to 
doubt its truth; but next day the following eominimication 
arrived from C’ouni. UasU)[>tchin : 

‘•Prince Kutuzov’s adjutant has brought me a letter in which 
he asks me to furnish j)ol ice-officers to escort Ihe army to the 
Kyazan road. lie says that he is regretfully abandoning 
Moscow'. Sire! Kutuzov’s action decides the fate of that 
cajiital and of your empire. Russia will shiicider to learn of 
tlu‘ (ibandonmoat of the city, where the greatness of Ilussia is 
centred, where are the ashes of our forefalhers. I am following 
the army. 1 have Inul everything carri(*d away; all that is 
left me is Lo we(‘p over the fate of my eountry,’ 

On receiving this eommunicalion, tlic^ "Vsar sent Prince 
Volkonsky witli the following rescript to Kutuzov : 

MVince Mihail Ilarionovitch ! I have receivi^d no com- 
munication from you since ihe 529lh of .\ugusi. Meanwhile I 
liave rec(‘ivo<l, by >vjiy of Yarosla^l, from the governor of 
IVIoscow tin* melanclioly intelligence that you have decided 
with the nrmy lo aliandon Moscow', You* can imagine the 
(dlect t.liis news has had upon me, and your silence redoul>lcs 
my astonishment, I am sending herewith Staff-Cliwieral Prince 
Volkonsky, lo ascertain from you the position of the army and 
of the causes that hav(' led you to so melancholy a decision.’ 


in 

Nin’k days after the abandoninonl of Moscow', a courier from 
Kutuzov* reached Petersburg with the official news of th« sur- 
render of Moscow. This courier was a Frenchman, Michatid, 
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who did not know llussian, yet was, M-hoiif^h a foreigner, 
lluHsian in heart and soul,’ as he used to say of himself. 

The Tsar at once received the messenger in his study in the 
palace of Kainenny island. Michaud, who had never seen 
Moscow before the campaign, and did not know a word of 
llussian, yet felt dee|)!y moved when ho came before ‘ )wtr€ irh 
grackitnX^ soiixwrain ’’ (as lie wrote) with the news of the l)urning 
of Moscow, whose ilames illumined his route, 

Tliough the source of M. Michaud’s sorrow must indeed have 
been different from that to which the grief of llussian j>eoplt* 
was due, Michaud had such a melancholy face when he was 
shown into the Tsar’s study that the Tsar asked him at once: 

‘ Do you liring me sad news, colonel r"' 

* Very sad, sire, the surrender of Moscow,’ answered Michaud, 
casting his eyes <lown with a sigh, 

‘(Ian they have surrendered iny ancient eajuial without a 
battle.^’ the Tsar asked <|uickly, suddenly (lushing. 

Michaud respectfully gave lh(‘ messagt* he had been com- 
manclcd to give from Kutuzov, lliat is, that there was no possi- 
bility of fighting before Moscow, and that sc'cing there wus no 
chance but either to lose the army and Moscow or to los<* 
Moscow alone, tin? commauder-in-chief had been obliged to 
choose th(i latter. 

The Tsar listened without a word, not looking at Michaud, 

‘ Has the enemy entered the city Ins asked. 

‘ Yes, sire, and by now the city is in ashes. I left it all in 
flames,’ said Michaud resolutely; hut glancing at tlie Tsar, 
Michaud was horrified at what he had <lonc*, 'I’ho Tmxr was 
breathing hard and rapidly, his lower Ii|i was IwUeljing, and 
his fine l>lue eyes wer<»fora moment w(d, with tears. 

Hut tliat la.sU*d (udy a nmimmt, ^I'he 'Isar suthlenly frowned, 
as though vexed with himself for his own weakness; and rai%- 
ing his h(*ad, he addressed Michaial in a firm voice : 

see, colonel, from all that is liafipening lo us thnl IWi- 
demxi re<|inre.s gr<‘af; sa<Ti(ices of us, 1 am nearly to siiliinit to 
His will in everytliing ; but tell nns Michaud, how dul you 
leave the army, s<‘eing my auciiuiL <‘/ipilal thus abandcmctl 
without striking a blow ? Did you not perctdve diseourage- 
meiit?'* 

Seeing that his most gracious sovereign had regained his 
composure, Michaud too regained his ; but to the TsarV direct 
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question of a matter of fact which called for a direct answer, 
he had not yet an answer ready. 

‘Sire, will you permit me to speak frankly, as a loyal 
soldier P’ he said, to gain time, 

‘ Colonel, I always expect it,' said the Tsar. ‘ Hide nothing 
from me ; I want to know absolutely how it is,** 

‘Sire!’ said Michaud, with a delicate, scarcely perceptible 
smile on his lips, as he had now iiad time to prepare his answer 
in the form of a light and rcs})ectful j>lay of words, ‘ Sire! I 
left the whole army, from the commanders to the lowest soldier 
without exception, in extreme, in desperate terror.’ 

‘How so?’ the Tsar interrupted, frowning sternly. ‘My 
Russians let themsclives be <‘ast down by misfortune ? , , . 
Never . . 

This was just what Michaud was wailing for to got in his 
phrases. 

‘Sire,’ he said, with a respectful playfulness of expression, 
‘ they fear only that your Majesty through goodness of 
heart may let yourself be persuaded* to make pcHC(». They 
burn to fight,’ sai<l the ]>lempoteMliary of the Ilnssian people, 
‘and to prove to your Maji\sly by the saerilioe of their lives 
how devoted they ar(» . . 

‘All!’ said tlie Tsar, reassured, slapping Michaud on the 
shoulder, with a friendly light in his eyes. ‘ You tran({uillisc 
me, colonel , , * 

The Tsar looked down, and for some* time he was silent. 
‘ Well, go hack to the army,’ lu^said, drawing himself up to his 
full luaght and ^^iUl a giaiial ami inaj(\stic gesture addressing 
Michaud, ‘and tell our brave fellows^ tell all my good subjects 
wherever you go, tiiat wImmi I have not a soldier left, I will put 
mys<ilf at the head of my dear nobility, of my goo<l peasants, and 
so use the last resources of my <‘mpin». It offiTs me bIiII more 
than my enemies siqipose,’ said the ^Psar, more and more stirred. 

‘ But if it should be written in the decrees of divine Providence,’ 
he said, and Ins fine, mihl eyes, shining with emotion, were 
raised towards heaven, ‘that my dynasty should cense to reign 
on the throne of my ancestors, then after exhausting every 
means in my power, I would let my beard grow to here’ (the 
Tsar put his hand halfway down his breast), ‘ and go and eat 
potatoes with the meanest of my peasants rather than the 
shame of my country and my'dear people, whose I 
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know how to appreciate.’ Uttering these words in a voice 
of much feeling, the Tsar turned quickly away, as though 
wishing to conceal from Michaud the tears that were starting 
into his eyes, and he walked to the further end of his study. 
After standing there some instants, ho strode back to Michaud, 
and with a vigorous action squeezed his arm below the elbow. 
The Tsar’s (inc, mild face was iluslied, anti his eyes gleam<*d 
with energy and anger. ‘ Colonel Michaud, do not forget what 
1 say to you here; ))erhaj)s one day we shall recall it with 
pleasure. . , . Napoleon or me,’ he said, touching his breast, 
* we can no longer reign together. I have leaimcd to kmnv 
him. lie will not deceive me again . . And the Tsar paused, 
frowning. Hearing these words, seeing the look of linn deter- 
mination in the Tsar’s eyes, Michaud, thoiigli a foreigner, 
Uussiaii in heart and soul, felt (as he used to recount latej*) at 
that solemn moment moved to enthusiasm by what lu* liad just 
heard ; and in the following phrase he sought lo give expression 
to his own feelings and tho,se of tins llussian peo})le, whose 
representative he considered himself to bt‘, 

‘Sire !’ he said, ‘your Majesty is signing at this moment the 
glory of the nation and the salvation of Kiiroj)e ! ’ 

with a motion of his head th(i 'I’sar dismisseil Michaud. 


IV 

WuinK half of Russia was conquered, and the inhabitants of 
Moscow were lleeing to remoh^ provinces, and one levy of 
militia after another was being raised for the defenee oj* llu* 
country, w(*, nob living ah the titne, cannot, help imagining 
that all the peo]>Ie in Russia, great, and small alike, were 
engaged in doing nothing else but making sacrifices, saving 
their country, or W(‘(‘ping over its tlowiifall. ''Phe lai(‘s ami 
descriptions of that perio<l without exc<‘plion t<*Il usof nothing 
but the sclf-sacrillce, the pai.riol.ism, the dt'.spair, the grii*f,aml 
the heroism of the Russians. In n'ulity, it was mjt at all like 
that. It seems so lo us, lu'eause we see out of Hu* past only 
the (Mneral historical interest of that, period, luul we do not 
sec all the personal Imtmin interests of the men of that time. 
And yet in reality these personal interests of the immediate 
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present are of so uuicii importance Ilian public 

interests, that tliey prevcnl I lie jiuhlic inteivst from ever beinj^ 
felt — from being noticed at all, indeed. The majorii.y of the 
people of that period took no heed of the gmeral jirogress of 
public affairs, and wen* only influenced by llieir iininediak' 
personal interests. And those very people [ilayed the most 
useful part in the work of the time. 

Those who were si riving to gras]) the g<'ner£il eourse of 
events, and trying liy self-sacri(ic<‘ find ht*roism to take ii hand 
in it, were the nio.^l ii.s(‘less memhers of soeiety ; theysaw‘ev(‘ry- 
thing upside down, and fdl that they di<l with tln»'l)esi inten- 
tions turned out to he useless folly, liki* Tierre's regiment. an<I 
Mamonov^s, that spenl tlu‘ir limepilkiging tlu‘ Itussifin villages, 
like the lint scnipi^d by the ladies, that, never reachefl the 
wounded, find so on. Kv(*n IhoftO wlm, ladng foiul of talking 
on intcllectiuil suhj<‘(ds and expressing tludr f(H‘lings, diseus.se(i 
the position of Russifi, unconsciously imported into tlndr talk 
a shade of hypocrisy or falsity or else of nstb-ss ffudi-tinding 
and bitterness against persons, whom they blfuued for wtiut 
couUI ho nohod y^s ffiult, 

In historical ev(*nls vw* see more plainly tlnui e\t‘r tlu* hiAv 
tlniL forbids us lo lasie of tin* fruit of Uie 'I’ri*e of Knowledge*. 
It is only unselfconseious aeli\ily thftl. liefirs fruit, amt the 
man who plays a part in an liihi<»rieal drama never understands 
its signifieance. If he strives to fomprelu‘iid it, he Is stricken 
with harreum^ss. 

The significfincc of t he dramfi taking place in llu^sia at ihai 
lime was tlie h'ss eftsy lo grasp, Ihe elo'-er the share a man was 
taking in it. In I\d,ersburg, and in the |)r<^vince,s remote fnnii 
Moscow, lidies and gentlemen hi volunteer uniform.s hewaik*il 
the fate of Russia and tlu^ anei(*ni capital, and talked of sidf- 
sacrifice, and so on. Hut in tin* army, which htul retreutud 
behind Moscow, men scarcely lalke<l oV thought at all about 
Moscow, and, gazing fit the burning city, no one swore to be 
avenged on the hVench, hut every one Wfis thinking of tiu* 
next (inarter'’H imy due to him, ot* the nest Imlting-placc, of 
Matryoslika the canteen-woman, uiu) so on. 

Nikolay Rostov, without any idea of self-Micrifict*, simply 
because the w»ar laid happened to break <mt^ Minv he (eft 
the service, took an immediate and continuous imrt in the 
defence of his country, aiul conseiiueutly he looked upon wimt 
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was liapj)o!iing iu Russia without despair or gloomy prognosti- 
cations. If he had been asked what he thought of the j)reseut 
position of Russia, he would have said that it was not his 
business to^ think about it, that that was what Kutuzov and 
the rest of them were for, but that he had heard that the 
regiments were being filled up to their full complements, and 
that they must therefore be going to fight for a good time 
longer, and that under the present circumstances he might 
pretty easily obtain the command of a regiment within a 
couple of years. 

Since this was his point of view, it was with no regret at 
taking no part in the approaching battle, hut with the 
greatest satisfaction — which he did not conceal, and his 
comrades fully undersiootl— that he received the news of his 
appointment to go to Voronezh to purchase r(»mounts for his 
division. 

A few days before the battle of Honxliuo, Nikolay receivc‘d 
the sums of money and olllcial warrants r<Hjuin‘d, aiicl, sending 
.some hussans on before him, he drov<‘ with posting-horses to 
Voronezh. 

Only one who has had the same experience — that is, has 
spent several mouths continuously in the atmosphere of an 
army in the field' -can imagine the delight Nikolay felt whtm 
he got out of the region overspread l)y the troops with their 
foraging parties, trains of provisions, an<l hospitals; when he 
saw no mon; soldiers, army wagons, anti filthy Intces of Ilur 
camp, but villages of ixvisants and ])easant woineiii, getiUe- 
mexfs country houses, fields with grazing oxen, and station- 
houses with sU‘epy overseers, he rejoiced ns though he were 
seeing it all for the first time. What in particular remained 
for a long whiht wond(‘r and a joy to him was llu* siglit of 
women, young and healthy, without dozens of ofllc(*rs hanging 
about cv<Ty one of them; and women, too, who wi*n* pleased 
and flatl-tTOd at an ofli<*er^s <trat*king jok<»s with tlunn. 

In the hapjnest frame of mind, Nikolay reached (l»i hotel 
at Voronezh at night, ordered everything of \\hich he ha<l «o 
long been deprivecl in the army, and next day, after shaving 
with special care and jnittlng on the full“dr<‘ss uniform he Inul 
not wjjrn for so loxig p^ist, he drove off to preH<*nt himself to 
tl»c authorities. 

Tlie commander of the ntlUMa of the district was a civilian 
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general, an old gentleman, who evidently found amusement in 
his military duties and rank. lie gave Nikolay a brusque 
reception (supposing that this was the military manner), and 
cross-examining him with an important air, as though he had 
a right to do so, and exj>ressed his approval and disappi’oval, 
as though called upon to give his verdict on the management 
of the war. Nikolay was in such high spirits that this only 
amused him. 

From the commander of militia, he went to the governors. 
The governor was a brisk little man, very affable and unpre- 
tentious. lie mentioned to Nikolay the siud-farnis, where he 
might obtain horses, recommended him to a horse-dealer in 
the town, and a gentleman living twenty v(Tsts from the town, 
who had the best horses, and promised him e\i‘ry assistance. 

^ You are (’ounl Ilya Andreitch’s son ? My wife was a great 
friend of your mamma\s. We receive on Thursdays : to-day 
is 'I'hursday, pray conn* in, (|uilc without ceremony,’’ said the 
governor, as he took leave of him, 

Nikolay took a i)osUng carriage, and making his <juarter- 
mastcr get in beside him, g 4 illop(*d straight off from the 
governors to the gentleimin with Ihesliul of fine horses twenty 
versts away. 

During* the cMirly days of his sfav in V<n’om‘}dj, ev<‘ryihing 
seemed easy and pleasant to Nikofay, anti, as is always the 
case, when a man is himself in a happy frame of mind, every- 
thing went well and prospered with him. 

The country gentleman turned out to he an old cavalry 
officer, a bachelor, a great horsc-faweier, a sj)orl8inan, and the 
owner of a smoking-room, of hundred-year-old herh-hrandy, of 
some old Hungarian wine, and of superb horses. 

In a couple of words, Nikolay had bought for six Uiousand 
rouliles seventeen stallions, all perfect examples of their several 
breeds (as ho said), as show specimens of his remounts. After 
dining and drinking a glass or so too much of Out Ilungarian 
wine, Jlostov, o.xehanging kisses with the country gentlonum, 
with whom he was already on the friendlit^sl terms, galloped 
hack over the most atrociously l>a<l road in tlu‘ Imppiesi frame 
of mind, continually urging tlie driver on, so that he might he 
in time for the soiree ah the governors. 

After dressing, scenting himself, and douching his head with 
cold water, Nikolay made his appearauc(‘ at the a 
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little late, but with the phrase, * Better late than never/ ready 
on the tip of his tongue. 

It was not a ball, and nothing had been said about daneing ; 
but everyone knew that Katerina Petrovna would play waltzes 
and ecossaises on the clavichord, and that there woidd be 
dancing, and every one reckoning on it, had come dressed foj* 
a ball. 

Provincial life in the year 181f2 went on exactly the same as 
always, the only <liHerence being that the provincial towns 
were livelier owing to the presence of many wealthy families 
from Moscow, that, as in everything going on at that time in 
Russia, there was perceptible in the gaiety a certain devil- 
may-care, dcisperate recklessness, and also that tlie small talk 
iudispensablo between ])eople was now not about the weallufr 
and common acvjuain lances, but about I^Ioscow and the army 
and Napoleon, 

The gathering at the gov<;rn<)r’s consisted of the best society 
in \'’oronezh. 

Tljcrowere a great many ladies, among them seviU’al Moscow 
acepmin Lances of NikoIav'*s; l)ut among the men there was no 
one wht) could he compared with the cavalier of St. (Jeorge, 
the gallant hussar, and good-naturc<l, well-bred (’ounl Uoslov. 
Among the men then^ was an Italian j)risoncr-— -an odictu* of 
the French army ; aii<I Nikolay felt that the prcseiur of this 
prisotier gave an addial lustre to him— ‘Llu^ Kussiaji hero. He 
wiis, as it were, a trophy of victory. Niktday ft»It this, and it 
seemed to him as though every one looked at Liu* Unlian in 
the sixme light, an<l he treated the foreign <»f!icer with gracious 
dignity and reserve. 

As soon as Nikolay came iu in his full-drtfss uniform of an 
officer of hussars, dilfusitig a fragrance of scent, and witu* about 
him, and said himself, and heard several tini<*s said to him, 
the'wonis, ‘Better late than never/ p(»opt<* elushtred round 
him. All eyes were turned on him, and he ft*ll at once that 
he had stepped into a position that just stated him in a |)ro- 
vincial towu--a position always agreeable, but ttow after his 
long privation c»r such gralincaUous, inloxleatingly <hdiglttful-<- 
thatof a universal favourite. Not oulyal the posting-sUtions, 
atliie taverns, and in the? smoking-room of the horsi^brmUng 
gmi^man, hatl he found sitrvanUgirlH tlan.ere<l liy his atteii- 
Flp&'but here, at the governor's OHscmbly, there were (so it 
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seemed to Nikolay) an inexhaustible multitude of young 
married ladies and pretty girls, who were only waiting with 
impatience for him to notice them. The ladies and the young 
girls flirted with liim, and the old people began even from this 
flrst evening bestirring themselves to try and get this gallant 
young rake of an hussar married and settled down. Among 
the latter was the governor’s wife herself, who received Rostov 
as though he were a near kinsman, and called him ‘ Nikolay.** 

Katerina Petroviiri did in fact proceed to play waltzes and 
ecossaises, and dancing began, in which Nikolay fascinated the 
company more than over by his elegance. lie surprised every 
one indc*ed by his peculiarly fre<» and easy style in dancing. 
Nikolay was a lit, tie surprised himself at his owm siyle of 
dancing at that soiree. He had never danced in that manner 
at x\h>scow, and would indeed have regarded such an extremely 
free and easy manner of <laneing as not corrc‘{»t, as bad style ; 
but; here he folk it incumbent on him to astonish lliem al( l>y 
something extraordinary, sonudhing that tiiey \voiilcl he sure 
to take for the usual thing in the capital, though new to them 
in the ])rovinc(‘«. 

All the evcjiing Nikolay paid the most, marked attention 
to a blue-eyed, j)iump, and nleasing little blonde, the wife of 
oncM)f the provincial oflicials. With the naVve conviction of 
young men who are enjoying lh(*mselvcs, that other meiKS 
wives are created for their .special benefit, Rostov n<*ver left 
this lady’s side, and Ireati’d her husl)au(l in a friendly way, 
almost as though there w»erc a orivate understanding between 
them, as though they knew witnout speaking of it how capi- 
tally they, Uiat is, how Nikolay and the wdfe, would get on. 
The husband did not, however, apjicar to share this conviction, 
and tried to take a gloomy Lone with Rostov. Rut Nikolay^s 
good-humoured naYvete was so limitless that at times the 
husband could not h<‘lp being drawn into Iiis gay hmrtour. 
Towards the end of th<j evening, how<w<‘r, a.s tho wife’s face 
grow more flushed and animated, the hnsband’s grew steadily 
more melancholy and stolid, «ik though they had lylShen allow- 
ance of livolines.s between them, and as the^wgs increased, 
the lm.sbaiurs dwindled. 
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With a smile that never left his lips, Nikolay sat bent a lilth‘ 
forward on a low chair, and sLoopinj^ close over his hlonch* 
beauty, he paid her mythological compliments. 

Jauntily shifting the posture of his legs in his tight riding- 
breeches, diffusing a scent of perfume, and admiring his fair 
companion and himself and the fine lines of his legs in the 
tight breeches, Nikolay told the blonde lady Ibat be wanted 
to elope with a lady liere, in Voronezh. 

‘'What is she like?’ 

‘Charming, divine. Her eyes'* (Nikolay gazed at his com- 
panion) ‘are blue, her lips are coral, her whiteness , * -■* he 
gazed at her shoulders, ‘ the shape of i)iana . . 

The husband came up to them and asked his wife gloomily 
what she was talking of. 

‘Ah! Nikita Ivanitcb,’’ said Nikolay, rising eourl.t*onsly. 
And as though anxious for Nikita Ivaniteh to takt? a share 
in his jests, he began to tell him too of his intention of running 
away with a bloinle lady. 

Tiie husband smiled grimly, the wife gaily. 

The good-natured governor’s wife eunu‘ up to them with a 
disapproving air. 

‘Anna Ignatyevna wants to see you, Nikcday,’ she said, 
pronouncing the name in such a way that Ilostov was at onei‘ 
aware that Anna Ignatyevna was a Very great latly, ‘<’ome, 
Nikolay. You let me call you so, don’t you 

‘ Oh yes, ma tank. Who is she ? ’ 

‘ Anna Ignatyevna Malvintsev. She has heard about you 
from her niece, how you rescued her ... Do you guess? . * 

‘Ob, I rescued so inany!’ cried Nikolay, 

‘Her nieeo, Princess Holkonsky. She is hen^ in Voronezh 
with b<‘r aunt Oho! how he blushes ! Kh?’ 

“Not a bu. of it, uonsonst*, nm 

‘0lv4H(rjKweII, very well. Ob ! oh ! wlmt a br»y it is!’ 

goVnrft(n'’s wile led him up to a tall an’d v<Ty stout 
a blue 4ai<]ue, who had just (inislied a game of cards 
jjJp the of greatest consocpienoe in the town. 

Madau a Malvintsev, Princess MaryaV aunt on h(^r 
Bide, a wealthy, childless widow^ who always livitd in 
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Voronezh. She was standin|nj up, reckoning her losses, when 
Rostov came up to her. 

She dropped her eyelids with a severe and dignified air, 
glanced at him, and went on upbraiding the general who had 
been winning from her. 

^ Delighted, my dear l)oy,‘' she said, holding out her hand to 
him, ‘ l^ray come and sec me.'' 

After saying a few words about Princess llarya and her 
late father, whom Madame Malvintsev had evidently disliked, 
and inquiring what Nikolay knew about Prince Audrey, who 
was apparently also not in her good graces, tlie dignified old 
lady dismissed him, re))eating her invitation to come and 
see her. 

Nikolay promised to do so and blushed again as he took 
leave of Madame Malvinl-sev. At the mention of Jhdneess 
Marya’s name, Rostov experienced a sensation of shyness, even 
of terror, which he could not have exjdained to liimself. ^ 

On leaving Madame Malvintsev^ Rostov would have gone 
back to the dance, l>ut the little governor's wife laid her plump 
little hand on his sleeve, and saying that she wanted to have a 
few words with him, h‘d him into tlu» divan-room ; the ])ersons 
in that room promptly withdrew that they might not be in 
her way. 

‘Do you know, mo/i vher^ said the govi'nior's wife with a 
serious expression on her good-natured, little face, ‘this is 
really the match for you; if you lik<‘, I will try and arrange 
it.' 

‘ Whom do you mean, vm (antc*f^ asked Nikolay, 

‘ I will make a maU^h for you with the princess. Katerina 
Petrovna talks of Dili, but I say, no — the princess. Do you 
wish it ? I am sure your mamma will l)e gralt‘ful. Really, she 
is such a splendid girl, charming! And she is by no means 
so very plain,' 

‘ Not at all 80,' said Nikolay, as though offended at the idea. 

‘ As for me, ma iantiu as a soldier should, I <lon't force myuolf 
on any one, nor refuse anything that turns uj),' said Rostov, 
before he had time to consider what he wiis saying* 

* So rememher then ; this is no jesting matter.' 

‘ Ho w could it be ! ’ . ; ^ 

‘ Ves, yes,' said the governor's wife, as though |alkii||H 
heriielf. * And entre auiren^ vu>n you are too anH^H 
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with the other — the blonde. One feels sorry for the husband, 
really . . 

* Oh no, we are quite friendly, ’said Nikolay in the sini[)licitv 
of his heart: it had never occurred to him that such an agree- 
able pastime for him could be other than agreeable to any 
one else. 

‘ What a stupid thing I said to the governor’s wife though ! ’ 
suddenly came into Nikolay’s mind at supper. ‘She r(‘ally 
will begin to arrange a match, and Sonya? , . 

And on taking leave of the governor’s wife, as she said to 
him once more with a smile, ‘ \Vell, remember then,’ he drew 
her aside. 

®Bnt there is something . . . 'I’o tell you the tniUi, tm 
tante . , 

* What is it, wliat is it, my dear ( \)me, let, us sit clown here.’ 

Nikolay had a sudden desire, an irresistible imjmlse to talk 

of all his most secTet feelings (sucli as he would nevc^r have 
spoken of to his mother, to his sister, to an intimate friend) to 
this woman, who was almost a stranger. Whenever Nikolay 
thought aftcu'warcls of this uncalled-for outburst of inexplicv 
ablo frankness — Ibougli it hud most imporlunl conseciuences 
for him — it seemed to him (as it always seems to people* in 
such eases) that it luul happened by chanec*, through a sudden 
fit of folly. Hut at the same lime this outburst of frankness, 
together with other insignilican L events, luid (Hmsetpiences of 
immenHo importance to him and to all his family. 

‘ It’s like this, vHt tank. It has long been manuui'fi wish to 
marry me to an heiress; but the mere idea of it — marrying 
for money — is revolting to me.’ 

‘Oh yc'% I can understand that,’ said the governor’s wife, 

‘ But Princess Bolkonsky, tlml’s a clifteiTiil matter. In tin* 
first ])lace, I’ll tell you the truth, I like her very mueh, I feed 
drawn to h(*r, and tlK*n, tjvcr since I came across her in such a 
position, so strangely, it ha.s often struck me, that it was 
fate. Only think: mamma has long been dreaming of it, 
bull had never happened to meet her before- it always so 
happened that ^YC didn't meed. And then when my sister, 
N^^ho, was engaged to lu»r lirolher, of course it was impossible 
IfaAink ^ a match between im tlien. It seems it was to 
thttt I met her fimt just when NatashiiV engagement 
, M | p yeii bniken off; and well, everything aflerwardh ... So 
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you sec how it is. I have never said all this to any one, and 
I never shall. I only say it to you.’ 

The governor’s wife j)resHC(l hi^ elhow gratefully. 

‘Do you know Sophie, my cousin.^ I hne her; 1 have 
promised to marry her, and I am going to marry her ... So 
you see it’s no use talking of such a thing,’ Nikolay concluded 
lamclva Hushing crimson. 

‘ Aly dearest hoy, how can you talk so H ^\'hy, Sophie hasn’t 
a farthing, and you told mo yourself that your ]>apa’s affairs 
are terribly straitened. And your maman^t It would kill 
her — for one thing, 'rhen So})hic, if she is a girl of any 
heart, what a life it would he for h(‘r! Vour mother in 
despair, your j)ositi()n ruined . . . No, iny dear, Sophie and 
you ought to realise tliat,’ 

Nikolay did not spe^ak. It was comforting to him to hoar 
these arguments. 

‘ *\11 the same, ma tank^ it cannot he,** he said, witli a sigh, 
aftcT a brief silenn*. ‘ And besides would the princess accept 
me? Ami again slus is in mourning; can such a thing be 
thought of? ’ 

‘ Why, do you snpposi* I am going to marry you out of hand 
on the spot? 'J'here are ways of doing everything," said the 
governor’s wife. 

‘ What a match-maker you are, ma tantv • . / said Nikolay, 
kissing her ]>lum)> little hand. 


VI 

On reaching Moscow, after her nu*etii»g with Uostov at Hogu- 
Icharovo, IVince.<s Marya Inwl found hc?r ncpliew tliere with his 
tutor, and a letter from Prine<? Andr(*y, directing her what route 
to take to her atmt, Madame MalvinUcv’s at Voronezh. 'I’he 
arrangements for the journey, anxiety abotit her broUujr, the 
organisation of her life in anew house, hew people, the education 
of licr neplmw— all of this smothered in Princess Marya's heart 
that feeling as it wore of temptation, which had tormented 
her during her father’s illness and after his death, cspeclklly 
since her meeting with Rostov. 

She waa melancholy. Now after a month had wsmiA M 

'A;' : , 
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quiet, undisturbed conditions, she fell more nnd nion* deeply 
tlie loss of her father, which was connected in her heart, ^ilh 
the downfall of llussia. She was anxious : the Ihouj^ht of the 
dangers to which her brother — the one erealurt* near to her 
now left — was being exposed was a continual lt>rtnre to her. 
She was w'oiTie<l too l)y the education of her nephew, which 
she was constantly feeling herself unfilled lo control. Hut at 
the bottom of her heart there w’ns an inward harmony, lhai 
arose from the sense that she had c<)iit|uered in herself those 
dreams and hopes of j>ers<mal happiness, I hat had sprung up 
in connection with llosiov. 

When the governor\s wife called on Madame Malvinlsev 
the day after lier soiras and, talking over her plans with her, 
explaining that though undiT preseiiL eircumstanccs a formal 
helrothal wa.s of eourse not lo be thought of, yet they might 
bring the y(*uiig pooph‘ together, and let the»n get to know 
one another, and having rt^ceivcd the aunTs approval, begjni 
to .sj)eak of Rostov in Ih’inoess AlarvJus prcMmce, singing his 
praises, and <lescril>ing how he had hlusluut on hearing the 
)>rinces.s'’s name, her emotion was not one of joy, but of pain, 
Her inner harmony was destroyed, and desires, denihls, self- 
reproach, and lujjjc sprang up again. 

In tile (‘ourse of the two day.s that; followed liefort* Rostov 
called, Princess Marva wfis continually con.-iidering what her 
behaviour ought to he in regard to Rostov. At one time, sh<‘ 
made u|) her mind that she. would not come down into lh<« 
drawing-room when he came to see hen* aunt, tliat it was not 
suitable for her in her deep mourning lo rcc(‘ive visitors. 
Then she thought this would be rude after what lu* had done 
for her. 'Then the idea struck her that her aimt and tin* 
goveruor\s wife had views of some sort upon ht*r and Rostov; 
their words and glances had setmied at times to confirm this 
suspicion. 'Phen she t(»ld herself that it was only her own 
depravity Hint could make luT think this «»f them: could 
they possibly fail to realise I hat in her position, still wearing 
the heaviest mourning, such malcli-making \\oidd be an insult 
both to her and to lier faiheps nn*morv On the supposition 
that she would go down to see him, Princess MaryH imagined 
the words he would say to her, and she would say to him ; 
and at one moment, those words seemed to her umloservcdlv 
frigid, at the next, they struck her as carrying too much 
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meaning. Above all she dreaded the embarrassment, which 
she felt would be sure to overcome her, and betray her, as soon 
as she saw him. 

But when, on Sunday after matins, the footman came into 
the drawing-room to announce that (Jount Jlo.stov had called, 
the princess showefi no .sign of einbarni.ssment, only n faint 
flush came into her chock.s, and her eyes shone with a new, 
radiant light. 

‘You nave seen him, aunt.''’ said Princess Marya, in a 
eomf>oK(‘d voice, not knowing herself how slie could be ex- 
ternally .so calm and natural. 

When llo.stov came into the room, the princess dropped her 
head for an instant, as though give lime for their visitor 
to greet her aunt ; and then at the very inoinent when Nikolay 
turned to lu>r, she raised her head and met his goise with 
shining eyes. \Vitli a movement full of dignity and grace, 
she rose with a joyous .smile, held out her delicate, soft hand 
to him, and spoke in a voice in which for the first time there 
was the thrill of deep, womanly chest notes. Mademoiselle 
Bourienne, who wa.s in the dniwing-room, ga^ed at Princess 
Marya with hewilderwl surprise. 'I’he most accomplished 
coepiettu hers(‘If, sli(> could not have muiKMivred hetlt^r on 
meeting a man whom she wanted to atlrael. 

‘ Kithor black suits her wonderfully, or she really has grown 
better looking without iiiy noticing* it. And above all, such 
tact and grace !' thought Miulemoisellc Bourienne. 

Had Princess Marya been capable of reflection at that 
moment, slu* would have been even more astonished than 
Mademoiselle Bourienne at the elmiige that ha<l taken place 
in her. From the moment she set eyes on that sweet, loved 
face, some new force of life seemed to lake possession of her, 
and to drive her to s|>eak and act apart from her own will. 
From the lime Rostov entered the room, her face was trans- 
formed. Just as when a light is kindled within a carved and 
painted lantern, the delicate, intricate, artistic tracery conies 
out in unexpected and impressive beauty, where all seemed 
coarse, dark, and meaningless before ; so was Princess Marya’s 
face transformed. For the first time all the pure, spiritual, 
inner travail in which she bod lived till then came out in her 
face. All her inner searchings of spirit, her self-rcproach, im 
HtiflVringH, her striving fur giKxIness, her resignation, her lc;ve* 

VOt. Ill, «. 
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her self-sacrifice — all this was ra<liant now in those luminous 
eyes, in the delicate smile, in every feature of her tender fare. 

Ilostov saw all this as clearly as though he had known her 
whole life. He felt that he was in the presence t)f a creature 
utterly different from and better than all lho.se he had met 
up to that moment, and, above all, far beticr tlnm he was 
himself. 

The conversation was of the simplasl and most insignificant 
kind. They talked of the war, uncoasciously, like every one 
else, exaggerating their sadness on that subject; they talked of 
their last meeting — mid Nikolay then tried to turn the subject ; 
they talked of the kind-hearted governor’s wife, of NikcJlay’s 
relations, and of Princess Marya’s. 

Princess Marya did not talk of her brother, but tunicd the 
conversation, iis soon iis her aunt mentioned Prince Audrey. 
It was evident that of the troubles of Russia she could .s]>eak 
artificially, but her brother was si subject loo nesir her h(*art, 
and she neither would nor could spesik lightly of him. Nikolay 
noticed this, ns indeed with a keenne.ss of observation not usual 
with him, he noticed every shade of Princess Marya's character, 
and everything confirmed him in the conviction that she was 
an altogether rai'e and original being. 

Nikolny, like Princess Marya, had blushed and lieeu embnr- 
rosised, when he heard the princess sjiokeii of, and even when 
he thought of her ; bul, in her pn-.sencc he felt perfeetJy at i-ase, 
and he said to her nut at all what he had prepared beforehand 
to say to her, but what came into his mind at the moment, 
and always (piitc appropriately. 

As visitors always do where there arc children, Nikolay, in 
a momentary sik‘n(>(> during In's brief visit, had recourse to 
Piince Audrey’s little son, caressing him, and asking him if he 
would like to he an hussar. lie took the little hoy in his arms, 
began gaily whirling him round, aiul glanced at Princess Marya. 
With softened, hap])y, .shy eyes, she was watching the cliiltl 
she loved in the arms of the man she loved. Nikolay caugitt 
that look too, and as thouf;h he divined its significaiK*!*, finslusi 
with delight, and fell to ki.shing the child wit.h simple-hearted 
gaiety. 

Princess Marya was not going into society at. all on ncscount 
of her mourning, and Nikolay did not think it the proper thing 
to call on them again. Rut the governor's wife sUll iKirsisted 
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in tier match-making, and repeating to Nikolay something 
iiattering rrincess JMarya had said of him, and iHce verm, kept 
urging that Rostov should declare himself to Princess Marya. 
With this object, she arranged that the young people should 
meet at the reverend father's before IVIass. 

Though Rostov did tell the govenior’s wife that he should 
make no sort of declaration to Princess Marya, he promised to 
he there. 

Just as at Tilsit Rostov had not allowed himself to doubt 
whether what wjis accented by every one as right were really 
rigiil, so now after a brief but sincere struggle between the 
effort to order his life in accordance with his own sense of 
right, and humble suhinibsion to circumstances, he chose the 
latter, and yielded himself to the power, whicli, he felt, was 
irresistibly cariying hini away. lie knew that to declare his 
feelings to Princess Marya alter his promise to Sonya would 
bo what he called base. And he knew that he would never do 
a biise thing. Rut he knew too (it was not what he knew, but 
what he felt at the bottom of his heart), tliat in giving way 
luiw to the force of circunishinces and of the ncoplc guiding 
liini, he was not only doing nothing wrong, i>ut was doing 
soitu'lhing very, very grave, sunudhing of more gravity than 
anything In* had done in his life. 

After seeing Prim-ess Marya, Umugh his manner of life 
remained externally the same, ail his former ]>lt>a8ureH hwt their 
charm for him, and he often thought of her. Rut he never 
thought of her, as he lnul thought of all the yoimj? girls he 
had met in society, nor as he had long, and soinetiines with 
enthuhiusm, thought of Sonya. Like almost every honest- 
hearted young man, he had thought of ever^ young girf of 
a possible future wife, had adapted to them in bis imagination 
all the pictures of domestic felicity : the white morning wrapper, 
the wife lichind the samovar, the wife's carriage, the little ones, 
mamma and papa, their attitude to one another, and so on, and 
so on. And these pictures of the future afforded him gratifica- 
tion. Rut when he thought of Princess Maiya, to whom the 
match-makers were trying to betrotli him, he could never form 
any jiicturc of his future married life with her. Kven if he 
tried to do so, it all seemed incoherent and false. And it only 
filled him with dread. 
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VII 

The terrible news of the battle of IJoroiliao, of our losses in 
killed and wounded, and the even more terrible news of tlu‘ 
loss of Moscow reached Voronezh in the middle of Sej)lember. 
Princess Marya, learning of lier brother\s wound only from the 
newspapers, and having no dehnite iuformaliou about liim, 
Wii» preparing (so Nikolay heard, though he had not seen her) 
to set oir to try and reach Prince Audrey. 

On hearing the news of the battle of liorodiiio and of the 
abandonment of Moscow, Rostov felt, not desj>air, rage, nsvenge 
nor any such feeling, but a sudden weariness ami vexation 
with everything at Voronezh, and a sense of awkwardness and 
uneasy conscic'nce. All the eonversations he listened to 
seemed to him insincere; be did not know what to think of it 
all, and felt that only in the regiment would all become (dear 
to him again, lie made haste to concludit the purchase of 
horses, ami was often without good cause ill-temp(*red with 
his servant and (luartermaster. 

Heveral days before Rostovas departure there was a thanks- 
givitig Horvico in the (iathedral for the victory gained by Uut 
Russian troops, and Nikolay went to the Kervi(»e, lie was a 
little behind the governor, and was standing through lh(‘ 
service meditating with befitting sedab^ness on the most 
various subj(*cls. When the service was c<m(ilu(ling, the 
governoFs wife beckoned him to her. 

‘ Did you see the princess?’ she said, with a motion of her 
hand towards a hidy in black standing htdiind the choir. 

Nikolay recoginsed Princess Marya at onee, not so much 
from the profile he saw under her hat as from the fe<ding of 
watchful solicitude, awe, and pity wliicb came over him at 
once. Princess Maryji, obviously buried in Iut own thoughts, 
wiis making the last signs of the cross befortx* leaving the 
church- 

Nikolay gazcnl in wonder at her face. It was l.he sanu^ face 
he Iwul seen before ; there was Llm saim^ general look of refined, 
inner, spiritual travail; but now there was an utterly different 
light in it, ^Phere was a touching expression of «a<lnesH, of 
prayer and of hojf)o in it, Witli the sanui absence of hcBita- 
lion as he hod felt before in her presence, wilhoul wailing f<»r 
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the governor's wife lo urge him, without asking himself 
wliotliur it were right, whether it were proper for him to 
aildress her here iu eliureh, Nikolay went up lo her, and said 
he had heard of her trouble and grieved with his whole heart 
to lu'ur of it. As soon as she lieard his voire, a vivid colour 
gloweil in her fare, lighting up at once her joy and her sorrow. 

M)ne thing I wauled to tell you, princess,' said Kostov, 
*thal is, that if IVimr Audrey Xikolaeviteh w(‘re not living, 
sinee lie is a colonel, it would he announced immediately iu 
the gazt'tles/ 

The jirincess hiokc'd at him, not compreliencling his words, 
])ul comforted hy th<‘ exj>ri\ssion of syinpallu*tic sufterjiig in 
his faci*. 

*' Ainl I know from so many inslaiu^es that a wound from a 
splinter’ (the papers said it was from a grenade) ^is eilher 
immediately fatal or else very slight,' Nikolay went on. ‘ \V<* 
must h<»pe for tiu* best, and 1 am certain . . / 

IVincesH Marya intemipled him. 

Mill, it won ill be so aw . • she began, and her einolJou 
choking Uov ulXernnee, she bent her head with a graec*ful 
geslure, like everyiliing she did in bis pres(‘nee, and glanc- 
ing gratefully at him follower! her aunt. 

That evening Nikolay did m>t go out anywhere, hut stayed 
at home lo finish some aecounts with the lIorse-vendorH. By 
the time lie had finisluid his work it was rather late to go out 
anywUerts hut still early to go to bed, and Nikolay spent a 
long whi!(‘ walking up and down the room, thinking over his 
life, a thing Uiat he rarely did. 

Priticess Marya had nlade an agreeable imprtfSHion on him 
at Hogutcharovo. 'The fact of his meeting Ikjt then in such 
striking circumstances, and of his mother having at one time 

1 )itchc(T precisely on her as the wealthy heiress suitable for him, 
md led him to took at lu.*r with special attention. During his 
stay at Voronezh, that impression had l>t>(romc, not merdy a 
pleasing, but a very strong one. Nikolay was impressed by 
the peculiar, moral bciauty which he diseerm-d in her at this 
time. lie bad, however, been preparing to go away, and it 
ha<l not entered his head to regret that in leaving Vorowe/J* 
he was losing all chance of s(»eing her. But his meeting with 
IVinct^ss Marya that morning in church had, Nikolay felt, 
gotie more deeply i,o his heart than lu* had anticipated and 
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more deeply than he desired for his peace of mind, I'liat pale, 
delicate, melancholy face, those luminous eyes, llu>se soft, 
gracious gestures, and, above all, the deep and lender melan- 
choly expressed in all her features, agitated him and <lrew his 
sympathy. In men Rostov could not hoar an appearance of 
higher, spiritual life (it was why he did not like Prince 
Andrey), he spoke of it contemptuously as })hilosophy, 
idealism; but in Princess Marya it was just in that melan- 
choly, showing all the depth of a sjuritnal world, si range 
and remote to Nikolay, that he found an irrcsistihli* 
attraction. 

‘ She must be a marvellous girl ! An angel, really ! ’ he said 
to himself. *Wl>y am I not free? Why was I in such a 
hurry with Sonya And involimbirily he compared the two: 
the poverty of the one and the wealth of the other in those 
spiritual gifts, which Nikolay wiis himself without ami tlicrc- 
forc prizotl .so highly. lie tried to picl,ure what wotUd have 
hapi)eno(] if he ha«l been free, ami in what way he would has c 
maclc her an offer and she would have iHS'ome his wife, N(*, 
he could not imagine that. A feeling of itremi eainv over him 
and that picture would hike no didlnite shape. With Sonya 
he had long ago made his picture of the future, and it was all 
so simple and clear, jtist liwau.se it was all imuh* up and he 
knew all there was in Sonya. But with Princ(*s.s Marva he 
could not picture his future life, bceaiisc he did not inulcr- 
stand her — he sim|>1y loved her. 

There was .something light-beaited, something of child's 
play in his dreams of Sonya But to dream of I’rinci-ss Marya 
was diilknilt and a little terrible. 

‘ IIow .she was prating ! ’ he thought. ‘One coulil sec that 
her whole soul was in her [irayiT, Yes, it was lltal, prayer 
that moves mountains, and I am convinced that her prayer 
will be answeral. Why don’t I )»rny for what I want?' he 
bethought himself, ‘What do I want? Precilom, release 
from Sonya. She was right,’ he thought of what the gover- 
nor's wife had said, ‘nothing hut mis(‘ry can come of my 
marrying licr. Muddle, mamma's grief . . . our position . . , 
a muddle, a fearful muddle ! Besides, I don't even love her. 
No, I don't love her in the right way. My (iod ! take me out 
of this awfitl, honclcss position !' he Iwgaii praying all at once. 
‘ Yes, prayer will move mountains, but one iiiuhI believe, ami 
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not prav, as Natasha and I prayed .'is ehildren for tlu* snow to 
turn into suirar^and tticn ran out into tlic yard to try whether 
it had iu'cnme sugar. No ; hut I am not* jiraying for trifles 
now,’ he siiiil, putting his pipe <h»wn in the corner and stand- 
ing with clasjMid liauiis hefore the holy picture. And softened 
by the i.hought of I’rineess IVlarya, he began to pray as he 
had not prayed fora long while. He had tears in his eyes 
and a lump in his throat when I^vrushka came in at the door 
with pajiers. 

‘ Blockhead ! bursting in when you 're not wanted 1 ’ saitl 
Nikolay, <piiekly eliangiug his atliiude. 

‘ A courier has conn*,’ saiil Lavrushka in a sleepy voict;, 
‘ from the governor, a letter for you.' 

‘ Oh, very well, thanks, you can go ! ’ 

Nikolay took liu^ two letters. Otu* was from his mother, 
the otlier* from Houya. He knew them from the handwriting, 
and liroke open Sonya’s letter first. He bad hardly read a 
few lines when his fata* turned while and his eyes opened wide 
in dismay and joy. *No, it’s not possible!’ he said aloud. 
ITuahle to sit still', he began walking to and fro in the room, 
holding the letl<‘r in both hands ns he read it. He skimmed 
tlirongh the letl-er, then read it, through once and again, and 
shrugging his shmddrrrs and flinging ii]> his hands, he stood 
.still in the middle of the room with wide-open mouth and 
staring eyes. What ho liad just been praying for with the 
assurance tliat (ickI would answer his prayer lta(i eome to pass ; 
hut Nikolay was astounded at it ns lliotigh it were something 
eahruordinary, and as though he had not expected it, and as 
though the very fact of its coming to pass so ipiickly proved 
that it had not come from (hxl, to whom he had txten praying, 
l>ut was some ordinary coincidence. 

The knot fastening his fnicdom, that had seemtHl so impos- 
sible to disentangle, had been undone hy this nnexpect«xl and, 
as it seemed to Nikolay, uncalI«l-for letter from Sonya. She 
wrote that their late misfortunes, the Im.sk of almost the whole 
of the Rostovs’ property in Moscow, and the countess’s 
frecHiuntly expressed desire that Nikolay should marry Princess 
Rolkonsky, and his silence and coldness of late, all taken to- 
gether led her to decide to set him free from his promise, and 
to give him back complete liberty. 

* It would be too painful to me to think that I could he a 
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cause of sorrow and discord in the family which has over- 
whelmed me with benefits,'’ she wrote; ‘and the one aim of my 
love is the happiness of those I love, and therefore I beseech 
you, Nicolas, to consider yourself free, and to know that in 
spite of everything, no one can love you more truly than your 
— Sonya.’ 

Both letters were from Troitsa. The other letter was from 
the countess. It described the last days in Moscow, the <lc- 
parture, the fire and the loss of the whole of their property. 
The countess wrote too that Prince Audrey had 1)ccn among 
the train of wounded soldiers who had travelled with them. 
He was still in a very critical condition, but that the doctor 
said now that there was more hope. Sonya and Natasha wore 
nursing him. 

With thi.s letter Nikolay went next day to call on Princess 
Marya. Neither Nikolay nor Princess Marya said a word as 
to all that was implied by the words: ^ Natasha is Jiursing 
him''; hut llnuiks to this letter, Nikolay was l)rf>ught suddenly 
into iutiinutc relations, almost those of a kinsman, with the 
princess. 

Next day llostov escorted Princess Marya «ts far as li'aro- 
slavl, and a few days later ho set off himself to join his 
regiment. 


vin 

Sonya's letter to Nikolay, that had come as an answer to his 
prayer, was written at Troitsa. It had been called forth in 
the following way. The idea of marrying Nikolay to a 
wealthy heiress had taken more and more complete possession 
of the old uonntess's mind. She knew that Sonya was tin* 
great obsbude in the way of this. And Sonya’s life had of 
late, and (specially after the letter in which Nikolay described 
his meeting with" IVineess Marya at Bogntehurovo, heeomt* 
more and more difliculh in the countess’s house. 'I’he countess 
never let slip an opportunity for making some cruel or immfli- 
ating allusion to Sonya. lUit a few days before they set out 
from Moscow the countess, distressed and ov<>rwrong1it by nil 
that was happening, sent for Sonya, and instead of insistence 
and uphraicflng, Insiought her with tears and entreaties to 
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repay all that had ln‘i»n doiH* lor her hy .^^atTiliein^ herself, and 
breaking off Iht engugoinent. to Nikolay. " I «liall have no 
peace of mii»d I ill y<ni make me I his promise/ she said. 

Sonya sobbed In si erically, answered Ihnnigh her sobs that 
she would <lo ain thing, that she was ready for anything; but 
she did not give a direct promise, and in her heart she could 
not bring In‘rself to what; was demanch*d of luT- She had to 
sacrifice Infrself for the happiness of th<! family that had 
l)ronght her np and provided ibr her. "1\» sacrifice herself 
for others was Sonya"s liahit. Her position in the hotiso was 
such that only by way of saerilice ccmld she show her virtues, 
and she was used' l<» sacrificing lierself iind lik(‘d it. But in 
every self-sacrificing action hitherlo she luul been happily 
conscious that by her very self-sacrifict* she vvas heightening ln*r 
value in the eyt^s of luTstdf and «>Uiers, ami becoming worthier 
of Nikolay, whom she loved heyonii everything in life. But 
now her siicrilice wouhl consisi in the renmiciullon of wind 
constituted for her the whoh* reward of sa(‘ri(ice, and the whole 
meaning of lift*. Ami f<»r the first time in her life she felt 
bitterness againsl Uie people who had befriended her only to 
lt>rmenl her more poignanlly: sl«* felt t*nvy of Natasha, who 
had m*vcr had any experience of the kind, w ho had n(*ver been 
riHjtnred to tnake sacrifices, and itnult^ other people sacrifieu 
themHclves for her, and was yet loved by every one. And for 
tlm first time Sonya felt that there was beginning to grovr up 
out of Inn* (luief., port* love for Nikolay a passionate feeding, 
which stood above all principles, and virtne, and redigion. 
And umh*r the influence* of thuL passion, Sonya, whose life of 
dependence had imconsciously trained her to ri*serv<‘, gave the 
t:ounle»s vague, indermite iui«w(?rH, avoided talking with her, 
and resolved to wait for a personal interview with Nikolay, 
not to sot him free, but, on the contrary, to bind him to her 
for ever. 

The fusH and the horror of the Kostovn' last days in 
Moscow had smothered the gloomy thoughts that wore 
weighing on Sonya. She was glad to find an escatie from 
them in jiracticnl work. But when she heard of IVinee 
An(lrc*y'’s pres(*ncc in their house, in spite of all genuine 
compassion she felt for him, ntul for Natasha, a joyful and 
huperstitious fecfling that it was (iod’s will that she shoukl not 
be parted fn)m Nikolay took possession of her. She knew 
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Natasha loved no one but Prince Andrey, and Iiad never 
ceased to love him. She knew that brouf^ht together now, 
under such terrible circumstances, they would love one another 
again; and that then, owing to the relationshij) that would 
(in accordance with the laws of the Orthodox (Jhurch) exist 
between them, Nikolay could not he married to Princess 
Marya- In spite of all the awfulncss of what was happening 
during the last clay or two in Moscow and the first days of thes 
journey, that feeling, that consciousness of the intervention 
of Providence in her ])ersonal affairs, was a source of joy to 
Sonya. At the Troitsa monastery the Ilostovs made the first 
break in their journey. 

In the hostel of the monastery three big rooms were assigne<l 
to the llostov.s, one of which was occupied by Pi'ince Audrey, 
"rhe wounded inan was by this time a great d<jal l)et.ter, 
Natasha was sitting with him. In tlu‘ next room were the 
count and the couni.ess nsverently com ei*sing with the superior, 
who w'as paying a visit to hi.s old actiuaintances and patrons. 
Sonya was sitting with tliem, fretle({ hy curiosity as to what 
Prince Audrey and Nataslwi were .saying. She heard the 
sounds of their voices through the door. The door of Prince 
Audreys room opened, Natasha came out with an excited 
face, and not noticing the monk, who rose to ttm\t her, and 
pulle<l Imck his with* sleeve off Ins right hand, she went up to 
Sonya an<i took lier by tlie arm, 

Natasha, what are you about? (Jome bent,'* said the 
countess, 

Nataslia went; iij) to receive the blessing, and the superior 
counselled tier to turn for aid to (rod and to Ilis saint 

Immediately after the superior had gone out, Natasha took 
her friend hy "the arm, and went with her into the empty third 
ro(un. 

‘Sonya, yes, he will live,'* she said. ‘Sonya, how happy I 
nm, and Iniw wrelehe<I ! Sonya, darling, evcTy thing is just ns 
it used to he. If only he were going to live. He cannot, 
. , . because . , . be . , . cau.se , , aiul .Natasha burst 
into tears, 

* yen! I knew it would be ! *^rhank (Jod,"^ said Sonya, He 
will live/ 

Sonya was no less excited than her fri(*!!ul« both by the 
latter^’s grief and fears, and by her own personal reflections, <if 
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After crossing by a forced march behind I’ahra to the Tula 
road, the generals of the Kussian army intended to remain at 
Podolsk, and had no idea of the Tarutino position. But an 
infinite number of circumstances, among them the reappearance 
of French troops on the scene, and plans for giving battle, 
and most of all, the abundance of supplies in Kaluga, led our 
aiTony to turn even more to the south, and to pass from the 
Tula to the Kaluga road to Tarutino, a central position 
between their lines of communication with their supplies. 
Just as it is impossible to answer the question at what date 
Moscow was abandoned, it is impossible too to say precisely 
when and by whom it was decided to nmve the army to 
Tarutino. It was only after the army, through the action of 
innumerable infinitesimally small forces, had been brought to 
Tarutino, that pco})le began to jmotest to themselves that that 
was tlie course they had desired, and had long foreseen as the 
right one. 


II 

The famous oblicjue movement consisted simply in this. The 
Russian troops, which had been rctrcaliug directly back from 
the French, as soon as the French attack ceased, turned oiF 
from that direction, and seeing they were not pursued, moved 
naturally in the direction where they were drawn by the 
abundance of sup)>lies. 

If we imagine, instead of generals of genius at the heat! of 
the Russian army, an array acting alone, willunit leadership of 
any kind, such an army could have dom* nothing else but move 
back again towards Moscow, <lm;ribing a semicircle through 
the country that was best provwled with necessaries, and’wherc 
supplies were most pleuliful. 

So natural was this ol>li(|uc moveincmt from the Niishni to 
the Ayasum, Tula, and Kaluga road, Lhiit that direction was 
the one taken by the flying bands of marauders from the 
Russian army, and the one which the authorities in Petersburg 
insisted upon Kutussov’s taking. At Tarutino Kutuzov received 
what was almost a reprimand from the Tsar for moving the 
army to the Ryazan road, and he was directed to take up 
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vrrv j)Osiru>n Kalufra, in whi<-h hv was pnt‘niu|n‘(l ul Iho 

linu* vhen Ihe 'IVar^ K*tli*r rtwlnal him. 

At'fcfr rmnlinfjf in llu* tiiru‘lion of llu* shock rcmvtul durinp 
tlm whole cuiitpai^n, and at the IjallK' of HonMlino, Um hall of 
the UiKSiun army, as llu* for<*<* of that blow sponl itself, and 
tut iu*w Idow caiui', iunU the din-cUon that was natural for it. 

Kutuzov^ nuTit lay in no sort of military ^naniis, as it is 
i'ulli'd, ii} nt> .drafrt^ir inamcnvns hut in tlu» fart that he alone 
the siijpiiilieanci* of what had taken place. He alone 
^ra^p»‘<l evi*n then the sitjfiiilieanee of the inuetiviiy of the 
French anin ; lie aloia* pepnislrd in maintaining^ 'that the 
IwiHle (»r Ih»rodino was a vietory; he alone—lhe man \iho 
from his position as eommaiuler-iiMdiief mi^ht have hei'ii 
espeeti’d to he the first to he ea*yer lor Imtth** he iiloiu* did 
every tliino in his p<jwer to hold the Russian army h/mk from 
us<*lc,*s fi;^d»tinj^ 

"rin* wild Ijeast wounded at Horotlino lay when* the fh‘einji( 
hunter liad left him; imi whether alive and stron^^, <jr only 
feigniri^, th»* htnder knew not. All at once a moan was heanl 
from the creature, 'rhe moan of that womnU-d ereuturis the 
French army, that, betrayed il« hopeUsss plight, wats the despatch 
of I^iuirislon to the eam|> of Kuliiziiv with overtures for peace. 

Napoleon, witl> his cmiviction that not what was right was 
right, hut whatever canu* into his hernl was I’ighl. wrote to 
Kutuzov iho first wonts thal occurred l4» Ids mind, words that 
had no meaning at alt, 

•M. i.K IhiiKCK KoerotrzonVhe wrote, M am hcmliug yon 
one of my aides (te-camp to <'<m verso with you on various 
inferefcling suhjecls. I desire that your highness will |mt 
faith ill whai lie savs, especially when lu* expresses the senti- 
ments tif cslenn and parlicuiur c<insuh*raiion ilial I linv<* long 
enterfaiued for your person. This IeH.<*r having no other 
oliject, I pray <Jod to liavc you in His holy and powerful 
keeping. " ' (Sigmal) NAnmKON. 

*Afo,vcoK', (hiuhtr liO, hSia.' 

* I should he cursed by p<jst(*rily if I were reganied as the first 
insUgator of any sort of setth'inent. 7W actud tk 

Wrt aiwiweml Kutuzov, and went on doing everything 

in his pc»wer to hold the army bat^k fron& advance. 
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A month spent by the French army in pillaging Moscow, 
and by the Russian army quietly encamped at Tarutino, 
brought about a change in the relative strength of the two 
armies, a change both in spirit and in numbers, which >vas all to 
the advantage of the Russians. Althougli the position of the 
French army and its numbers were unknown to the Russians, 
as soon ns their relative strength had changed, a great number 
of signs began to show that an attack would be inevitable. 
Among the causes that contributed to bring about this result 
were Lauristoirs mission, and the abundance of ))rovisions at 
Tarutino, and the rci)()rls that were contiiiiifilly coming in 
from all sides of the inactivity and luck of discipline in the 
French army, and the filling up of our regiments hy recruits, 
and the fine weather, and the long rest enjoyed bv the 
Russian soldiers, and the iin]mtience to do the work for 
which they have been brought together, that always arises 
in troops after repose, and curiosity to know what was going 
on in the French army, of which they had so long seen nothing, 
and the daring witli which the Russian out, posts daslied in 
among the French t‘ncauipi‘d at Tarutino, and the nows of 
the easy victories gained by bands of peasants and free-lances 
over the French, and the (^nvy aroused by them, and the desire 
of revenge, that every mat) cherished at heart so long as the 
French were in Moscow; and — stronger than all — the vague 
sense growing up in every soldioris heart that the relative 
strength of the armies had changed, iind the preponderance 
was now on onr side. 'I'he relative strength of tiie armies had 
really changed, and advance had becotne inevitable. And at 
once, as surely as the chimes in a clock begin to beat and play 
when the hand has made the full round of the dial, was this 
chatige reflected in the increased activity, and bustle and stir 
of wneels within wheels in the higher spheres. 


in 

'ruK Russian army was commanded hy Kutuzov and his staffawd 
hy the Tsar fronj Petersburg. Heforc tlio news of the aban- 
donment of Moscow liml reached l\‘lersburg, a detailed plan 
of the whole campaign ha<l been drawn up and sent to Kutuszw^ 
for his guidantte. In spile of the fact that this plan had been 
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made on the .supposition that Moscow was still in our hands, 
it was aj)proved by the staff, and acc(‘})i,c(l ns the plan lo he 
carried out, Kutuzov simply wrote that, directions from a 
distance were always difficult to carry out. And to solve 
any difficulties that niif^ht arise, lre.sh instructions were sent, 
to{j;eLhcr with newer j)ersons, wlmse duty it was to lo keep 
a watch on his movements, and lo report ui)on th(*m. 

Apart from tlusse new authorities, tlu* wliole staff of 
generals in tho Russian army was now iransfornujd. The 
places of Ragration, who had ht*<‘n kilh‘d,and Barclay, who had 
taken oiroiiee and retired, had lo be filled. The <|nt*.stion was 
deli l)eraled with the greatest seriousness: wlietlu'r A should 
be ptil in B\s place, and B in the plaee of I), or whetluT, on 
the olher^ hand, I) in A\s place, and so on, as though the 
matter afI5‘cl<‘d anything whatever exe<*pl the satisfaction of 
A and B and I). 

In con.sef{ucnce of Kutuzov^s liostilily to the lu‘ud officer of 
his staff, Bennigsen, and the presence <>f confidential advisers 
of the Tsar, and those various new a)>poiiitmenls, (he struggle 
of parties at licadtjuarlers was ov(*n more eompliealed than 
usual A was trying to nndi*rmine B's position, I) lo uiuler- 
mine (I's position, and so on, in nil the possible combina- 
tions and ptTinutations. In all these conflicling currents the 
object of intrigue svas for the most jmrt the management of 
the war, whieh all these men supposed they were controlling, 
though it did, in fact, follow its inevitable course (pjite apart 
from their action, a course that never eorrespj)nd(!d with their 
schemes, but was the outconn* of the forces intenicting in the 
masses. All th(*se sehemes, IhNvarting and stultifying one 
another, were siin|)ly a<wpte<l in tin* higluM' spheres as the 
correct reflection of what was boumf to conn* to pass. 

‘ RH nee Mihail llarionovitcli ! ’ the 'I'sar wrote on the 2nd 
of October, a letter received by KtiLnzov aftc*r llu‘ battle of 
Tarutino. ‘ hVoni the 2nd of September Mo.seow has b<*en iti 
the hands of the. e.iKMiiy. Your last reports wcrt‘ dated the 
SOth; and in the cour.s(^ of all this tinn* sinc(% n<» nitein{>t has 
been made to act against the enemy, and l.o reiievt; the ancient 
capital, and you have (*v<in, from your lost reports, retreated 
further. Sermihov is by now oec'upied by a detachment of the 
s-memy, and Tula, with its famous arsenal, of such imporlaijce 
to the army, is in danger. From the n»ports received from 
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General Wintzengerode, I see that a corps of the enemy^ ten 
thousand strong, is marching along the Petersburg road. 
Another, numbering some thousands, is already close upon 
Dmitrov. A third is advancing along the Vladimir road, A 
fourth force of considerable strength is stationed between Ruza 
and Mozhaisk. Napoleon himself was in Moscow on the 25th. 
In face of these facts, with the enemy’s forces split up into 
these detiichod bodies, and Napoleon himself with his guards 
in Moscow, is it possible that tlie enemy’s forces confronting 
you are too strong to permit of your acting on the offensive ? 
One may, with for more prohal)ilily, ahsimie that you are being 
pursued by detachments, or at most a cor{)s by far inferior to 
the army under your command, Tt would seem that taking 
advantage of these circiunstaiiees, you might with advantage 
have attacked forces inferior in strength to your army, and 
have destroyed them, or at least have forced them to retreat, 
and liavc kept in our hands a considerable part of the province 
now occupied by the enemy, and thereby have averted all 
danger from I’ula and th(i other towns of the interior. You 
will be responsible, if llie enemy is able to send a considerables 
body of meti to Petersburg, to menace that eapiial, in which it 
has been im|)ossihle to keej> any great number of troops; for 
with the army under your command, acting witli energy and 
decision, you have ample means at your disj)osal for averting 
such a calatnity. Uecollect that you have still to aimwcr to 
your hunnliat(*(l country for the loss of Moscow. You have 
iiad experience of my reutliness to reward you. "rhat readiness 
is no less now, hut Russia and 1 have lh<‘ right to ex})C!ct from 
you all the energy, decision, and success, which yonr intellect, 
your military talents, and the valour of the troops under your 
command should guarantee us.’ 

^ Hut while this letter, })roving that the change in the rela- 
tive strength of the arnrios was by ni)w roflccted in opinion at 
Petersburg, was on its road, Kutuzov had been unable to hold 
the army batik, and a battle had already been fought. 

On the Sad of October, a ('os.sack Shapovalov, out scouting, 
shot one hare and woinuUxl a second. Shapovalov was le<l on 
in pursuit of the game for into the fi>rest,uiul came across the 
left flank of Murat’s army, which was encammid and <|inte off 
guard, I’he (Cossack told his comva(l(»s with laughter the tale 
of how he had all but fallen into the hands of the French. 
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'rhc ensign, who heard the story, r<‘peatc(l it to his superior 
officer. Tllie (’ossack was sent for and (jueslioned. 'Tlie 
officers of the ("ossacks wauled to tak<s advantage of this to 
tjarry off some horses from the French, hut imo of them, who 
Wiis intimate with some of the higher authoriiies in the army, 
mentioned the incid<*nt to a general on the staff. On the 
staff the ]>(>siti()n of late had been strained (o the utmost. A 
few days previously, Y(‘nnolov had gone to Bennigsen and 
besought him to ns(‘ his iiilluence with tin* eonunander-in-ehief 
to bring aI>oui; an attack. 

‘ If I did not know you, I should suj)jn)se yon did not desire 
that result. I havt* only to advise one eoiirse for his Iiighness 
to be sure to adopt tin* opposite one,’’ ansvv(*red Betmigseu. 

The nevt^s l)roughfc by the (\>ssack, confirmed by scouts, 
proved conclusively that the time was ript*. The strained 
string broke, and tin* whetds of the cloek whirred, and the 
chimes began to strike. In spike of all his supposed power, 
his intellect, his experience, and his knowledge of nien-i 
Kutuzov, taking into consideration the note from Bennigsen, 
who was sending a personal rejiork on Uie suhjeet to the 'Fsar, 
the desire expressed by all th(^ generals nlik<.s the <leHir<f 
assumed by them to lx* the Tsar^s wish, and the news brought 
by the (lossack, could hold hack the inevilalde movement no 
longer, and gavi* ord(‘rs for what lu» n^garded as useless and 
mischievous — ^gav<‘ his assent, in fact, to the* aceomjdished 
fact, 


IV 

Tine note suhmilled by Bennigsen, and the rejvort siml in by 
the Oossacks of the enemy'’s left Hank Ixung uuguardeil, were 
simply the last straws that showed the inevitability of giving 
the signal for advance, ami it was arratiged to advance to 
attack on the 5th of Octol)<*r, 

On the morning of th<‘ 4th, Kulu/ov signed the <liHj)osition 
of the forces. Toll reail it to Yermolov, propo.sing that he 
should superintend the further instructions for carrying it 
out. 

<Vcry good, very good, I haven't time just now,' said 
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Yermolov, and he hurried out of the cottage. The arrange- 
ment of the troops as drawn up by Toll was an excellent one. 
The disposition had been written out, as at Austerlitz, though 
not in Gorman : 

*The First Column marches here and there, the Second 
Column occupies this place,’ and so on. 

On }>aper /ill these columns were in their proper place at a 
fixed time and annihilated the enemy. Everything had been, 
as in all such cases, carefully thought of, and as in all such 
cases not a single colunm did reach its right place at the right 
time. Wlien a sufficient number of copies of the disposition 
were ready, an officer was summoned and sent ofl* to give them 
to Yermolov, that he might see that instructions w'cre given in 
accordance with them. A young officer of the horseguards, 
in Availing on Kutuzov, set off for Ycnnolov’s quarters, 
delighted at the importance of the commission Avitli which he 
w'tts intrusted. 

^ Not at h<yme,’ Yermolov’s servant told him. The officer 
of tluj horsiguards set off' to the <|uarters of the general, 
AviUi Avhom Yermolov was often to h(\ found, 

‘ Not Ikmv, nor the general either,’ lie ww told. 

The ofllcHir mounted his horsi^ again and rode off to another 

generars. 

‘ No, not at home.’ 

‘If only I don’t get into Iroulfie for the delay! How 
annoying ! ’ thought the officer. 

lie rode all over the camp. One man told him he had seen 
Yermolov riding away in company with some oMut generals; 
another said lie was sure to be at home again by now. The 
officer was hunting him till six o’clock in tlie evening without 
stooping for dinner, Yermolov w^as nowhere to be found, 
ami no one knew wliere he was. The <>fficcr took a hasty 
meal at a comnide's,niid trolled back to the advance guanl to 
H(x* Miloradovilch. Miloradovitch, too, was not at home, but 
there he was told that he was at a ball at General Kikin’s and 
that, most likely, Yermolov was there too. 

‘But w'herc is that?’ 

‘At Ktchkino, that way,’ said an officer of the (Jossacks, 
pointing out to him a country house in the far distance. 

‘ Out there ! beyond our lines ! ’ 

‘ Two regiments of our fellows have been sent out to the 
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outposts, and there is a spree going on there now, fine doings ! 
Two bands, three choruhcs of singers/ 

The officer rode out beyond our lines to Etclikino, While 
yet a long way off, he heard the gay sounds of a soldi(‘fs 
dance tunc sung iu chorus. 

*Iu the meadows , • . in the meadows/ he heard with a 
whistle and sli'ing music, drowned from time to iime in a 
roar of voices. l"lie officer’s spirits, loo, rose at these sounds, 
but at the same time he was in terror li‘st he should be held 
responsible for having so long delayed giving the imporlaiit 
message intrusted to Inin. It was by now nearly nine 
o’clock. He dismounted and walked up to the entrance* of a 
big manor-house that had been lt*ft iinityured between the 
French and the Russian lines. Footmen were bustling about 
with winesand edibles in the vestibule and the ImffeL (lionises 
were standing under the windows. ’'J’he officer was led up to 
a door, and he saw all at once all the most important generals 
iu the army, among them the big, impressive figure of 
Yonnolov. All the generals were standing in a semicircle, 
laughing loudly, their uniforms unbuttoned, and their faces 
flashed and animated. In the middle of the room a handsome, 
short general with a red face, was smartly and jauntily 
executing the steps of tin* irvptik, 

‘Ha, ha, ha! Rravo, Nikolay I vanoviteh ! ha, ha! . . 

The officer felt doubly guilty in breaking in at such a 
moment with important business, and he would have waited; 
but one of the generals caught sight of him, and hearing what 
he had come for, told Yermolov. 'riie latter, with a frowning 
face, came out to tin* officer, and h(*aring his .story, took tfic 
papers from him without a word. 

‘Do you suppose it was l)y chance that he was not at 
home?'’ said a comrade of the officer’s who was on Hu* slafi", 
speaking of Yermolov that evenitig. ‘That’s all stufl’ nml 
nonsense; it was all done on f)uri»»se. ''I'o play a trick on 
Konovnitsyn. You see, there’ll be a pretty liellle of fish 
to-morrow ! ’ 


V 

Thk decrepit old man, Kutuzov, had bade them wake him 
early next day, and in the early morning he said his prayej*s, 
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drossed, and with a disagreeable consciousness that he had to 
command in a l>aUle of which he did not approve, he got into 
his carriage and drove from Ixitashevka, live versts behind 
Tarutino, to the ])lace where the attacking colmnns were to he 
gathered togellicr. Kutuzov drove along, dropping asleep 
and waking up again, and listening to hear whether that were 
the sound of shots on the right, whether the action had not 
begun, but everything was still (piiet. A dainj) and cloudy 
autumn <lay was ilawning. As he a])proached Tarutino, 
Kutuzov noticed cavalry soldiers leading their horses to a 
watercourse across tins road along which he was driving. 
Kutuzov hxjkod at them, stopj)ed his carriiige, and asked what 
regiment did they l)elong to. 'Phey belonged to a column 
which was to have* been far away in front in ambush. 

‘ A mistake, ]a>rhaps,’ thouglit the old commandcr-in-chicf. 
but as he drove mi furllu-r, Kutuzov saw infantry regiments 
with their arms stack<!«l, and the soldiers in their drawers 
busy cooking jiorridge and fetching wood, lie sctil for their 
otilcer. 'Phe ollieer suhmitle<l that no command to advance 
had been given. 

‘ No conmuiml . . .' Kutuzov Ix'gan, hut he checked himself 
at <mce, atul or<lere<l the senior olHcer to be summoned to Ijiin. 
(letting out. of the carriage, with drooping head he walked to 
au<i fro in silence, breathing heavily. When the general staff 
officer, Kichen, for whom he had sent, arrived, Kutuzov turned 
purple with rage, not because that officer was to hlamc for the 
misUike, hut because he was an object of sufficient importance 
for Inm to vent his wrath on. And staggering and gasning, the 
old jnan fell into that state of fury in whicli he would some- 
times roll «>n the gi’outui in frimzy, and flew at Kichen, shaking 
his fists, jukI shouting abuse in the language of the gutter. 
Anolhcr olliwtr, ('aplain broziii, who was in no way to blame, 
haptxaiing to appear, suffered llie same late. 

‘ What will the hlackguaMls do next? Shoot them! The 
scoundrels!'' he shouted hoarsely, shaking his fist and stag- 
g(*ring. He was in a state of actual physical sufrmug. lie, 
his highness the commander-in-chief, who wjis assured by 
every mw that no one in Ilussin had ever had such power as 
lie, Ivi put into this position — made a laughing-stock to the 
whole army. ‘ Worrying myself, jmaying over to-day, not 
sleeping all night, and thinking about everything— all for 
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nothing!’ he thought about himself. ‘When I was a mere 
boy of an oflioer no one woiilil have dared to make* a laughing- 
stock of me like this , . . And now ! ’ He was in a state of 
physical suflbring, as though from corporal ])imislimcnt, and 
could not help expressing it in wrathful and agonised outcries. 
Hut soon his strength was exhausted, and looking about him, 
feeling that he had said a great deal that was unjust, ho got 
into his carriage and drove Inick in silence. 

His wrath once spent did not return again, and Ivuhizov, 
blinking feebly, listened to explanations and scdf-jusliiications 
(Ycrmolov himself did not put in an apjiearanee till next day), 
and to the earnest rejiresenlations of Ihuinigson, Konov- 
nitsyn, and Toll that the battle that had not come ofl* should 
take place on the following day. And again Kutuzov had to 
ac<iuiosce. 


VI 

Nkxt day the troops were massed in their apjxnn ted places l)y 
the evening, and were moving forward in the night. It was 
an autumn night with a sky overcast by purplish-black clouds, 
but free from rain, 'fhe earth was dam}), but not muddy, 
and the troops advanced noiselessly, exc<u)t for a hardly audible 
jingling now and then from the artillery. '^I'hey were for- 
bidden to talk nloudj to smoko or to strike a light ; the horses 
wore kept from neighing. The secrecy of the enterprise 
increased its attractiv(*nc.ss. ^rhe men* marched on gaily. 
Several columns halted, stack(»d tluur guns in piles, and lay 
<h)wn on the chilly ground, su|)posing Ihey had reached IhoiV 
destination. Other columns (the majority) marchetl all night 
long, and arrived somewhere, unmislakably not when‘ tiuy 
were meant to lx*. 

Oouttt Orlov-Ihmisov with his (Cossacks (the di‘taclnnent of 
least im[)ortfUice of the lot) was tin* only one that rcaeh(*d the 
right place at the right time. This detaelunent halted at the 
extreme edge of a forest, on a j)alh from the village of 
Stromilovo to Dmitrovskoe. 

Before dawn Count Orlov, wlu> had fallen asleep, was 
waked u}). A deserter from the French camp was brought to 
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him. It W!W a Polish imder-«>lfic.cr of I’oniahn sky’s corps. This 
uudcr-ulIiaT i‘X|>laiiu‘d in Polinit that he had dusurtecl because 
he liatl been insidtcd in ilu* service; bccaubc he ouglit long ago 
to have been an otlicer, and was braver than any of them, and 
ho lie had klirown Ihcin up and wanted to punish them. He 
said that Mural, was eauiping for the nigljt a verst from them, 
and that if they would give him a convoy of a hundred men he 
would lake hiiu alive. Count Orlov- Denisov took council with 
his comrades, 'I’he proj)osition was too alluring to be refused. 
I'iVerv one clamoured to go, every *>110 advise;! making the 
attempt. After many <li.spute.s and confabulations, it was 
settled that Ma}or-( leneral (Irckov, with two irgimenls of 
Clossacks, should go with t he Polish dc.serlcv. 

‘ Now, rememlH’r,’ said Count Orlov- Deni.sov to the Polish 
deserter, as he disnnssed hini, ‘ if you have been lying, I will 
have you shot like a tlog, but if it’s true, a hundretl crowns.’ 

'Phe deserter made no reply to these words, and with a re- 
solute air nKHintcd his horse and rode oil' witli (irekov’s men, 
who were luirriedly gathered togetIuT. 'I’hey disappeared 
into the wootl. (fount Orlov, shivering from the frc.shncsH 
of the dawning morning, and excited by the enterprise he 
had undertaken on his «»wn res|>onKil>ility, eameout of the 
wood, aecompanyiiig (Ireko^, and began serutinising the 
enemy’s camp, faintly visible now in tlie deceptive^ ligiit of 
the approaching dawn and the smouldering camp-fires. On 
the oi>cu copse on Count Orlov- Denisov’s right our eolumns 
ought to Ijave Isjen visil)Ie, Count Orlov-Denisov looked in 
that directhm ; but although they could have been seen even 
if a long distance away, these columns were not in sight, 
(knint Orlov-Dmiisov fancied, and his adjutant, who was 
extremely long-sighted, confirmetl the idea, that they were 
beginning to move in the French camp. 

‘ Oh, of (wurse. it’s too late,’ said (kmnt Orlov, staring at the 
camp. As so often happens when the man in whom we are 
putting faith is no longer before our eyes, it all seenjcd at once 
perfectly clear and obvious to Idm that the <icHorte_r had Ixicn 
playing them false, that he hod been telling them lies, and was 
only spoiling the whole attack by removing these two regi- 
ments, which he was leading away— -(Jod only knew where ! As 
if it were possible to eapturc the general out of such a mass of 
troops. 
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‘ No doubt he was lying, tlmt .suuundruLlsaid the Count. 

‘We can turn them back,' said one rf%ie Huiti*, who was 
fueling just the same mistrust in the urilfy^king as he gazed 
at the camp. 

‘Ah! Yes . . . whnt do you think, or shall we leave Ihom.^ 
Or jiol ? ’ 

‘ Do you command them to return ? ^ 

‘To return, yes, to return !’ Count Orlov sjiid, with .sudilen 
decision, looking at his watch ; ‘ it will he too late; it's quite 
light.’ 

And an adjutant galloped into the wood after Orekov, 
When Grekov came back. Count Orlov-Denisov, excited by 
giving xip this enterprise, and by vainly wailing for the 
infanti’y columns, which still did not ajjpear, atid by the 
enemy’s being so near (every man in his detachment wa.s 
feeling the same), resolved to attaiik. 

In a whisper he gave the command : ‘Mount !’ 

The men got into their places, eamsed themselves ... ‘In 
God’s name, off!’ 

‘Hurrah!’ rang out in the wood, and the Cos»u'ks, with 
spears lowered, flow gaiily, one hundred after another, across 
tne stream into the camp, as though they were being shot out 
of a sack. 

One dt'sporatti, frighhnaed scream frotn the lirsl l<'reiK‘hu)nii 
who caught sight of the Cossacks, ami every creature hi the 
mnp, undressed and half-asleeji, was nimiing away, uhaudon- 
ing cannons, muskets, and horses. 

if the (kissacks luul pursued the h'reiieh wilhonl regard to 
what they left all annind and behind them, they could have 
wptured Murat and all there was there. 'I’heir eommand- 
ing officers tried to make them do .so. Hut there was no 
making the (!ossae.k.s budge when they had got booty and 
prisoners. No one hcsslud the word of command. 'I’hey lia<l 
taken fifteen hundnsi prisoners, thirty-eight eaimons, flags, 
and, what was of most eonsesjuenee in the eyesof IheCoHsaeks, 
horses, saildles, covm'ings, and various other ohjecis. All 
of this they wanted to s*>e after, to sei-ure the prismuirs and 
the cannons, to divide the booty, to shout at and even fight 
with one another over the spoils; and all this alisorbed the 
Cossacks’ attention. The Frenchmen, finding themselves not 
pursued ftirther, Ijegan to rally; they fomed into companies 
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and began liring. Orlov-Deuisov still expected the other 
columns to arrive, and did not advance further. 

Meanwhile, in accordance with the disposition — ‘ die erste 
Colonne marHchlrt^ and so on — the infantry regiments of the 
belated columns, under the command of JJennigsen and the 
direction of Toll, had started off in due course, and had, in 
the usual way, arrived somewhere, hut not where they were 
intended to arrive. In the usual way too, the soldiers, who Imd 
set off gaily, began to halt; there were murmurs of dissatis- 
faction and a sense of muddle, and they were marched back to 
some point. Adjutants and generals galloped to and fro, 
shouting angrily, ([iiarrelling, declarizig they had come utterly 
wrong and were too late, upbraiding some one, and so on ; aind 
finally, all washed their hands of the business in despair, and 
inarched on simply in order to get somewhere. ‘ We must 
am VC somewhere sooner or later P And so they did, in fact, 
arrive somewhere, but not where they were wanted. And some 
<lid even reach their destination, but reached it so late that 
their doing so was of no use at all, and only resulted in their 
being fired at for nothing. ’'I'oll, who in this battl<‘ plav 
part of Wei(‘i*otlier in tin* batth* of AusLerlit>5.^'r-i? 
unflagging energy from one part of Ihe lloht"' 
found cvc»’yUiing at sixes and .sevens e 
insbince, he found BagovuPs corps in 
broad daylight, though the corjw 
long before, and to have gone I 
Disappointed and excited at the^"’ 
one must be to blame for it, T 
in command of the cuf^ps,,''' 
him, declaring that luMles'ir 
old gifneral of placi<l dis 
the delays, the muddles. 

Uu* amazement of ever;, 
out of keeping with^ 
tilings to Toll. / 

* I am not goirn 
can fac<‘ death ^ * 

In* marclied 
not consider 
action no\/ 
not, marc 
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Danger, shells, and bullets were just what he wanted in his 
fury. One of the first bullets killed him, the other bullets 
killed many of his men. And his division remained for some 
time under fire for no object whatever. 


VII 

Meanwhilia another column was to have fallen upon the 
French in the centre, but of this column Kutuzov was in com- 
mand. He knew very well that nothing but muddle would 
come of this battle, begun against his will, and, as far as it 
was in his power, he held his forces back. He did not move. 

Kutuzov rode mutely about on his grey horse, making 
languid replies to the suggestions for an attack. 

^ You can all talk about attacking, but you don'‘t see that 
we don’t know how to execute complicated manceuvres,’ he said 
to Miloradovitch, who was begging to be allowed to advance. 

the moxtiing, nor be in our 
to be done!’ he said to 


4i\^couldn’t take Murat alive in 
now there’s nothing 


rted to Kutuzov that there were now two 
q^hc rear of the French, where according 
’>thc Cossacks there had been none, he 
bind him at Yennolov, to whom he 
\j[ious day. 

^^idvance, proposing projects of 
ttKWork, there’s nothing 
^^lAkos his measures*’ 

^ and faintly smiled, as he 
>e storm had blown over 
'cyond that hint. 

’said Ycrmolov softly, 

d to Kutuzov and 


‘' enemy has not 
\i? Or else 


)Ught him 
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that Murat’s troops were in retreat, he gave orders for 
an advance; but every hundred paces he halted for three- 
quarters of an hour. 

The whole battle was confined to what had been done by 
the Cossacks of Orlov-Deuisov ; the rest of the troops simply 
lost a few hundreds of men for nothing. 

In consequence of this battle, Kutuzov received a diamond 
decoration ; Bennigsen, too, was rewarded with diamonds and 
a hundred thousand roubles; and the other generals, too, 
received agreeable recognition according to their rank, and 
more changes were made on the .staff*. 

‘That’s how things arc always done among us, everything 
topsy-turvy!’ the Russian oIBcers and generals said after 
the battle of Tarutino; just «is they say it nowadays, with an 
assumption that some stiqiid person had muddled everything, 
while we would have managed quite differently. But the men 
who speak like this either do not understand what they are 
talking of, or intentionally deceive themselves. Kvitv battle — 
Tarutino, Borodino, Austerlit/ — fails to come oU'as 'thow* who 
planned it expected it to do. That is inevitable. 

An innumerable collection of freely acting forces (and no- 
where is a man freer than on the field *of Imttlc, where it is a 
question of life and death) influence the direction taken by a 
battle, and that can never be known beforehand ami never 
corresponds with llie direction of any one force. 

If many forces are acting simultmieonsly in different direc- 
tions on any body, the direction of its motion will not corre- 
spond with any one of the forces, but will always follow a 
middle course, the summary of them, what is ex|>n‘.ssed in 
mechanics by the diagonal or the parallelogram of forces. 

If in the accounts given us oy histoiians, especially by 
French ones, we find that wars and battles apjjcar to follow a 
dednite plan laid down beforehand, the only deduction wc can 
make from that is that these accounts arc not true. 

The battle of Tarutino obviously failccl to attain the aim 
which Toll hod in view : to lead the army into action in accord- 
ance with his disposition of the troops, or the aim wliich (Hount 
Orlov-Denisov may have had : to take Murat prisoner; or the 
aim of destroying at one blow the whole corps, which Bennigsen 
and others ma;^ have entertained ; or the aim of the officer who 
desired to distinguish himself under fire; or the (lossack, who 

VOI-. III. f 
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wanted to obtain more booty than he did attain, and so on. 
But if we regard the object of the battle as what was actually 
accomplished by it, and what was the universal desire of all 
Russians (the expulsion of the French from Russia and the 
destruction of their army), it will be perfectly evident that the 
battle of Tarutino, precisely in consequence of its incongrui- 
ties, was exactly what was wanted at that period of the cam- 
paign. It is difficult or impossible to imagine any issue of 
that battle more in accordance with that object than its 
actual result. With the very smallest effort, in spite of the 
greatest muddle, and with the most trifling loss, the most im- 
portant results in the whole campaign were obtained — the 
transition was made from retreat to attack, the weakness of 
the French was revealed, and the shock was given which was 
all that was needed to put Napoleon's army to flight. 


vra 

Napoleon enters Moscow after the brilliant victory de la 
Moskoxea: there can be no doubt of the victory, since the 
French are loft in possession of the field of battle. The 
Russians retreat and leave Moscow — well stocked with pro- 
visions, arms, implements, and countless riches — in the hands 
of Napoleon. The Russian army, of one-half the strength of 
the French, during the coui'se of a whole month makes no 
eflbrt to attack. Napoleon's position is most brilliant. One 
would have supposed that no great genius was needed with an 
army of double the strength to fall upon the Russian forces 
and destroy them, to negotiate an advantageous peace ; or, in 
case of negotiations being refused, to make a menacing mardi 
upon Petersburg, or even, in case of failure in this, to return 
to Smolensk or to Vilna, or to remain in Moscow, to retain, 
in short, the brilliant position in which the French army now 
found themselves. To do all this it was only necessary to take 
the simplest and easiest measures ; to keep the soldiers from 
pillage, to prepare winter cloUies (of which there was a supply 
in Moscow amply sufficient for the whole army), and regularly 
to collect the provisions, of which the supply in Moscow was, 
on the showing of the ]l^nch historians, sufficient to feed the 
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whole army for six months. Napoleon, the gimtest of all 
military geniuses, with absolute power, as historians assert, 
over the army, did nothing of all this. 

Far from doing anything of the sort, he used his power to 
select out of all the various courses open to him the stupidest 
and most pernicious of all. Of all the different things Napoleon 
might have done — spending the winter in Moscow, going to 
Petersburg, going to Nizhni-Novgorod, going back a little more 
to the north or to the south, by the road Kutuzov afterwards 
took — no course one can imagine could have been more ruinous 
for his army (as the sequel proved) than the one Napoleon 
actually did adopt ; that is, the course of staying in Moscow 
till October, letting the troops plunder the town, then in 
hesitation leaving a garrison behind, marching out of Moscow, 
going to meet Kutuzov and not giving battle, turning to the 
right and going as far as Maley Yaroslavets, again refusing to 
risk a battle, and finally retreating, not by the road Kutuzov 
had taken, but by Mozhaisk and the Smolensk route through 
devastated country. Let the most skilful tiicticians, siippos- 
ing that Napoleon’s object was the destruction of his army, 
try and devise a scries of actions which could, apart from any 
measures that might be taken by the Jlussiaii forces, havt! 
ensured with such certainty the complete di*stniction of tin? 
whole French army as the course taken by Napoleon. 

This the genius Napoleon did. Hut to say tliat Napoleon 
ruined his army because he wanted to do so, or because he was 
very stupid, would be just as unjust as to say that Napoleon 
got his troops to Moscow because he wanted to, and bt'caust* 
he was very clever and a great genius. 

In both cases his personal activity, Iwiving wo more force 
than the personal activity of every soldier, was merely coin- 
cidental with the laws by which the event was determined* 

Quite falsely (and siin])ly because the seejuel did not justify 
Napoleon’s actions) do historians represen tNai)oleon’s faculties 
as flagging at Moscow. Just as before, and afterwards in the 
year 1813, ho used all his powers and faculties to do the best 
for himself and his army, Napoleon’s activity at this time 
was no loss marvellous than in Egypt, in Italy, in Austria, 
and in Prussia. We do not know with any cerbdnty how 
real was the genius of Napoleon in Egypt, where forty centuries 
looked down upon his greatness, because all his groat exploits 
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there are recounted to us by none but Prcncbmcii. We cannot 
judge with certainty of his genius in Austria luid IVussia, as 
the accounts of his doings there must be drawn from French 
and German sources. And the unaccountable surrender of 
corps of soldiers without a battle, and of fortresses without a 
siege, must dispose Germans to postulate Napoleon's genius 
as the unique explanation of the war as it was waged in 
Germany. But we have, thank God, no need to plead his 
genius to cloak our shame. We have paid for the right to 
look facts simply and squarely in the face, and that right wc 
will not give up. 

His activity in Moscow was as marvellous and as full of 
genius as anywhere else. Command upon command and plan 
upon plan was continually being issued by him from the time 
he entered Moscow to the time he left it. The absence of 
the citizens and of a deputation, and even the burning of 
Moscow, did not daunt him. He did not lo.se sight of the 
welfare of his army, nor of the doings of the enemy, nor of 
the welfare of the people of Russia, nor the conduct of affairs 
at Paris, nor of diplomatic negotiations as to the terms of 
peace. 


IX 

Okt the military side, immediately on entering Moscow, 
Napoleon gives General Sebastiani strict orders to keep a 
watch on the movements of the Russian army, sends detach- 
ments along the various roads, and charges Murat to find 
Kutuzov. Then he gives careful instructions for the forti- 
fication of the Kremlin ; then he makes a plan of the coming 
cam,pnign over the whole map of Russia ; that was a work of 
genius, indeed. On the diplomatic side, Napoleon summons 
to his presence Captain Yalcovlev, who had been robbed and 
reduced to rags and did not know how to get out of Moscow, 
expounds to him minutely his whole policy and his magna- 
nimity ; and after writing a letter to the Emperor Alexander, 
in which he considers it his duty to inform his friend and 
brother that Rastoptcdiin had performed his duties very badly 
in Moscow, he dcspatclics Yakovlev with it to Petersburg. 

Expounding his views and his magnanimity with equal 
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minuteness to Tutolmin, he despatches that old man too to 
Petersburg to open negotiations. 

On the judicial side, orders were issued, immediately after 
the fires broke out, for the guilty persons to be found and 
executed. And the miscreant Rastoptchin was punished by 
the order to set fire to his houses. 

On the administrative side, Moscow was presented with a 
constitution. A municipal council was instituted, and the 
following proclamation was issued : — 


‘ CiTIZKNS OF MoS('OW ! 

^Your misfortunes have been cruel, but his Majesty the 
Emperor and King wishes to put an end to them. Terrible 
examples have shown you how he punishes crime and breach 
of discipline. Stern measures have been taken to put an end 
to disorder and to restore public security. A paternal council, 
chosen from among yourselves, will compose your municipality 
or town council. It will care for you, for your needs anti your 
interests. The members of it will be distinguished by a red 
ribbon, which they will wear across the shoulder, and the 
mayor will wear a while sash over it. Hut except when dis- 
charging their duties, they will wear only a red ribbon round 
the left arm. 

‘The city police are established on their former footing, 
and they are already restoring order. The government 
has appointed two general commissioners, or superintendents 
of police, and twenty commissioners, or ])olice inspectors, 
stationed in the diflerent (juartors of the town. You will 
recognise them by the white ribbon they will wear round the 
left arm. Several churches of various denominations have 
been opened, and divine service is performed in them witliout 
hindrance.^ Your fellow-citizcns are returning every day to 
their dwellings, and orders have been given that they should 
find in them the aid and protection due to misfortune. 'Tfhese 
are the measures which tnc government has adopted to restore 
order and alleviate your position; but to attain that end, it is 
necessar3j^ that you should unite your efforts with them ; should 
forget, ii possible, the misfortunes you have suffered ; should 
look hopejfully at a fate that is not so cruel ; should believe 
that a snameful death inevitably awaits those guilty of violence 
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had saved his white hands to kiss, he conversed graciously 
with Tutolmin. Then, as Thiers eloquently recounts, he 
ordered his soldiers" pay to be disfa'ibuted among them in the 
false Russian notes he had counterfeited : — 

® Reinforcing the use of these methods by an act worthy of 
him and of the French army, he had assistance distributed to 
those who had suffered loss from the fire. But as provisions 
were too precious to be given to strangei's, mostly enemies, 
Napoleon preferred to furnish them with money for them to 
provide themselves from without, and ordered paper roubles 
to be distributed among them." 

With a view to maintaining discipline in the army, orders 
were continually being issued for severely punishing nonfulfil- 
ment of military duty and for putting an end to pillaging. 


X 

But, strange to say, all these arrangements, these efforts and 
plans, which were no whit inferior to those that had been 
made on similar occasions before, never touched the root of 
the matter; like the hands on tlic face of a clock, when 
detached from the mechanism, they turned aimlessly and 
arbitrarily, without catching the wheels. 

The plan of campaign, that work of genius, of which Tliiers 
says, that his genius never imadned anything more profound, 
more skilful, and more admirable, and entering into a polemi- 
cal discussion with M. Fenn, proves that tlie composition of 
this work of genius is to be refemsd, not lo the ith, but to 
the 15th of October — that ])lan never was and nevei* could 
be put'iiito execution, because it had nothing in common with 
the actual facts of the position. The fortification of the 
Kremlin, for which it was necessary to pull down la Mosquee 
(as Napoleon called the church of Vassily the Blessed) turned 
out to be perfectly useless. The mining of the Kremlin was 
only of use for carrying out the desire the Emperor expressed 
on leaving Moscow, to blow up the Kremlin, like a child that 
beats the floor against which it has hurt itself. The pursuit 
of the Russian army, on which Napoleon laid so much stress, 
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led to an unheard-of result. The French generals lost sight 
of the sixty thousand men of the Russian army, and it was 
only, in the words of Thiers, thanks to the skill, and apparently 
also the genius, of Murat that they succeeded at last in finding, 
like a lost pin, this army of sixty thousand men. 

On the diplomatie side, all Napoleon’s expositions of his 
magnanimity and justice, both to Tutolmin and to Yakovlev 
(the latter was principally interested in finding himself a great- 
coat and a conve3'ance for travelling) turned out to be fruitles.s. 
Alexander would not receive these envoys, and made no wply 
to the message they brought. 

On the side of law, of order, after the execution of the 
supposed incendiaries, the other half of Moscow was bunit 
down. 

The establishment of a municipal council did not check 
pillage, and was no benefit to any one but the few persons, 
who were members of it, and were able on the pretext of 
preserving order to plunder Moscow on their own account, 
or to save their own pro])erty from being plundered. 

On the religious sid<‘, the difficulty had so easily been 
settled by Napoleon’s visit to a mosque in Egypt, but hero 
similar measures led to no results whatever. Two or three 
priests, picked up in Mo.scow, did attempt to ean’y out 
Napoleon’s desire; but one of them was slapped in the face 
by a French soldier during the .service, and in regard to the 
other, the following report was made by a French official: ‘Tlie 
piiest, whom I had discovered and invited to resume saying Uie 
Muss, cleaned and closed the church. Tn the night they came 
again to break in the doors, break the padlocks, tear the 
books, and commit other disorders.’ 

As for the encouragement of commerce, the proclamation 
to ‘ industrious artisans and jieasants,’ met with no response 
at all. Industrious artistuis there were none in Moscow, and 
tlie peasants set upon the messengers who ventured too far 
from the town with this pi-oclamalion and killed them. 

The attempts to entertain the people and the troops with 
theatres were c(|ually unsuccessful. The theatres set up in 
the Kremlin and I’oznyakov’s house were closed again imme- 
diately, because the actors and actresses were stripped of their 
belongings by the soldiers. 

Even philanthropy did not bring the desired, results. 
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XI 

Eaiilv in the morning of the 6th of October, Pierre came out 
of the shed, and when he went back, he stood in the doorway, 
playing with the long bandy-legged, purplish-grey dog, that 
jumped about him. This dog lived in their shed, sleeping 
with Karataev, though it sometimes went oft* on its own 
account into the town, and came back again. It had probably 
never belonged to any one, and now it had no master, and no 
name. The Preuch called it Azor; the soldier who told 
stories allied it Femgalka; Karataev called it ‘Grey-coat,’ 
and sometimes ‘ Floppy.’ Tlic lack of a master, of a name, of 
any particular breed, and even of a definite colour, by no 
means troubled the purplish-grey dog. Its fluff*y tail stood 
up firm and round like a plume ; its bandy legs served it so 
well that often, as though disdaining to use all four, it would 
hold one hincl-lcg gracefully up, and run very (piickly and 
smartly on tlircc paws. Everything was a source of satisfiiction 
to it. At one moment, it was barking with joy, then it would 
bask in the sun, with a dreamy and thoughtful air, then it 
would frolic about, playing with a chip or a straw. 

Pierre’s attire now consisted of a dirty, tattered sliirt, the 
sole relic left of his [)revious wardrobe, a pair of soldier’s 
drawers, tied with string round the ankles by Karataev’s 
advice, for the sake of warmth, a full peasant’s coat and 
a i)eosanL’s cap. Physically PiciTC had changed greatly during 
this period. He no longer seemed stout, though he still had 
that lordc of solidity and strength that was characteristic of 
tlie Hezuhov family. The lower part of his face was overgrown 
with board and moustaches; his long, tangled hair, swarming 
with lice, formed a mat of curls on his head. Ilis eyes had a 
look of firmness, calm, and alert readiness, such as had never 
been seou in Pierre’s face before. All his old slackness, which 
had shown even in his eyes, was replaced now by a vigorous, 
alert look of readiness for action and for resistance. His feet 
were bare. 

Pierre looked over the meadow, across which wagons and 
men on horseback were moving that morning, then far away 
beyond the river, then at the dog, who was pretending to be 
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meaning to bite him in earnest, then at liis bare feet, which he 
shifted with pleasure from one position to another, moving 
the dirty, thick, big toes. And every time he looked at his 
bare feet, a smile of eager self-satisfaction flitted across his 
face. The sight of those bare feet reminded him of all he had 
passed through and learned during tliis time; and the thought 
of that was sweet to him. 

The weather had for several days been still and clear, witli 
light frosts in the mornings — the so-called ^old granny "s 
summer.’ 

It was warm out of doors in tlie sunshine, and that warmth 
was particularly pleasant, with the bracing freshness of the 
morning frost still in the air. 

Over everything, over all objects near and far, lay that 
magical, crystal-clear brightness, whi<‘h is only seen at that 
time in the autumn. In the distance could be s(X‘n the Sparrow 
Hills, with the village, the church, and the great, white houset. 
And the leafless trees, and the sand and the stones and roofs 
of the houses, the green spire of the cluirch, and the angles 
of the white house in the distances all stood out in the most 
delicate outlines with unnatural distinctness in llie limpid air., 
Close at hand stood the familiar ruins of a half-burnt mansion, 
occupied by French soldiers, with lilac biislus still dark green 
by the fence. And even this charred and ruincid house, which 
looking revollingly hideous in bad weather, had a sort of 
soothing comeliness in tlie clear, still brightness. 

A French corporal, in a snioking-eaj), with his coal com- 
fortably unbuttoned, came roinul the corner of the sliecl, with 
a short pipe between his teeth, and with a friendly w'ink, 
approached Pierre, 

‘What sunshine, heiti M, Kiril ?’ (This was what all the 
French soldiers called Pierre.) ‘ One would say it was spring/ 
And the corporal leaned against the door, and oflered Pierre 
his pipe, though he was always offering it, and Pierre always 
declined it. 

‘ If one were marching in weather like this,’ he began, 

Pierre questioned him what ho had heard of the departure 
of the French, and the corporal told him that almost all the 
troops were setting out, and that to-day instructions 
expected in regard to the pxdsoners. In* the slu'd in which 
Pierre was, one of the Kussian soldiers, Sokolov, was danger'- 
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ously ill, and Pierre told the corporal that something ought 
to be done about this soldier. The corporal said that Pierre 
might set his mind at rest, that they had both travelling and 
stationary hospitals for such cases, that instructions would be 
given in regard to the sick, and that in fact every possible 
contingency was provided for by the authorities. 

^ And then, M. Kiril, you have only to say a word to the 
captain, you know. Oh, he is a man who never forgets any- 
thing. Speak to the captain when he makes his round; he 
will do anything for you.’ 

The captain of whom the corporal spoke used often to have 
long conversations with Pierre, and did him all kinds of 
favours. 

‘ You see, St. Thomas,’ he said to me the other day, ^Kiril is 
a man of education, who speaks French ; he is a Russian lord 
who has had troubles, but he is a man. And he understands 
. . . If he wants anything, let him tell me, he shall not meet 
with a refusal. When one has studied, one likes education, 
you see, and well-bred people. It ’s for your own sake I tell 
you that, M. Kiril. In the aflair that happened the other 
day, if it hadn'^t been for you, things would have ended badly.’ 

(The corporal was alluding to a fight a few days before 
between the prisoners and the French soldiers, in which Pierre 
had succeeded in pacifying his companions.) After chatting 
a little lime longer the corporal went away. 

Several of the prisoners had heard Pierre talking to the 
corporal, and they came up immediately to ask what the latter 
had said. Whilci Pierre was telling his companions what the 
corporal had said about setting oil* from Moscow, a thin, 
sallow, ragged French soldier came uj) to the door of the shed. 
With a shy and rapid gesture he pul his fingers to his forehead 
by way of a salute, and addressing Pierre, asked him if the 
soldier, Plntoche, who was making a shirt for him were in this 
shed. 

The Frendi soldiers had been provided with linen aiul leather 
a week previously, and had given out the materials to Ihe 
Russian prisonm to make them boots and shirts. 

* It’s ready, darling, it’s ready !’ said Karataev, coming out 
with a carefully folded shirt. On account of the heat and for 
greater convenience in working, Karataev was wearing nothing 
l)ut a jwiir of drawers and a tattered shirt, as black as the 
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earth. He had tied a wisp of bast round liis hair, as workmen 
do, and his round face looked rounder and more pleasing 
than ever. 

^Punctuality is own brother to good business. I said 
Friday, and so I have done it,’’ said Platon, smiling and 
displaying the shirt he had made. 

The Frenchman looked about him uneasily, and as though 
overcoming some hesitation, rapidly slipped off liis uniform 
and put on the shirt. Under his uniform he had no shirt, but 
a long, greasy, flowered silk waistcoat next his bare, yellow, 
thin body. The Frenchman %vas evidently afraid that the 
prisoners, who were looking at him, would laugh at him, and 
he made haste to put his head through the shirt. None of 
the prisoners said a word. ‘To be sure, it flts well,’ l*laton 
observed, pulling the shirt down. The Frenchman, after 
putting his head and arms through, looked down at the shirt, 
and examined the stitching without lifting his eyes. 

‘Well, darling, this isn’t a tailor’s, you know, and I had no 

a er sewing materials, and there’s a saying without the right 
you can’t even kill a louse properly,’ said Karataev, still 
admiring his own handiwork, 

« Very good, thanks ; but you must have some stuff left . . 
said the Frenchman. 

‘ It will be more comfortable as it wears to your body,’ said 
Karataev, still admiring his work, ‘ I’licre, you ’ll bo nice and 
comfortable,’ 

‘ Thanks, thanks, old fellow ; but wlml is loft , . ? ’ repeated 
the Frenchman, giving Karataev a paper note. ‘Give me the 
pieces that are over.’ 

Pierre saw that Platon did not want to understand what 
the Frenchman said, and he looked on without intofering. 
Karataev thanked him for the rouble and went on adnuring 
his own work. The Frenchman persisted in asking for Vhat 
was left, and asked PieiTc to translate what he said. 

‘What does he want with the pieces?’ said Karataev. 

‘ They would have made me capital leg wrappers. Oh well, 
God bless the man.’ 

And, looking suddenly crestfallen and melancholy, Karataev 
took a bundle of remnants out of his lx)som and gave it to the 
Frenchman without looking at him, ‘Ach-ma!’ he cried, 
and walked away. The Frenchman looked at the linen, he 
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hesitated j glanced inquiringly at Pierre, and as though Pierre’s 
eyes had told him something : 

‘ Here, Platoche ! ’ he cried in a shrill voice, suddenly blush- 
ing, ‘Keep them yourself,’ he said, and giving him the 
remnants, he turned and went out. 

‘There, look’ee now,’ said Karataev, shaking his head. 
‘ They say they ’re not Christians, but they have souls too. It ’s 
true what the old folks used to say : a sweating hand is an 
open hand, but a dry hand is closefisted. His own back ’s bare, 
and yet he has given me this.’ Karataev paused for a while, 
smiling dreamily and gazing at the cuttings of linen. ‘ But 
first-rate leg binders they ’ll make me, my dear,’ he added, as 
he went back into the shed. 


XII 

Four weeks had passed since Pierre had been taken prisoner. 
Although the French had offered to transfer him from the 
common prisoners’ shed to the officers’, he had remained in 
the same shed as at first. 

In Moscow, wasted by lire and pillage, Pierre passed through 
hardships almost up to the extreme limit of privation that a 
man can endure. But, owing to his vigorous health and con- 
stitution, of which he had liardly been aware till then ; and 
still more, owing to the fact that these privations came upon 
him so gradually that it was impossible to say when they 
began, he was able to support his position, not only with ease, 
hut with positive gladness. And it was just at this time that 
he attained that peace and content with'himself, for which he 
had always striven in vain before. For long years of his life 
he had been seeking in various directions for that peace, that 
harmony with himself, which had struck him so much in the 
soldiers at Borodino. He had sought for it in philanthropy, 
in freemasonry, in the dissipations of society, in wine, in heroic 
feats of self-sacrifice, in his romantic love for Natasha; he had 
sought it by the path of thought ; and all his researches and 
all nis eflforts had failed him. And now without any thought 
of his own, he had gained that peace and that harmony with 
himself simply through the horror of death, through hardships, 
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through what he had secu iti Karataev. Those fearful ni<Miieiilfi 
that he had lived through during the execution had, ok it 
were, washed for ever from his imagination and his memory 
the disturbing ideas and feelings that had once seeuied to him 
so important. No thought came to him of Russia, of Uit* war, 
of politics, or of Napoleon. It .seemed obvious to Itiiu that 
all that did not concern him, that lie was not crdlcd upon 
and so was not able to judge of all that. ‘Hussia and 
summer never do well together,’ lie rcpeati'd Karaltiuv's words, 
and those words soothed him strangely. His project of 
killing Napoleon, and his calculations of llie cabalistic num- 
bers, and of the lieasL of the Apocaly|>.se si ruck liim now 
as incomprehensible and po.siiively ludicrous. His {Uig;cr aitb 
Ids wife, and his dread of his name being disgraced by her, 
seemed to 1dm trivial and ainu.sing. What businoss of his 
was it, if that woman chose to lead somewhere away from him 
the life that sidled her tastes.'' What did it matter In any 
one— least of all to him — whether they found out or , not Iha’t 
their prisoner’s name was Count Rexuliov. 

He ■often thought now of his conversation with IVitice 
Audrey, and agreed fully willi his friend, though hr ptif a 
somewhat difrerentcoustructionon his meaning. Prince Audrey 
had sail! and thought that haj)pines.s is only negative, hut lie 
had said this with a shade of bitternesH and irony. It was as 
though in .saying this he had cxpre.s.sc<l another ilioiight- 
that all the strivings towards positive happiness, that are 
innate in us, were only given us for our tonnenl. ilut Pierre 
recognised the truth of the main idea with no stu'li iiiidrr- 
curreut of feeling. The absence of suflVriug, the sHtisfartioii 
of needs, and following upon that, fretulom in the clioiee of 
occunation, that is, of one’s inaimer of lift*, seemwl to Pierre 
the Idghcst and most certain Iiupjiiiu'ss of man. Only here 
and now for the first time in his life Pierre fully nfiinieiatcd 
the enjoyment of eating when he was liungryi of drinking 
when he was thirsty, of sleep when he was sleepy, <*f warmth 
when he was cold, of talking to a fellow envitun* wht'ii lie 
wanted to talk and to hear men’s voices. 'I'he sati.sfkrlwm of 
his needs good fiMxI, cleanlineas, freeiiom— wemed U* I'ierrc 
now that he was deprivetl of them to be perfect hiippincss ; 
and the choice of his (X'cupation, that is, of his matnirr of life 
now that that choice was so limited, seemcil to him such ftt» 

V0(.. 111. u 
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easy matter that he forgot that a superfluity of the conveniences 
of life destroys all happiness in satisfying the physical needs, 
while a great freedom in the choice of occupation, that freedom 
which education, wealth, and position in society had given 
him, makes the choice of occupations exceedingly diflicult, and 
destroys the very desire and possibility of occupation. 

All Pierre’s dreams now turned to the time when he would 
be free. And yet, in all his later life, Pierre thought and 
spoke with enthusiasm of that month of imprisonment, of 
those intense and joyful sensations that could never be recalled, 
and above all of tliat full, spiritual peace, of that perfect, in- 
ward freedom, of which he had only experience at that period. 

On the first day, when, getting up early in the morning, he 
came out of the shed into the dawn, and saw the cupolas and 
the crosses of the New Monastery of the Virgin, all still in 
darkness, saw the hoar frost on the long grass, saw the slopes 
of the Sparrow Hills and the wood-clad hanks of the encircling 
river vanishing into the purple distance, when he felt the 
contact of the fresh air and heard the sounds of the rooks 
flying out of Moscow across the fields, and when flashes of 
light suddenly gleamed out of the east and the sun’s rim 
floated triumphantly up from behind a cloud, and cupolas and 
crosses and hoar frost and the hori>5<)n and the river were all 
sparkling in the glad light, Pierre fell a new feeling of joy and 
vigour in life such as he had never ox|)erit‘n<!e(l before. 

And that feeling had not left him during the whol<‘ period 
of his imprisonment, but on the contrary had gone on growing 
in him as the hardslnps of Ins position increased, 

Thai feeling — of being ready for anything, of moral alert- 
ness — was strengfcheno^l in Pien-c by the high oj)inion in which 
he began to be lield by Ins com])aTiions very soon after he 
entered the shed. His knowledge of languages, tlic n}S{)ect 
shown him by the. French, the good-nature wiUi wliicli he gave 
away anything he was asked for (he received the allowance 
of three roubles a 'week, given to officers among the prisoners), 
the strength ho showed in driving nails into the wall, the 
genthmess of his behaviour to Ills ooinpainous, and his capiwdly 
-—which seemed to them mysterious -of sitting sioekstill doing 
nothing and plunged in thought, all made him seem to the 
soldiers a rather mysterious creature of a higher order. The 
very peennarities that in the society ho had previously lived 
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in had been a source of embarrassment, if not of annoyance — 
his strength, his disdain for the comforts of life, his" absent- 
mindedness, his good nature — here among these ineti gave 
him the prestige almost of a hero. And Pierre felt that 
their view of him brought its duties. 


XIII 

On the night of the 6tli of October, the march of the retreating 
French army began : kit<‘hens and shani.ios were broken up, 
wagons were packed, and troops ixncl trains of baggage began 
moving. 

AL seven o’clock in the morning an escort of French soldii^rs 
in marching order, in shakoes, with guns, knapstu^ks, and huge 
sacks, stood before the shecls and a running lire of eager French 
talk, interspersed with oaths, was kept up all along tlui line. 

In the shed they were ready, (lress(!d and belted un<l shod, 
only wailing for the word of command to come out. The 
sick soldier, Sokolov, pal(‘ and thin, with blue* rings round bis 
eyes, sat alone in bis place, without boots or out-of-door 
clothes orn Ilis eyes, that looked prominent, from the tliinness 
of his face, K^s^'Ocrimpuringly at his companions, who took no 
notice of him, and he uttered low groans at regular intervals. 
It was cvid(*ntly not so much his suHerings'—he was ill with 
dysent(*ry — as the dread and grief of being lei't alone that 
inad<‘ him groan. 

I^ierre was shod with a pair of slippers tlial. Karataev had 
made for him out of the Iwither cover of a tea-chest, brought 
him by a l^’nnichman for soling his hoots. With a cord ti<*d 
round" for a belt, he went up to the sick man, and s((uatted 
on his heels l)eside him. 

* Ck)mc, Hokolov, thety are not going away alt.ogcther, you 
know. They have a hospital hero. Very likely you wilt be 
better off' than wo others,^ said Piem*. 

‘ () I.ord ! it will be the death of me ! O Lord ! ’’ the soldier 
groaned mow* loudly, 

‘ Well, I will ask them again in a minute,' said Pierre, and 
getting up, lu* went to the door of the shed. While Pierre 
was going to the door, the same cor|>oral, who had oxi the 
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previous clay ofl’ered Pierre a pipe, came in fr<»in ouLsitli-, 
accompanied by two soldiers, iioth the corporal utui the 
soldiers were in marching order, with knapsticks on and 
shakoes, with straps buttoned, that changed tlieir familiar 
faces. 

The corporal had come to the door so ns to shut it in 
accordance with the order’s given him. llcfore getting them 
out, he had to count over the prisoners. 

‘ Coriroral, what is to bo done with the sick man ? ’ Pierre was 
beginning, but at the very moment that he sjmkc thenords 
he doubted whether it were the cor|)oral he knew or some 
stranger — the corporal was so unlike himself at that moment. 
Moreover, at the moment Pierre was sjreaking, the roll of 
drums was suddenly heard on both sides. The eor{Mn'ui 
scowled at Pierre’s words, and uttering a meaningless oath, 
he slammed the door. It was half-dark now in the shed; 
the drums beat a sliarp tattoo on both side.s, drowning the 
sick man’s groams. 

‘Here it is! . . . Here it is again!’ Pierre said to himself, 
and an involuntary shudder run down his hack. In the 
changed face of the corporal, in the sound of his voiee, in 
the stimulating and deafening din of the drums, Pierre rceog- 
nised that mysterious, unsympathetic force which drove men, 
against their will, to do their fellow-creatures to death; Ilia! 
force, the clFcct of which he had soeii at t.he ('xeention. 'I'o 
be afraid, to try and avoid that forcte, to appeal with entreat i(‘.s 
or with exhortations to the men who were serving a« its 
instruments, was uscle-ss. That Pierre knew now. One 
could but wait and be patient. Pierre did not go near t.lic 
sick man again, and clicl not look round at him. lie stocs! 
at the door of the shed in silence, .scowling. 

When the doors of the shed were opened, and the pri.soiiers, 
huddling against one another like a Hock of slu‘ep, crowded 
in the entry, Pierre pushed in front of them, and went up fc» 
the very captain who was, so the corixiral had declared, ready 
to do anything for him. The cai>tain was in in.‘irching trini, 
and from his face, too, there looked out the same ‘it’Pierre 
had recognised in the corporal’s wonls and in the roll of the 
drums. 

FikSi files!'' the captain was saying, frowning sternly, 
and looking at the prisoners crowding by him. 
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Pierre knew his effort would be in vain, yet he went up to 
him. 

‘Well, what is it?'' said the officer, scanning him coldly, 
as though he did not recognise him. Ih'orrc spoke of the 
sick prisoner. 

‘ He can walk, damn him ! ■* said the captain. 

^ Filez^jilezr ho went on, without looking at Pierre. 

‘ Well, no, he is in agony . . . !' l*ierre was beginning, 

‘ hicnV . . * shouted the captain, scowling 

malignantly. 

‘ l)rain-da-da-dani, dam-dam,’ rattled the drums, and Pierre 
know that the mysterious force had already complete possession 
of tliose men, and that to say anything more now was useless. 

Tlie officers among th<* prisoners were separated from ilu* 
soldiers and ordered to march in front. 

1’hc officers, among whom was Pierre, were thirty in number ; 
the soldiers three hundred. 

These officers, who had conic out of oth(*r sheds, were all 
strangers to Pierre, and much better dressed flinn he was* 
I’hcy looked at him in his qm‘er fb()t-g(‘ar wilb aloof and 
mistrustful ey(‘s. Not far from Pierre waikt‘(l a stout major, 
with a fat, sallow, irascible eounlenanee. He was ilressed in 
a Kazan gown, girt with a liiu*n hand, and obviously enjoytid 
the general respect of his companion prisoners. lie heUrjus 
tobacco-pouch in <mc bami thrust into his bosom ; w ith the 
other he presH«*d Mu* stem of his pipe, ^rhis major, pant- 
ing and pulling, grumbled angrily at <*very oiu* for pushing 
against him, as he fan<‘ied, and for hurrying when there w*a.s 
no need of hiiiTy, and for wondering wdieu ih(*re was tmlhing 
to wonder at. Another, a thin, little officer, addressed remarks 
to every one, making conjectures whens they were being taken 
now, and how far they would go that day. " An official, ip felt 
liigli boots and a commissariat uniform, ran from side to side 
to get a good view of tlie re.snltsof the fire in Moscow, making 
loud observations on what wa.s burnt, and saying what this or 
that district of the town was as it came into view. A thir<l 
oflicter, of Poli.sli extraction by his accent, was arguing with 
the commissariat official, trying U> prove to him that lit* was 
mistaken in his identification of the various (luarters of 
Moscow. 

* Why dispute?’ said the Major angrily. ‘Whether 
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St. Nikola or St. Vlas, it’s no mailer. You soo that il \ all 
burnt, and that's all about it. . , . Why are you [)U.s.l>in;', 
isn’t the road wide cnouf^h?’ he .said, aiij'rily luldn'ssiuK a 
man who Imd passed behind liim and had uol puslusl njraiiist 
him at all. 

‘ Aie, aie, aie, what have they been doing ' the voices of 
the prisoners could be heard crying on one side and on an- 
other as they looked at the buiiit di.stricts. ‘ Zaino.skvor- 
yetche, too, and Zubovo, and in the Kremlin. . . . Look, 
there’s not half left. Why, didn’t I lell you all Zanioskvor- 
yetche was gone, and so it is.’ 

‘ Well, you know it is burnt, well, why argue abouL il ?' siiid 
the major. 

Passing through Hamovniky (one of the few ijuarto's of 
Moscow that had not been burnt) by the church, tlic whole 
crowd of prisonci-s huddled suddenly on one side, and <‘\- 
clamalions of horror and aversion wort' heard. 

‘ The wretches ! The heathens .' Yes; a(iea(lniaa; a »lc)id 
man; itis . . . They have smeared it with .sonielhing.’ 

I’ierro, too, drew near the church, where was Hu* objeet that 
had called forth these exclamations, and he dindy disc<*rned 
something leaning against the fence of Ihe church enclosure. 
From the words of his com{)anions, who saw Ixdler than In* 
did, he Icamt that it was the dead body of a itiiiii, propped up 
in a standing posture by the fence, willi tin* face suwareil 
with soot. 

‘Move on, damn you! Go on, thiiiy thousand devils!’ 
. . . They heard the escort swearing, and the French soldiers, 
with fresh vindictiveness, use<i the flal sides of Hu*ir swords 
to drive on the prisoners, wlio bad lingejssl to look nf the 
dead xnan. 


XIV 

Tnaocuir the lanes of Hamovniky, Ihe prisoners inarched 
alone with their escort, a train of carls and wagons, lielong- 
ing to tlie soldici-s of the escor!, following behind llieiii. Uiit 
as they caini' out to tbc provision simps iTiey found t hcmselvcs 
in llw! middle of a huge train of artillery, moving with dilficnil v, 
and niixeil up with private ha^tge-wagons. 
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At the bridge itself the whole mass halted, waiting for the 
foremost to get across. From the bridge the prisoners got 
a view of endless trains of baggage- wagons in front and 
behind. On the right, where the Kaluga road turns by 
Neskutchny Gardens, endless files of troops and wagons 
stretched away into the distance. These were the troops of 
Beauharnais‘’s corps, which had set off before all the rest. 
Behind, along the riverside, and across Kaineniiy bridge, 
stretched the troops and transport of Ney’s corjis. 

Davoust’s troops, to which the prisoners belonged, were 
crossing by the Oriinean Ford, and part had already entered 
Kaluga Street. But the baggage- trains were so long Ibul l.he 
last wagons of Beauliarnais’s corps had not y<‘t got out of 
Moscow into the Kaluga Street, while the vanguard of ^Vy^s 
troops had already emerged from Holshaya ()rd}nka. 

After crossing the Crimean Ford, the piMsoners moved a few 
steps time and then hrfltod, and again movt^d forward, 
and thc|j(rowd of vehicles and people grew grouUT and greater 
on all 0 After taking over an hour in crossing the few 
hundrcKjf unp which separates the bridge from Kaluga Street, 
and getlbrwar-^ far as the scpiare wliere Lliti Zamoskvoryedche 
streets idinp»it«> Kaluga Street, the prisoners wen* jammed in 
a close bVick and kept standing for several hours at the 
roads. On all sides there was an unceasing siniml, liki* tius 
roar of the sea, of rumbling wlieels, and tramping troops, and 
incessant shouts of anger and loud abuse, Pierre stood 
8(|ueezc<l against the wall of a charred house*, listening to 
that sound, which in his iniaghialion melted off into the roll 
of drums. 

Several of the Russian oflicers elanilH*rf*d up on to the wall 
of the burnt hotisc by which Piem* stood so as to get a better 
view. 

‘The crowds! What crowds! . . . They have oven loaded 
goods on the cannons! l,ook at the furs! . . they kept 
saying. ‘ I say, the vermin, they have been pillaging. . , . 
Look at what that one lias got. behind, on the cart. . . , 
Why, they arc holy pictures, by God ! . , . Those must be 
Germmis. And a Russian pcasnnt; by (Jod ! . , . Ah; llu5 
wretches! . , . See, how he's loade<l;'^he can hardly mov(»! 
Look, r say, chaises ; they have got Indd of lh«m, lm» ! , . . 
See, he has perched on the Iioxes. Heavens! , . . 'Phey have 
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started fighting! . . . That's right; hit him in tin* 

We shan’t get by Ijcforo evening like this, liook, h»«>k ! 

. . . Why that must surely be Najjoleon himself. Do you 
see the horses 1 with the monograms and a crown ! 'riuit 's 
a portable house, lie has dropped his sack, and doesn't .sei^ it. 
Fighting again. ... A woman willi a baby, and good-lo<»k- 
ing, too! Yes, I dare say; that’s the way tlicv will let vou 
pass. . . . Look; wliy, there’s no end to it. Uussian wenclies, 
I do declare they are. See how comfortable they are in the 
can’iages ! ’ 

Again a wave of general curiosity, a.s at the church in 
Hamovniky, carried all the prisoners forw'ard towanls lint 
road, and Pierre, thanks to his height, .saw over the heads of 
the others what attracted the prisoners’ curiosity. 'Phree 
carriages were blocked between caissons, and in them a 
number of women with rongtal faces, decked <*ul in Haring 
colours, wore sitting closely packed together, shonli^ some- 
thing in shrill voi<;cs. 

From the moment w'hen Pierri! luwl >‘<*cogniMj^j,je mani- 
festation of that mysterious fonte, nothing m (,b,bt him 
strange or terrible ; not the corpse with its fac;p„jy ^^ked for 
a jest, nor these women hurrying away, nor the hui{ , ruins of 
Moscow. All that PieiTC saw now made hardly atij impres- 
sion on him— as though his soul, in preparation for n hard 
struggle, refused to receive any impression tlnit might 
weaken it. 

The carriages of women drove by. 'Fhcy were followed 
again by carts, soldiers, wagons, soldiers, carriages, sohiicrs, 
caissons, and t^gain soldiers, and at nirc intervals women. 

Pierre did not see the people separately ; he saw only their 
movement. 

All these men and horses seemed, as it were, driven along 
by sofno imsecn force. During the hour in which Pierre 
watched them they all were swept out of the dilfcrent streets 
with the same one desire to get on as (piickly (u; possible. 
All of them, alike hindered by the rest, began to get angry 
and to fight. The same oaths wore bandied to and fro, anil 
white teeth flashed, and every frowning face* wore the same 
look of recklcH.s determination and cold (tucIW, which hod 
struck Pierre in the morning in the corporal’s mce, while the 
drums were beating, 
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It was almost evening wlien the officer in command of their 
escort rallied his men, and with shouts and oaths forced his 
way in among the baggage-trains; and the prisoners, sur- 
rounded on all sides, came out on tlie Kaluga road. 

They marched very quickly without pausing, and only 
halted when the sun was setting. The baggage-ciirts were 
moved up close to one another, and the men begun to prepare 
for the night. Every one seemed ill-humoured and dissatis- 
fied. Oaths, angry shouts, and fighting could be hoard on all 
sides till a late hour. A carriage, which had been following tlu^ 
escort, had driven into one of their carts and run a shaft into 
it. Several soldiers ran uj) to the cart from different sides ; 
some hit the carriage horses on the liead ns (he\ i.urnecl Ihcm 
round, others were lighting among Lhemselves, ami l^ierre saw 
one German seriously wounded by a blow from tlie flat: side of 
a sword on his head. 

It seemed as though now %vhen they had come to a stuml- 
still in the midst of the open country, in Uui (rold twiliglil of 
the anturan evening, all these men wer(‘ exp(*rieneing the same 
feeling of unjileasanl awakening from tlu* hurry and eag<U’ 
impulse forward that had carried them all away al set ting off. 
Now standing still, all as it wen‘ grasped tbat/lht‘y knew not 
whore they wore going, and tliaX there ^^us much jiain and 
hardship in store for them on the journey. 

At this halting-place, the prisoners wert* even more* roughly 
treated by their escort than at starling. l’lu»v wen^ for the 
lirst lime given horseflesh to eat. 

In every one of the <‘scorl, from the officers t,o the lowest 
soldier, crould be seen a sort ()f pcn'sonal spilt* against every 
one of tlie prisoners, in surprising contrast with the rri<*ndly 
relations that had twisted between tht*m before. 

This spite was increased when, on counting over the 
prisoners, it was cIis<'ovt‘red that in the bustle of getting out 
of Moicow one llussiaTi sol<H(*r had itiannged to run away by 
pretending to be seiml witli colic. Piorr<j had seen a h’rench- 
man beat a Russian soldier umiKTcifulIy for moving too far 
from the road, and heard the captain, w'ho ha<l hc*en his friend, 
reprimanding an nndor-officer for the escape of the prisoner, 
and threatening him with court-martial. On the under- 
officer’s tirging that the prisoner was ill and could not walk, 
the officer said that their orders were to shoot those who 
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should lag behind. Pierre felt that that fatal force which 
had crushed him at the execution, and had been imperceptible 
during his imprisonment, had now again the mastery of his 
existence. He was afraid ; but he felt, too, that as that fatal 
force strove to crush him, there was growing up in his soul 
and gathering strength a force of life that was independent of 
it. Pierre supped on soup made of rye flour and horseflesh, 
and talked a little with his companions. 

Neither Pierre nor any of his companions talked of what 
they had seen in Moscow, nor of the harsh treatment they 
received from the French, nor of the orders to shoot them, 
which had been announced to them. As though in reaction 
against their more depressing position, all were particularly 
gay and lively. They talked of personal reminiscences, of 
amusing incidents they had seen as they marched, and avoided 
touching oil their present position. 

TIic sun had long ago set. Stars were shining brightly 
here and there in the sky ; there was a red flush, as of a con- 
flagration on the horizon, where the full moon was rising, and 
the vast, red ball seemed trembling strangely in the grey 
(hirkness. It became quite light.^ The evening was over, but 
the night had not yet begun. Pierre left his new companions 
and walked between the camp-flros to the other side of the 
road, where he liad been told that the common prisoners were 
caiujiing. He wanted to talk to them. On the road a French 
sentinel {stopped him and bade him go back. 

Pierre did go back, but not to the camp-fire where his com- 
panions were, but to an unharnessed wagon where there was 
nol)ody. Tucking bis legs up under him, and dropping his 
head, he sat down on the cold ground against the wagon 
wheel, and sat there a long while motionless, thinking. More 
than an hour passed by. No one disturbed Pierre, Suddenly 
he burst into such a loud roar of his fat, good-humoured 
laughter, tliat men looked round on every side in astonishment 
at this strange and obviously solitary laughter. ^ Ha, ha, 
ha!’ laughed Pierre. And he talked aloud to himself. ‘The 
soldier dul not let me pass. They have taken mo — shut me 
up. They keep me prisoner. Wllo is “me”? Me? Me — 
my immortal soul ! Ha, ha, ha ! . . - Ha, ha, ha 1 . . 
he laughed, with the tears starting into his eyes. 

A man got up and came to see what this strange, big man 
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was laughing at all by himself. Pierre left off laughing, got 
up, walked away from the incjuisitivo intruder, and looked 
about him. 

The immense, endless bivouac, which had been full of the 
sound of crackling fires and men talking, had sunk to r(‘st ; the 
red camp-lircs burnt low and dim. High overhead in the 
lucid sky stood the full moon. Forests and fields, that before 
could not be seen beyond the camp, came into view now in 
the distance. And beyond those fields and for<;sts c.ould be 
seen the bright, shifting, alluring, boundless distance. Pierre 
glanced at the sky, at the far-away, twinkling stars. ** And all 
that is mine, and* all that is in me, and all thiit is I !' thought 
Pierre. *AniI all this thc^y caught and shut uj» in a shetl 
closed ill with boards I" lie smiled and went to litr down to 
sleep beside his companions. 


XV 

liAiMiY in October another messenger came to Kutuxov from 
Napoleon with overtures for peace and a IttUc^r, falsely profess- 
ing to come from Moscow, lliougli Napoleon was in fact not 
far ahead of Kutuzov on the olil Kaluga road. Kutuzov 
answered this letter as he had clone Uu‘ first, one, brought 
him by Lauriston ; he said that there eould bc‘ no tpiestion 
of peace. 

Soon after this Dorohov'^s irregulars, which wctc moving on 
the left of 'rarutiuo, sent a report, that French iro<»}>s had 
appeared at b'ominskoe, that these* troops wt»re of BronssiiTN 
division, and that that division, being separate from the rest, 
of the army, might easily be cut to pice<»«. ^llie soldiers and 
oflicers again clamouretl for action. ^Fhe stafl generals, (*latyd 
by the ea»y victory of 'Parutino, urged on Kutuzov that 
iJorohov’s suggcNstiou should lie acted upon. 

Kutuzov did not consider any actitin necessary. A middle 
course, as was inevitable., wa.s*adopteil ; a small <letnchment 
was sent to Fominskoe to uthu^k Broiissier. 

By strange chance this appointment, a most diffunili and 
most important one, as it turned out to In* later, was given to 
Dohturov, that modest little general, whom no one has 
depicted to us making plans of campaign, (hishing at the head 
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of regiments, dropping crosses about batteries, or doing any- 
thing of the kind ; whom people looked on and spoke of as 
lacking decision and penetration, though all through the 
Russian wars with the French, from Austerlitz to the year 
1813, we always find him in command where the position is 
particularly difficult. At Austerlitz he was the last to remain 
at the ford of Augest, rallying the regiments, saving what 
he could, when all was flight and ruin, and not a single other 
general was to be found in the rearguard. When ill with 
fever, he marched with twenty thousand men to Smolensk to 
defend the town against the ^hole of Napoleon’s army- In 
Smolensk he had only just fallen asleep at the Malahovsky 
gates in a paroxysm of fever when he was waked by the 
cannonade of Smolensk, and Smolensk held out a whole day. 
At Borodino when Bagration was killed, and nine-tenths of 
the men of our left flank had been slain, and the fire of all 
the French artillery was turned upon it, Kutuzov made haste to 
recall another general ho had sent by mistake, and sent there 
no other than Dohturov, who was said to be lacking in decision 
and penetration. And unpretentious little Dohturov went 
there, and Borodino became the greatest glory of the Russian 
arms. And many of its heroes have been celebrated in prose 
and verso, but of Dohturov hardly a word. Again Dohturov 
was sent to Fominskoc, and from there to Maley YaroslaveLs, 
the placie whore the last battle was fought with the Frcncli, 
and where it is plain the final destruction of the French army 
really begun. And again many heroes and men of genius are 
described to ns in accounts of this period of the campaign, but 
of l)ohtiirov nothing is said, or but few Mwds of dubious 
praise. I’his silence in regard to Dohturov is the ])laiiicst 
testimony to his merils- 

It is natural that a man who does not understand tlie 
working of a machine should suppose, when he sees it in action, 
that a shaving that has fallen into it by chance, and flaps 
about in it, hindering its progre.ss, is the most important part 
of the mechanism. Any one who does not unaerstand the 
construction of the machine cannot conceive that this shaving 
is only clogging and spoiling it, while the little cog-wheel, 
which turns noiselessly, is one of the most essential parts of 
the machine. 

On the 10th of October Dohturov had marched halfway to 
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Foniinskoe, and halted at the village of Aristovo, making every 
preparation for exactly carrying out the orders given him. 
On the same day the wliole French army, after reaching in its 
spasmodic rush as far as AIurafc‘*s position, seemingly with the 
object of giving battle, suddenly, with no apparent cause, 
turned off* to the left to the new Kaluga road, and began 
marching into Fominskoc, \vhero Broussier had before been 
alone. Dohturov had under his command at the time only 
Doroliov''s trooj)s and the two small detachments of Figner 
and Scslavin. 

On the evening of the 11 th of October, Seslavin (‘aine to the 
general at Aristovo with a French prisoner of fhe (iiiards. 
llie })ris()ner said that the troops thai, had reaclu*d F't>iniaskoe 
that day were the advance guard of the whole army ; that 
Napoleon was witli llmm; that the whole army had marched 
out of M 0 .SC 0 W five (lays befon*. 'llwi sanu^ evening a house- 
serf ('oining from Borovsk brought word that ho had se(‘n 
an iminous(‘ army entering that town. Dorohov'^s (!«)ssacks 
reported that they bad seen tin* French gufirds maiThing 
along the road to Borovsk. From all Ibis it was evident 
that where they had expected to find one division there was 
now the wdiole army of Lin* hVcnch, marching from Moscow 
in an unexpected direction — along the old Kaluga road. 
Dohturov was unwilling to take any action, ns it wm not clear 
to him now where his duty lay. lie had received iiistruclions 
to attack Fominskoc. But there had then been only Broussier 
at Fominskoc, and now the whole hYtaudi army was there. 
Yennolov wanted to acton his own judgnniif, Init Dohturov 
insisted that he must have insi ructions from his highness the 
cominandcr-in-ehief. It was resolved to send a ivporfc to the 
staff. 

For this purpose they chose a capable oflie(*r, Bolhovjlin(»v, 
who was to take a written report., and to (»xplain tlte whole 
matter verbally. At midnight Bolhovitinov received his 
despatch and his verbal instructions, and galloped off* to 
beadcjuarters, Hc<H>mf)unied l>y a C’ossack with spare honscs. 
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It was a dark, warm autumn night. Rain had been falling for 
the las t fo ur days. Changing horses twice, Bolhovitinov galloped 
in an hour and a half thirty versts over a muddy, slippery 
road. He reached Letashcvko after one oVlock in the night. 
Dismoniiting at a hut, on the hurdle fence of which was the 
inscription ‘ Ileadcpiarters of the Staff,’ and letting his horse 
go, he walked into Llie dark entry. 

'"riie general on duty at once ! Very important ! ’ he cried 
to some one, who jumped up, wheezing in the darkness. 

‘His honour lias been very unwell since the evening; he 
has not slc'pL for three nights,’ an orderly’s voice whispered, 
interposing. ‘ You must wake the captain first.’ 

‘ Very important from General l)ohtiirov,’said Bolhovitinov, 
feeling for the opened door and going in. 

TUih orderly w(‘.nt in before him, and began waking some one 
up. ‘ Your honour, your honour, a counts.’ 

‘ Wlmt ? what? from whom ?’ said a sleepy voice. 

‘From Dohturov and from Alexey JVtroVitch. Napoleon 
is at h'ominskoe,’ said Bolhovitinov, not seeing the speaker in 
the darkness, hut assuming from the voice that it was not 
IConovnitsyn. 

'riie twin who had lH*en waked yawned and stretched. ‘I 
don’t want i.o wake him,’ he said, fumbling for something. 
‘ lle‘‘s ill 1 Perhaps itV only a rumour.’ 

‘ Here i.5 the report,’ said Bolhovitinov. ‘My instructions 
art* lo give it at once to the general on duly.’ 

Wail a minute, Til strike a light. Wlmt do you do with 
things, damn you ! ’ said the sleepy voice addressing the orderly. 
''.I'htt speaker was Shichorbinin, Konovnitsyu’s adjutant. ‘ I have 
found it-, I have found iV he added. 

^I’lie orderly struck a light, Hhtcherbinin felt for a candle- 
stick. 

‘ Ah, the nasty beasts ! ’’ he sfiid with disgust. 

iiy the light of the sparks in the tinderbox Bolhovitinov 
had a glimpse of Khtcherbinin’s youthful face, and in a corner 
another man asleep. This was Konovnilsyn. 

When the tinder broke first into a blue and then into a 
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red flame, Shtcherbinin lighted a tallow candle — the cock- 
roaches that had been gnawing it ran away in all directions 
— and looked at the messenger. Bolhovitinov was bespattered 
all over, and on rubbing his face with his sleeve, liiid smudged 
that too with mud. 

‘But who sends the report?'’ said Shtcherbinin, taking the 

news is certain,'' said Bolhovitinov. ‘ Prisoners and 
Cossacks and spies, all tell the same story.’’ 

‘Well there’s no help for it, we must wake him,’ said 
Shtcherbinin, getting up and going to the slcej)ing man who 
wore a nightca|) and was covered up with a inililary cloak. 
‘Pyotr Petrovitch!’ he said. Koiiovnitsyn did not stir. 

Wanted at head(inartcrs ! ’ he said with a smiles knowing these 
words would be sure to wake him. And the head in the 
nightcap was in fact lifted at once. Konovnitsvn'’s strong, 
handsome face, with feverishly swollen che(‘ks, still \vore for an 
instant a far-away, dreamy look, but he gave a sudden start 
and his face resumed its customary expression of enhnness and 
strength. 

‘Well, what is it? From whom?’ he ask<‘d at once, hut 
with no haste, blinking at the light. Hearing what Uu‘ 
officer had to tell him, Konovnilsyn broke opc‘u the packet 
and read it. lie had hardly read it before he <lroppecl his 
feet in worsted stockings on U> the earth floor and l)egan 
putting on his boots. Then he took ofl’ the nighl^cnj), and 
combing his hair, put on a foragi^ cap. 

‘ Did you got here (juickly ? Let us go to his highness,’ 

Konovnitsyn umlerslood at once that the news was of great 
importance, and that they must lose no time. As (o whether 
it were good news or bad, he had no opinion and did not oven 
mit the question to himself. That did not interest hitn. , He 
looked at the whole subject of the war, not with his intellect, 
not with his reason, but with someUiing diflerenL In his 
heart he had a deep, tmaltered ccmvicticm that all would 
be well, yet that he ought not to believe* in this, and still 
more ought hot to say so, but ought simply to do his dtity. 
And that he did do, giving all bis cnergias to it, 

I’yotr Petrovitch Konovnitsyn, like Dohturov, is simply as 
a formaliLy included in the list of the so-called heroes ot 1812 
with the Barclays, llaevskys, Yenaolovs, Plato vs aikd Milora* 
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dovitchs. Like Dohturov, he had the reputation of being 
a man of very limited capacities and information ; and, like 
Dohturov, he never proposed plans of campaign, but was 
always to be found in the most difficult position. Ever since 
he had been appointed the general on duty, he had slept with 
his door open, and given orders to be waked on the arrival of 
any messenger. In battle he was always under fire, so that 
Kutuzov oven reproached him for it, and was afraid to send 
him to the front. Like Dohturov, he was one of those in- 
conspicuous cogwheels, which, moving without creaking or 
rattling, make up the most essential part of the machine. 

Coming out of the hut into the damp, dark night, Konov- 
nitsyn frowned, partly from liis headache getting worse, and 
partly from the disagreeable thought that occurred to him of 
the stir this would make in all the nest of influential persons 
on the staff*; of its effect on JBennigsen in particular, who since 
the battle of Tarutino had been at daggers drawn with 
Kutuzov ; of the suppositions and discussions and orders and 
counter orders. And the presentiment of all that was dis- 
agreeable to him, though he knew it to bo inevitable. 

Toll, to whom he went to communicate the nows, did in 
fact begin at once expounding his views on the situation to 
the general who shared his abode; and Konovnitsyn, after 
listening in weary silence, reminded him that they must go lo 
liis highness. 


XVII 

Lu:k all old people, Kutuzov slept little at niglit. lie often 
dropped into sudden naps during the davtinie, but at night 
he lay on his bed without undressing, and generally not asleep 
but thinking. 

lie was lying like that now on his bedstead, his huge, lu^avy, 
misshapen head leaning on his fat hand, lie was blunking 
with his one eye wide open, gazing into the darkness. 

Since Bonnigsen, who was in correspondence with the Tsar 
and had more weiglii than all the rest of the staif, had avoided 
him, Kutuzov was more at ease so far as not being compelled 
to lead his soldiers into useless offensive operations. The 
lesson of Tarutino and the day before the battle, a memory 
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that rankled in Kutuzov’s niinclj must, lie thought, have its 
effect on them too. 

‘They ought to understand that we can but lose by taking 
the oftensive. Time aiul jiatienee, these arc niy chamjiions ! ’ 
thought Kutuzov. Ho knew the apple must not be jjicked 
while it was green. It will fall of itself when ripe, but if you 
pick it green, you spoil the aj)ple and the tree and set your 
teeth on edge. Like an experienced hunter, he knew the 
beast was wounded, wounded as only the whole force of Kussia 
could wound it; but whether to tleath or not, was a (jiiestion 
not yet solved. Now from the sending of Lauriston and 
llertemy, and from the reports hnmghl by the irregulars, 
Kutuzov was almost sure that Llie wouml was a deadly one. 
But more proof was wanted ; he must wail. 

‘They want to run and look how they have wounded him. 
Wait a hit, you will see. Always maiifeuvres, attacks,’ he 
thought. ‘What for? Anything to distinguish themselves. 
As though there were any fun in fighting, 'riu»y are like 
children from wliom you can never get a sensible view of things 
because they all want to show how well they can fight. But 
that’s not the ])oint now. And what skilful manccuvres all 
these fellows projiosel They think that when tlu»y have 
thought of two or three contingeneies (lu‘ reefilh*(l th(‘ general 
plan from Petersburg) that tluiy have thought of all of them. 
And there is no limit to them !’ 

The unanswered (luestiou, wludJier tin* wound dealt at Ikiro- 
dino were mortal or not, had been for a whole month hanging 
over Kutuzov’s head. On oni^ side, the Frtmeh had taken 
possession of Moscow, On the other side, in all his being, 
Kutuzov felt beyond all doubt that the terrible blow for wliieh, 
together with all the Rusnians, he had straiiu'd all his strength 
must have, been mortal. But in any ease proofs were wanted, 
and he had been waiting for them now u month, and ns time 
went on ho grew more impatient. As he lay on his l)ed 
through sleepless nights, he did the vt‘ry tiling Uuw young(*r 
generals did, the very thing he found fault with iii them. 
He imagined all possible contingencies, just like tlie younger 
generation, but with this difference tliat he based no con- 
clusion on these suppositions, and that lie saw these contin- 
gencies not as two or three, but as thouKands. 'I’he more ho 
pondered, the more of them he saw. He imagined all sorts of 
VOL. ni. a 
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movements of Napoleon’s army, acting as a whole or in part, 
on Petersburg, against him, to out-flank him (that was what 
he was most afraid of), and also the possibility that Napoleon 
would fight against him with his own weapon, that he would 
stay on in Moscow waiting for him to move. Kutuzov oven 
imagined Napoleon’s army marching back to Medyn and 
Yuhnov. But the one thing he could not foresee was what 
happened — the mad, convulsive stampede of Napoleon’s army 
during the first eleven days of its inarch from Moscow — the 
stampede that made possible what Kutuzov did not yet dare 
to think about, the complete annihilation of the J^Vench. 
Dorohov’s report of Broussier’s division, the nows brought by 
the irregulars of the miseries of Najioleon’s army, rumours of 
preparations for leaving Moscow, all eonflrmed the supposition 
that the hVench army was beaten and pn^paring to l.ak<‘ flight. 
But all this was merely supposition, that s(ienu*d of weigh I lo 
the younger men, but not to Kutuzov. With his sixty yeiirs’ 
experience he knew Iiow mueh weight to athieh io rumours; 
he knew how ready men are when tlu*y desire anything l,o 
manipulate nil evidence so as to confirm what they desire; and 
he knew how readily in that wise they let everything of an 
opposite significance pass unheeded. And the tiion* Kutuzov 
desired this supjiosition Lo he correct, th(‘ l(*ss he |>(*nnitted 
himself to believe it. This t|uestIon absorbed all his spiritual 
energies. All the rest was for him the men* eustomarv per- 
formance of the routine of life. Such a customary jierformatiet* 
and observance of routine were his conversations with the 
staff-officers, his letters to Madame dcStael that he wrote from 
Tarutino, his French novels, distribution of rewards, <‘orn*- 
snondence with Petersburg, and soon. Hut the destruction of 
the French, wliich he alone foresaw, was tin* ont* absorbing 
desire of his lieart. 

On Iheniglit of tln^ llih of Octoht*r he lav leaning on his 
arm and thinking of that. 

There was a stir in tht* next room, and he heard the steps 
of Toll, KonovniLsyn and Bolhovilinov, 

• Hoy, who is there > (!omc in, come in ! Anything new ? ’ 
the commancler-itii-chief called to Ihon. 

While a footman lighted a eandh*, "I'oU tohl the drift of 
the news. 

‘Who brought it?’ asked Kutuzov, with ii face that 
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impressed Toll when the candle was lighted bv its frigid 
sternness. 

* There can be no doubt of it, your liighnoss.'* 

‘ Call him, call him here ! 

Kutuzov sat with one leg out of bed and his unwieldy, 
corpulent body propped on the other leg bent under him. lie 
screwed up his one seeing eye to get a better view of the 
messenger, as though he hoped in his face to read what lie 
cared to know. 

‘Tell me, tell me, my dear fellow,’ he said to Bolhovitinov, 
in his low, aged voice, ymlling the shirt together that had 
come open over his chest. ‘ Come here, come closer. W'luit 
news is this you have brought mo ? Kh ? Mapolcon has 
marched out of Moscow P Is it truly so ? Kh P ’ 

Bolliovitinov began repeating in detail the message that had 
been given him. 

‘Tell me, make haste, don’t torture me,’ Kutuzov iuler- 
rupi,ed him. 

Bolhovitinov told him all and paused, awaiting instriielions. 
Toll was beginning to speak, but Kutuzov cheeked hinu lie 
tried to say soniothing, but, all at onec his face Ixgan to work, 
to pucker; waving his hand at 'Foil, hu turned the other way 
to the corner of the hut, which looked black with the holy 
pictures. ‘ Lord, my Creator ! Thou hash heard our prayer , . *’ 
he said in a trembling voice, clasping Ins hands. ‘ Russia is 
saved. I thank Thee, O Lord.’ And he burst into tears. 


xvin 

PitoM that time up to the end of the campaign, all Kiilyzov’s 
activity was limited to trying by the extw.ise of authority, by 
guile and by entreati(‘s, to hohl liis army liack from useless 
attacks, maiuxmvres, and skirmishes with the perishing enemy, 
Dohturov marched to Malcy Yaroslavcls, hut Kutuzov lingerecl 
with the main army, and gave orders for the clearing of the 
Kaluga, retreat beyond which aocmed to Kutuzov (|inte 
possible. 

Everywhere Kutuzov retreated, but the enemy, without 
waiting for him to retire, Hed lwu*k in the oppo.sitc ("iirection# 
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Napoleon‘'s historians describe to us his skilful inaiujeuvres 
at Tarutinoj and at Maley Yaroslavets, and discuss what would 
have happened if Napoleon had succeeded in making his way 
to tlie wealthy provinces of the south. 

But to say nothing of the fact that nothing hindered 
Napoleon from marching into these southern provinces (since 
the Russian army left the road open), the historians forget 
that nothing could have saved Napolcon'’s army, because it 
carried within itself at that time the inevitable germs of ruin. 
Why should tliat army, whicli found abundant ])rovisions in 
Moscowr and could not keep them, but trampled them under- 
foot, that anny which could not store supjdies on entering 
Smolensk, but plundered at random, why should that army 
have mended its ways in the Kaluga j)rovince, where the 
inhabitants were of the same Russian race as in IVIoscow, and 
where lire had the same aptitude for (l(‘slroying whatever they 
set (ire to. 

The army could not have roco^Tred itself atiy way. hVom 
the battle of Borodino and the sacking of Moscow it bore 
within itself, as it were, the chemical elements of dissolution* 
The men of what had been an antiy fled with their leaders, 
not knowing whither tlioy went, Nai)oleou and every soldier 
with him filled with one desire: to make his own escaj)e as 
quickly as might be from the hopeless position of winch all 
were dimly aware. 

At the council in Maley Yaroslavcts, when the hVench 
generals, affecting to be deliberating, gave various opinions 
as to what was to be done, the opinion of the blunt soldier, 
Mouton, who said what all were thinking, that the only thing 
to do was to gel away as (|uick as possible, closed every onc^s 
mouth ; and no one, not even Napoleon, coukl say anything in 
opposition to this truth that all recognised- 

But though everybody knevir that they must go, then* was 
still a feeling of .sluiine left at acknowledging th<*y must fly. 
And some external shock was ncc(*ssary to overcome that 
shame. And that shock came when it was needed. It was 
fe Hourra dc VKmpenur^ as the Rniuch called it. 

On the clay after the council, Napoleon, on the pretext of 
inspecting the troops and the field of a past and of a future 
battle, rode out early in the morning in the midst of the 
lines of his army with a suite of marshals and an escort. 
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The Cossacks, who were in search of boot}', swept down ou 
the Emperor, and all but took him prisoner. What saved 
Napoleon from the Cossacks that day vas just what was the 
ruin of the French army, the booty, which here as well as at 
Tarutino tempted the Cossacks to lei their prey slip. With- 
out taking any notice of Napoleon, they dashed at the booty, 
and Napoleon succeeded in getting away. 

When les enfanifi du Don might j)ositively capture the 
Emperor himself in the middle of his army, it was evident that 
there was nothing else to do but to lly with all possible ha.sU* 
by the nearest and the familiar i*o£id. Napoleon, with his 
forty years and his (torpulence, liad not all his old resourceful- 
ness and courage, and htM|uile took the hint; and under the 
influence of the fright the (’ossacks Inul given him, lu* agrei'd 
at once with Moulon, and gave, as the Inslorians tell us, the 
order to retreat iilong the Smolensk road. 

The fact that Napoleon agreed with Mmiion, and that the 
army did not retreat in that direction, does not j)rovc that 
his command decided that retreat, but that the forces acting 
on the whole army and driving it along tlie Mozhaisk road 
were simultaneously acting upon Napoleon too. 


XIX 

WiiKN a man finds himself in movement, he always invents 
a goal of tliat narn'inent In order to w'nlk a thousand versts, 
a man must believe that there is some goo<l beyond those 
tliousand versts. He needs a vision of a promised land to 
have the strength to go on moving. 'Vha promised land for 
the French on their march into Russia was Moscow ; orj their 
retreat it was their own country. Rut their country was too 
far; and a man walking a thousand versts must inevitably put 
aside his final goal and say to himself every day that he is 
going to walk forty versts to a resting-place where he can 
sleep ; and before the first halt that nesting-place has eclipsed 
the image of the final goal, and all his hopes and desires are 
coue.enlrated on it. All impiiIseB manifest in the individual 
are always grtnilly exaggerated in a crowd. 

For the French, marching back along the old Smolensk 
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Of the Russian generals no one but Kutuzov undei'stood 
this. When the flight of the French army took its final 
direction along the Smolensk road, then what Kutuzov had 
foreseen on the night of the 11th of October began to come 
to pass. All the generals and officers of the Rubsian army 
were eager to distinguish themselves, to cut oft* the enemy’s 
retreat, to overtake, to capture, to fall upon the French, and 
all clamoured for action. 

Kutuzov alone used all his powers (and the powers of any 
commander-in-chief are far from great) to resist this clamour 
for attack. 

He could not tell them what we can say now : he could liot 
ask them what was the object of fighting and obsi meting the 
road and losing our men, and inhumanly j)crscculing the 
])oor wretches, when ouc-thinl of tliai army melted away of 
itself without a hatlle between Moscow and V'yazma. Hut 
drawing from the stores of his aged wisdom what they could 
understand, he told them of the golden bridge, aiul they 
laughed at him, slandered him, pushed on and daslu'd forward, 
exulting over the wounded beast. 

Near Vyazma, Yenuolov, Miloradovitclu Plato v, and others, 
finding themselves in the neighbourhood of tiu* French, could 
not resist the desire to cut tliein of!* and to fall upon two 
French corps. In sending to inform Kutuzov of their project, 
they slipped a blank sh(»et of paper into the envelope instead 
of the despatch. 

And in spit(M)f Kutuzov’s efforts to restrain th<‘ army, <>nr 
soldiers atta<*kcd the hVench and tried to bar their way. ''fhet 
infantry regiments, we ar(i told, marehed to aftack them with 
music and beating of drums, and slew and were slain by 
thousands. 

But as for cutting oft* their retreat — non<* were cut: oft* nor 
turned aside. And the French army, brought int<r closer 
cohesion by danger, and slowly melting as it went, kept still 
on its fatal way to Smolensk. 



PART XIV 


1 

Tiik battle of Borodino with the occupation of Moscow and 
the flight of the French, that followed without any more 
battles, is one of the most instructive phenomena in liisLory. 

All historians are agreed that the external activity of slates 
and peoples in their conflicts finds expression in wars; that 
the political power of states and peoples is increased or 
diminished as the immediate result of suc<ms or defeat in war. 

Strange are the historical accounts that tell us how some 
king or emperor, quarrelling with another king or tunperor, 
levies an army, fights a battle with the army of his foe, gains 
a victory, kills tlu'ce, five, or ten thousand men, and con- 
sequently subdues a state and a whole people consisting of 
several millions ; and incomprehensible it seems that the d(^f(‘at 
of an army, one hundredth of the whole strength of a p(*oj)le, 
should force that people to submit. Vot all the facts of 
history (so far as we know it) confirm the truth of the state- 
ment, that the successes or defeats of a nation’s army are Llut 
causes or, at least, the invariable synq)toms of the inerease or 
diminution of the power of a nation. An army gains a victory, 
and immediately the claims of the con(|Uering p<*opl(* are 
iucreasctl to the detriment of the eon([iiered. An army is 
defeated, and at once the people loses its rights in proportioii 
to the magnitude of the defeat; and if its army is utterly 
defeated, the ])ciople is completely con<|uered. Ho (according 
to history) it has been from tlie most, ancient times np to the 
present. All Napoleon’s earlier wars servi* as illustrations of 
the rule. As the Austriati armies were <U‘fcaLed, Atmtria 
was deprived of her rights, and tlu? rights and power of France 
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were increased. The victories of the French at Jena and at 
Auerstadt destroyed the independent existence of Prussia, 

But suddenly, in 1812, the French gained a victory before 
Moscow. Moscow was taken, and in consetjuence of that, with 
no subsequent battles, not Russia, but the French army of six 
hundred thousand, and then Napoleonic France itself ceased to 
exist. To strain tiie facts to fit the rules of history, to maintain 
that the field of Borodino was left in the hands of the Russians, 
or that after the evacuation of Moscow, there were battles 
that destroyed Najmloon’s army- is im])ossiblo. 

After the victory of the French at Borodino, there was no 
general engagement, nor even a skirmisli of any great import- 
ance, yet the French army ceased to exist. ^ What is the 
meaning of it.^ If ib had been an examph* from the history 
of China, wo conic! have said it wa.s not an historical fact, (the 
resource of historiaus, when anything will not (it in with their 
rules). If it had ocnairred in a conflict on a small sc^aks in 
which only small numbers of soldiers had taken part, wc* might 
have looked ujKm it as an c‘Xception. Hut all this took place 
before the eyes of our fathers, for whom it was a qu<‘sHon 
of life and death for Ui<dr country ; and the war was on a larger 
scale than any wars w«^ know of. 

The secpiel of the campaign of 1812 ■ from Borodino to the 
flnal expulsion of the French has prov(‘d that victories arc 
not always a cause nor even an invariable sign of conquest ; it 
has proved that the force that dc^c’ides the fate of peoples 
does not lit^ in juilitary leaders, nor in armies and !>ailles, 
but in somoLbing else. 

The h'rench historians, who ck^stTibe the position of the 
French troops Ix^font tlu'y marched out of Moscow, assert that 
everything was in good order in the (irancle Annee, except the 
cavalry, the artillery, au<I (lie transfiort, and that (henv wiw no 
forage for tlu‘ horses and cattle. ''Phen? was no remedy for 
this <l<*fect, because the peasants of the surroini<Iing country 
burned their hay rather, than let ilie h’rencli have it. 

Victory <!id not bring fortli its usual results, because the 
fieasants, Karp and Vlas, by no means persons of heroic fcjelings 
(after the hVtmcli (evacuation, they hurri(?d^ with their carts ^ to 
pillage Mos<‘ow), and the immense multitude of others like 
them burn!: their hay rather than bring it to Moscow, however 
high the prices offered them. 
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Let us imagine two men, who have come out to light a duel 
with swords in accordance with all the rules of the art of 
swordsmanship. The fencing has lasted for some time. All at 
once one of the combatants, feeling that he is wounded, grasp- 
ing that it is no joking matter, but a question of life and death, 
flings away his sword, and snatching up the first cudgel that 
comes handy, begins to brandish that. But let us imagine 
that the combatant, who has so sensibly made use of the bvat 
and simplest means for the attainment of his object, should be 
inspired by the traditions of chivalry to try and disguise the 
real cause of the conflict and should persist in declaring that 
he had been victor in the duel in accordance witli all the 
rules of swordsmanship. One can imagine what confusion and 
obscurity woultl arise from his description of the duel ! 

^rhe duellist, who insisted on the conflict Ix^ing fought in 
accordance with the principles of the fenceris art, stands lor 
the French; his o[)poncnt, who flung away his sword and 
snatched up a cudgel, did like the Russians ; and the attempled 
description of the duel in accordance with tlu^ rules of swords- 
manship has been given us by the historians of the wav. 

From the time of the burning of Smolensk a war bc^gan 
which did not follow any of the old traditions of warfare. 
The burning of towns and villages, the retreat after every battle, 
the blow dealt at Borodino and followed by retn'al, the 
burning of Moscow, the capture of niaramh^rs, the seizing of 
transports, - the whole of the irregular warfare was a depart 
from the rules. 

Napoleon was aware of it, and from t,he time when he stood 
waiting in Moscow in the correct pose of the victorious fencer, 
and instead of his opponent's sword, saw the bludgeon raisecl 
against him, he never cjeased complaining to Kutuzov and to 
the Kmperor Alcxand(‘r that the war was ln*it»g conducted 
contrary to all the rules of war, (As though any rules existed 
for the slaughter of men !) 

In spite of the complaints of the French that they di<l not keep 
to the rulo.s, in spite of the fact that the Rtissians in the highest 
positions felt it somehow shameful to he lighting witfi a cmigei, 
and wanted to take up tin* correct position en or r/f 

tierce, to make a skilful thrust, en nrimv niid so on, the cmlgel 
of the people's war was raised in all its menacing and fnaj<»Hlic 
power ; and troubling itself about no (juestion of any 'one’s 
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tastes or rules, about no line distinctions, with stupid simplicity, 
with perfect consistency, it rose and fell and belaboured the 
French till the whole invading army had been driven out. 

And happy the people that will not, as the French did in 
181S, saluting according to the rules, gracefully and cautiously 
ofter the sword hilt to the magnanimous conqueror. Happy the 
people who, in the moment of trial, asks no c|uestions how 
others would act by the recognised rules in such case.s, hut 
with ease and directness picks up the first cudgel that conies 
handy and deals blows with it, till resent nit‘iit and revenge 
give way to conteinj)! and pity. 


11 

Onk of the most cmspicuous and advantageous <lcj)arturi»s 
from the so-called rules of warfare is the independent action 
of men acting separately against im*u huddled togethcT in a 
mass. Such independent activity is always seen in a war that 
assumes a national character. In this kind of wurfan*, instead 
of forming in a crowd to attack a crowd, men disjiersc in small 
groups, attack singly and at once Hy, wdien attacked by superior 
forces, and then attack again, when an opportunity firescmts 
itself. Such were the untlhocls of tin* guerillas in Spain; of 
the mountain tribes in the ('aucasus, au<l of the Uus-sians in 
1812. 

War of this kind has bi»en calU^d partisan warfare on the 
siippcjsiiion that this name defined ils special significance. 
Hut this kind of warfan? does not follow any rules of war, but 
is in direct contradiction to a well-knovvn rule of tactics, 
reganled as infallible, 'rhat rule lays it down that the attack* 
ing party must concentrate his forVes in ordiT io be slronger 
than his opponent at the moment of conflict. 

Partisan warfares (always successful, as history IcsUfies) acts 
in elircct contradiction of LIiIpS rule. 

Military science assumes that the relative strength of forces 
is identical with their numerical j)roirorlionH. Military science 
maintains that the greater the uiinuK^r of soldiers, the greater 
their strength. Ixs* f(mH baUtilUmH mit toujoun mkon. 

To say this is as though one were in umchauics to say that 
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forces were equal or unequal simply because the masses of the 
moving bodies were equal or unequal. 

Force (the volume of motion) is the product of the mass 
into the velocity. 

In warfare the force of armies is the product of the mass 
multiplied by something else, an unknown oi\ 

Military science, seeing in history an immense number of 
examples in which the mass of an army docs not correspond 
with its forccj and in which small numbers conquer large ones, 
vaguely recognise the existence of this unknown factoi*, and try 
to find it sometimes in some geometrical disposition of th(‘ 
troops, sometimes in the superiority of weapons, and most often 
in the genius of the leaders. But none of those factors yield 
results that agree with the historical facts. 

One has but to renounce the false view that glorifies the 
effect of the activity of the heroes of history in warfare in 
order to discover this unknown (|uantity, 

X is the spirit of the army, tlie greater or less desire to 
fight and to face dangers on the part of all the men composing 
the army, which is ejuite apart from the ([uestion whether they 
arc fighting under leaders of geniius or not, with cudgels or witii 
guns that fire thirty times a minute. 'I'hc men who liavc tlu^ 
greater desire to fight always put themselves, too, in the tnore 
advantageous position for fighting. The spirit of the army is 
the factor which multiplied by the mass gives the product of 
the force. To define and express the significance of this un- 
known factor, the spirit of the army, is the problem of science. 

This ])roblcm can only be solved when we cease arbitrarily 
substituting for that unknown factor x the conditions under 
which the force is manifested, such ns the plans of tlu‘ gcnc'ral, 
the arming of the men and so on, and recognise this unknown 
factor in its entirety as the greater or less desire to fight and 
face danger. Then only by expressing known historical facts 
in equations can one hope from comparison of the relative 
value of this unknown factor to approach its definition. Ten 
men, or battalions or divisions are victorious fighting with 
fifteen men or battalions or divisions, that is, they kill or 
take prisoner all of them while losing four of their own side, 
so that the loss has been four on one side and fifteen on the 
other. . Consoqnently, four of one side have been otjui valent 
to fifteen on the other, and («m&e(iuenlly (Jon- 
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sequently ”= V- equation does not give us the value 

of the unknown factors, but it does give us the ratio between 
their values. Arid from the reduction to such ccjuations of 
various historical units (battles, camj)aigns, j)eriods of war- 
fare) a series of numbers are obtained, in which there must be 
and may be discovered historical laws. 

The strategic principle, that armies should act in masses on 
the oficnsivc, and should break up into smaller groups for 
retreat, unconsciously confirms the truth that the force of an 
army depends on its spirit. To lead men forward under fire 
needs more discii)Hnc (which can only be attained l)y marching 
in masses) than is needed for .self-(lefen(‘e when attacked. But 
this rule, which leaves out of sight the spirit of the army, is 
continually ])roving unsound, and is strikingly untru(‘ in prac- 
tice in all national wars, when there is a great rise or Fall in 
llie spirit of the armies. 

The French, on their retreat in 1812, though they should, 
by the laws of tactics, have defended themselves in <leLached 
groups, huddled together in a crowd, because tli(‘ spirit of the 
men had sunk so low that it was only tlu‘ir numlw^r that k<?j)t 
them up. The Russians should, on the contrary, by the laws 
of tactics, have attacked them in a mass, i)ut in fact attacked 
in s<*.attered companies, because the spirit of the men ran so 
high that individual men killed the Kremdi wilhout orders, and 
needed no compulsion to face hHrdshij)s and dangers. 


Ill 

Tiik so-called ‘ partisan warfare had begun with the eiiemyV 
entrance into Smohmsk. Before the irregular warfare was 
officially recognised by our government many thousands of the 
oncTnv'’s soldiers —straggling, maratuling, or foraging |)arties — 
had been slain by dossucks and peasants, wlio killed these men 
as instinctively as dogs set upon a stray mud <log. Denis 
Davydov was tin* first to feel with his I’tussinn instinct the 
value of this terrible cudgel w'hich belaboured the French, and 
asked no <|uestiona about the etiquette of the military art; 
and to him belongs the credit of the first step toward the 
recognition of this method of warfare. 
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The first detachment of irregulars — Davydov’s — was formed 
on the 24th of August, and others soon followed. In the 
latter stages of the campaign these detachments became more 
and more numerous. 

The irregulars destroyed the Grande Armee piecemeal, 
They swept up the fallen leaves that were dropping of 
themselves from the withered tree, and sometimes they shook 
the tree itself. By October, when the French were fleeing to 
Smolensk, there were hundreds of these companies, differing 
widely from one another in number and in character. Some 
were detachments that followed all the usual routine of an 
army, with infantry, artillery, staff- officers, and all the con- 
veniences of life. Some consisted only of Cossacks, mounted 
men. Others were small bands of men, on foot and also 
mounted. Some consisted of peasants, or of landowners and 
their serfs, and remained unknown. There was a deacon at 
the head of such a band, who took several hundred j)ris()ners 
in a month. There was the village cider’s wife, Vassilisa, who 
killed hundreds of the French. 

The latter part of October was the time when this guerilla 
warfare reached its height. That period of this warfare, in 
which the irregulars were themselves ama/ed at their own 
audacity, were every moment in dread of being surrounded 
and captured by the French, and never unsaddling, hardly 
dismounting, hid in the woods, in momentary (‘xpectation of 
pux'suit, was already over. The irregular warfare had by now 
taken definite shaj)c; it had become clear to all the irregulars 
what they could, and what they could not, accomplish with 
the French. By now it was only the commanders of detach- 
ments marching with stafl-officers ac5cording to the rules at a 
distance from the French who considered much impossible. 
The small bands of irregulars who had been at work a long 
while, and were at close (juarters with the French, found it 

S ossible to atlemj)t what the leatlcrs of largt‘r comj)anies 
id not dare to think of doing. I’he (’ossacks and the 
peasants, who crept in among the French, thought everything 
possible now. 

On the 22nd of October, Denisov, who was a loader of a 
band of irregulars, was cag<‘rly engaged in a typical opera- 
tion of this irregular warfare. From early* morning Ik* 
had been with his men moving about the woods that 
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bordered the high road, watching a big convoy of cavalry 
baggage and Russian })risoner.s that liad ciropped })ehina 
the other French troops, and under strong escort— as he 
learned from his scouts and from prisoners — was making its 
way to Smolensk. Not only Denisov and Dolohov (who was 
also a leader of a small band acting in the same district) 
were aware of the pi'csence of this convoy. Some generals in 
command of some larger detachments, with staff-oflicers also, 
knew of this convoy, and, as Denisov sai<l, tlieir mouths were 
watering for it. Two of these g<merals— one a l\>k\ the other 
a German — had almost at the same tini<* sent to Denisov an 
invitation to join their respective detachments in attacking 
the convoy. 

‘No, friend, I wasn't born \esterday!* said Dejusov, on 
reading these documents; and he wrote to the (iennuii that 
in spite of his ardent desire to serv(‘ under so brilliant and 
renowned a general, he must deprive himself of that happiness 
because he was already under Ihv command of tlu* Polish 
general. 'Po the PoIe*he wrote the samet thing, informing 
him that iu* was ulreatly serving under the command of the* 
German. 

Having thus disposed of that ditllculiy, Denisov, without 
comnuiuicatiug on the subject lo the higher authorities, in- 
tended with Dolohov to attack and carry off this transport 
witli his own small force. 'Flu* transport was, on the Saml 
of ()ctoher, going from the village of Mikulino to the village 
of Sliamshevo. On the left side of the road between Aliku- 
lino ami Shamshevo there were great woods, which in places 
bordered on the road, ami in pla(‘e« were a verst or more 
from the road. Denisov, with a small party of followers, 
Imd been Uk* wdiole day riding about in these w'oods, scnnelimes 
plunging into their centre, atnl sometimes coming out at the 
edge, but nev<T losing sight of the inoving Fnmch. In the 
morning, not far from Mikulino, wlien‘ Un* woial ran clos<‘ to 
the road, the Cossacks of Denisov's party had pemneed on two 
iVcnch wagonloads of saddles, stuck in the miul, nml lm<I 
carried them off into the wood. l*Vom that lime riglit on i.o 
evening, they had been w^atching the movennmts of th<* French 
without attacking them. They want<*d to avoid frightening 
them, and to let them go cjuictly on to Shamshevo, and then, 
joining Dolohov (who was to come that evening to n trysting- 
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place in the wood, a verst from Shamshovo, to concert measures 
with them), from two sides to fall at dawn like an avalanche 
of snow on their heads, and to ovei'come and capture all of 
them at a blow. 

Six Cossacks had been left behind, two versts from Mikulino, 
where the wood bordered the road. They were to bring word at 
once as soon as any fresh columns of French came into sight. 

In front of Shamshevo, Dolohov was in the same way to 
watch the road to know at what distance there were other 
French troops. With the transport there was supposed to 
be fifteen hundred men. Denisov had two hundred men, and 
Dolohov might have as many more. But superiority in 
numbers was no obstacle to Denisov, '^nierc was only one 
thing that he still needed to know, and that was what troops 
these were; and for that object Denisov needed to Lake a 
Hojigue’ (that is, some man belonging to that eoluuin of the 
enemy). The attack on the wagons in the morning was all 
done with such haste that they killed all the Fren(‘h soldiers 
in charge of the wagons, and captured alive only a little 
drummer-boy, who had straggled away from his <)wn regi- 
ment, and could tell them nothing certain about the troops 
forming the column. 

To make another cl(‘scent upon them, Denisov thought,, 
would be to risk alarming the whole c(dinnn, and so he sent 
on ahead to Shamshevo a ])casani, 'rihon Shtchorbatov, to try 
if he could capture at least one of the French (|uartermast(*rs 
from the vanguard. 


IV 

It was a warm, rainy, autumn <!ay, 'I'ho sky and the horizon 
were all of the uniform tint of muddy water. Sometimes a 
mist seemcfl to be falling, and sometimes there was a sudden 
downponr of heavy, slanting rain. 

Denisov, in a long cape and a high fur cap, both streaming 
with water, was riding a thin, pinched-Iooking, thorough- 
bred horse. With his head aslant, and his ears pricked 
up, like his horse, he was frowning at the driving rain, and 
anxiously looking befox’e him. His fac^^ which had grown 
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thin, and was covered with a thick, short, black beard, looked 
wrathful. 

Beside Denisov, wearing also a long enpe and a high cap, 
and mounted on a sleek, sturdy Don horse, rode the csaul, or 
hetman of the Cossacks — Denisov’s partner in his enter- 
prises. 

The esaul, Lovaisky, u third man, also in a cape, and a high 
cap, was a long creature, flat as a hoard, with a pale face, 
fkxen hair, narrow, light eyes, and an expression of calm self- 
confidence both in his face and his attitude. Though it 
was impossiI)le to say what cou.stitutcd the peculiarity of 
horse and rider, at the first glance at i.hc esaul and at 
Denisov, it was evident that Denisov was both wet and uncom- 
fortable; tliat Denisov was a num .sitting on a horse; while 
the esaiil seemed as comfortable and calm as always, and 
seemed not a man sitting on a horse, but a man formhig one 
whole with a hor.se — single being <tnlargod by the strength 
of two, 

A little alieail of them walke<l a peasant-guide, soaked 
through and tli rough in his grey full coat and while caj). 

A little behind, on a thin, d<‘lical.e Kirghiz pony, with 
a flowing tail and mane, aiul a mouth flecked with hloocl, 
rode a young officer in a bine French military coat, Btiside 
him rode an Imssar, wilh a boy in a lattcr<‘d French 
uniform and hluo cap, ))crchcd upon his horse Ixhind liini. 
The hoy held on to the hussar with hands red witli cold, and 
kept moving his ban; feet, trying 1;) warm them, ajul lifting 
his eyebrows, gazed about bim woiidcriiigly. 'I’bis was the 
I'Vench <lrumiiu‘r, who had been taken in the morning. 

Along the narrow, muddy, cut-up forest-track there came 
hussars in knots of three’ and four at a time, and then 
CoM.S!icks ; some in (iapes, som<! in I'’rencli clonks ; oth<>i« witli 
horse-clotlis pulled over fh«‘ir hcails. The horses, chestnut 
and bay, all looked black from the soaking rain, 'rindr necks 
looked’ strangely thin with f.heir tln>nched manes, aiul steam 
rose in clouds from them. (Jlotlus), Ha<l<lk*B, and bridles, all 
worn sticky and swollen with the wet, like the earth and the 
fallen leaves with which the tmek was strewn. The men sat 
huddled up, trying not to move, so as to keep warm the 
water that liad already reachetl their skins, and not to let any 
fresh stream of cold rain trickle in anywhere under their seat, 

VOL. nr. s 



274 WAR AND PEACE 

or at their knees or necks. In the midst of the file of Cossacks 
two wagons, drawn by French horses, and Cossack saddle- 
horses hitched on in front, rumbled over stumps and branches, 
and splashed through the ruts full of water, 

Denisov’s horse, m avoiding a puddle in the track, knocked 
his rider’s knee against a tree. 

‘ Ah, devil ! ’ Denisov cried angrily ; and showing his teeth, 
he struck his horse three times with his whip, splashing him- 
self and his comrades with mud. Denisov was out of humour, 
both from the rain and hunger (no one had eaten anything 
since morning); and, most of all, from having no news of 
Dolohov, and from no French prisoner having been caught to 
give him information. 

^ We shall never have such another chance to fall on the 
transport as to-dny. To attack them alone would be risky, and 
to put it oft* to another day — some one of the bigger leaders 
will carry the booty oft* from umler our noses,’ thought 
Denisov, continually looking ahead, and fancying he saw the 
messenger from Dolohov he exjiectcd. 

Coming out into a clearing from which he could get a view 
to some distance on the right, Denisov stopped. 

^There’s some one coming,’ he said. 

The esaul looked in the direction Denisov was pointing to, 

‘There arc two men coming — an officer and a (kxssack. 
Only I wouldn’t be prcpimtwc that is the coloticl himself,’ 
said the cisaul, who loved to use words that were un- 
familiar to the Cossacks. 'Fhe two figures, riding downhill, 
disappeared from sight, and came into view again a few 
minutes later. The foremost was an officer, dishevelled look- 
ing, and soaked through, with his trousers tucked up al)ovc 
his knees; ho was lashing his horsci into a wi^ary gallop. 
Behind hitn a Cossack trotted along, standing up in his stirruj)8. 
This officer, a cpiite young boy, with a broad, rosy face and 
keen, merry eyes, galloped up to Dtinisov, am! handed him a 
sopping packet. 

‘ JbVom the genorak’ ho said. *■ I must njK)logi.sc for its not 
being quite dry. . . 

Denisov, frowning, took the ])acket and broke it open. 

‘ Why, they kept telling us it was so dangerous,’ said the 
officer, turning to the esaul while Denisov was reading the 
letter, ‘But Komarov’ — and he inditaitwl Lius (Cossack — 
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^and I were prepared. We have botli two pis to , . . Hut 
what’s this?’ he asked, seeing the French drummer-boy. 
^ A prisoner? You have had a battle nlmidyr May I talk 
to him ? ’ 

* Rostov! Petya!’ Denisov cried at that moment, running 
through the packet that had been given him. ‘Why, how 
was it you didn’t say who you were?’ and Denisov, turning 
with a smile, held out his hand to the officer. This officer 
was Petya Rostov. 

Petya had been all the way preparing himself to behave 
with Denisov as a grown-up person and an officer shouhl do, 
making no reference to their previous accjuaintance. Hut as 
soon as Denisov smiled at him, Petya heaiited at onee, blushed 
with delight, and forgelti*»g all the formal demeanour he had 
been intending to ])reserve, he l)egan telling him how Inc had 
ridden by the French, and how glad he was ho had been giv(‘n 
this commission, and how he had already l)een in a I)atLIe at 
Vyazma, and how a certain hussar had distinguished himself 
in it. 

‘Well, I am glad to see you,’ Denisov inlernipled him, and 
his face looked anxious again. 

^Mihail Fcoklititch,’ he said to the esaul, Hhis is from the 
German again, you know. I le ’ ( Petya) ^ is in his suite.’ And 
Denisov told the esaul that the letter, which l)a<l just been 
brought, repcabid the German genend’s n‘([uost that they 
would join him in attacking the transport. ‘If we don’t 
catch them by to-morrow, he’ll snatch them from under our 
noses,’ he concluded. 

Whil<‘ Denisov was talking to the esaul, Pedya, disconcerted 
by Denisov’s cohl tone, and imagining that limt Lone might 
be due to the condition of his trousers, furtiv<*ly pulled them 
down under his cloak, tryitig to do so unohscfrveci, and to 
maintain as martial an air as possiI)Ie. 

‘ Willyotir honour have any instructions to give me?’ he 
said to Denisov, putting his hand to lht‘ j)eak of his cap, and 
going back to the comedy of adjutant and general, whiesh 
he had j)ropared himself to perform, ‘or should I remain with 
your honour?’ 

‘ Instructions ? . . .’ said Denisov absently. ‘ Well, cun 
you stay till to-morrow ? ’ 

‘Ah, please . . . May I stay with you?’ cried Petya. 
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‘ Well, what were your instructions from your general — to 
go back at once ? ' asked Denisov. 

Petya blushed. 

‘ Oh, he gave me no instructions. I think I may ? ’ he said 
interrogatively. 

* All right, then,’ said Denisov. And turning to his 
followers, he directed a jjarty of tlieni to go to the hut in the 
wood, which they had fixed on as a resting*])lace, and the oflicer 
on tlie Kirghiz horse (this officer jjerfonned the duties of an 
adjutant) to go and look for Uolohov, to find out. where he 
was, and whether he were coining in the evening. 

Denisov himself, with tlie esaul and I’elya, intended t.o ride 
to the edge of the wood near Shamshevo to have a look at 
the position of tlie Prench, where their allack next day was 
to take place. 

‘Come, my man,’ he said to their jieasanl guide, ^ hike 
us to Shamshevo.’ 

Denisov, Petya, and the esaul, accompanied hy a few' 
Cossacks and the hu.ssar with the prisoner, turned to the left 
and crossed a ravine towards the edge of the woml. 


V 

Tnn rain was over, but n mist was falling and drops of water 
driiiped from the branches of the trees. Denisov, the esaul, 
and Petya, in .silence, followed the peasant in tlie [lointed cap, 
who, stepping lightly and iioiscle.ssly in his hast shoes over 
roots and wet h'aves, led them to tlw* edge of the wood. 

Coining out on the road, the peasant paused, looked 
about him, and turned toward a thin screen of trees. lie 
stood still at a big oak, still covered with leavt>s,aiui bi't'koned 
mysteriously to them. 

Denisov and Petya rode up to him. I'Vom the plaee wliere 
the ])casant was standing the Freneli eoiiid be seen. Just 
beyond the wood a field of spring corn ran sliarnly down- 
hill. On the right, across a steep ravine, could lie seen a 
little village and a manor-house with the niofs liroken down. 
In that village and in the house and all over the high groutul 
in the garden, by the wells and the pond, and all along the 
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road uphill from the bridge to the village, not more than 
five hundred yards away, crowds of men could be seen in 
the shifting mist. They could distinctly hear their foreign 
cries at the horses pulling the baggage uphill and their calls 
to one another. 

‘ Give me the prisoner here,’ said Denisov, in a low voice, 
never taking his eyes olf the French, 

A Cossack got off* his horse, lifted the boy down, and came 
with him to Denisov, Denisov, pointing to the French, 
asked the boy what troops they were. The boy, thrusting 
his chilled hands into his pockets and raising his eyebrows, 
looked in dismay at Denisov, and in .spite of his uninislakablc 
desire to tell all he knew, he was confused in his answers, 
and merely repeated Denisov’s questions. D<‘iiisov, frowning, 
turned away from him, and addressing the esaiil, told him his 
own views on the matter, 

Petya, turning his head raj>idly, looked from Ihednimmer 
to Denisov, and from the esaul to "the Frencli in the village and 
on the road, trying not to miss anything of importance, 

‘Whether Dolohov comes or not, we must take them, - . , 
Eh.?*'’ said Denisov, his eyes sparkling nu^rrily. 

‘ It is a convenient spot,’ said tlie esiud, 

‘Wo will send the infantry down below, by the mamhes,^ 
Denisov went on, ‘They will cn*op iij) to the gardt^n;^ you 
dash down with the Cossacks from there’'— ^ Denisov pointed 
to the wood beyond the village~‘and I from here with my 
hussars. And at a shot . , 

‘It won’t do to go by the hollow; itV a hog,’’ said the 
esaul. ‘The horses will sink in, you must skirt round more 
to tlio left. . . 

While they were talking in undertones, there was the crack 
of a shot and a puff* of wliite smoko in the hollow below near 
the pond, and the voices of hundreds of Frcmchmen halfway 
up the hill rose in a ringing shout, m thougl) in merry chorus. 
At the first minute both Dt'iiisov and the esaul darted back. 
They were so near that they fancied tht^y were the eatise 
of that shot and those «lu)uts. But they had nothing to do 
with them, A man in somethixig red was running through 
the marshes below, 'irhe French were evidently firing and 
shouting at him. 

‘ Why, it’s our Tihon,’ said the esaul. 
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‘It’s he! it’s he!’ 

‘ The rogue,’ said Denisov. 

‘ He’ll get away ! ’ said the esaul, screwing up his eyes- 

The man they called Tihon, running up to the little river, 
splashed into it, so that the water spurted up round him, 
and disappearing for an instant, scranibled out on all fours, 
looking Clark from the water, and ran on. The French, vv ho 
had been pursuing him, sto|)ped. 

‘ Well, he’s a smart fellow,’ said the esaul. 

‘The beast,’ said Denisov, with the same expression of 
vexation. ‘ And what has he been about all this lime P ’ 

‘ Who is her’ asked Petya. 

‘It’s our scout, I sent him to catch a“ tongue” for us.’ 

‘Ah, to be sure,’ said Petya, nodding at Denisov’s first 
word, as though he knew all about it, though he diil not 
understand a word. 

Tihon Shtcherbatov was one of the most useful men among 
Denisov’s followers. He wa.s a peasant of the villagt* of 
Pokrovskoc, near Gzhat, Denisov had come to Pokrovskoe 
early in his operations as a guerilla leader, and sending, as 
he always did, for the village elder, asked him what he knew 
about the French. 

The village elder had answered, as all village elders always 
did answer, that he knew nothing nf)out: them, and had .seen 
nothing of them. Hut when Denisov explained to him that 
his object was to kill the French, and inejuired whether no 
French had strayed into his village, the village elder repH<»<l 
that there had l)een some mimUrn certainly, but that the 
only person who took atiy heed of such things was I’ishka 
Shtcherbatov. Denisov ordered Tihon to he brought hefort* 
him, and praising his activity, sai<l in the prew^nce of the 
cider a few words a!)out the devotion to tin* ^I'sar and ilie 
Patlicriand and the hatred of tius French that all sons of tin? 
Fatherland must cherish in their hearls. 

‘Wc don’t do any Inirni to tlie French,’ said 'rilnm, evi- 
dently scared at Denisov’s words. ‘It’s only you km>w, just 
a bit of fun for the la<ls and in<*. 'fhe /wi/va/rnv now--*we 
have killed a dozen or so of them, but we have done no harm 
else . • 

Next day, when Denisov was leaving Pokrovskoc*, having 
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forgotten all about this peasant, he was told that Tihon was 
with his followers, and asked to be allowed to remain with 
them. Denisov bade them let him stay. 

At first Tihon undertook the rough work of making fires, 
fetching water, skinning hoi'ses, and so on, but he soon showed 
great zeal and caj)acity for guerilla warfare. He \vould go 
after booty at night, and never failed to bring back French 
clothes and weapons, and when he w'as Indden, he would bring 
back prisoners too. Denisov took Tihon from his menial 
work, and began to employ him on expeditions, and to reckon 
him among the Cossacks. 

Tihon did not like riding, and always went on foot, yet 
never lagged l)ehind the cavalry. 1 1 is weapons were a musket, 
which he carried rather as a joke, a and an axe, which 
he used as skilfully as a wolf does its ie(*th — catching fleas in 
its coat and crunching thick bones with them equally easily, 
With e(inal precision Tihon swinging his axe split logs, or, 
taking it by the head, cut thin skewcTS or carved spoons. 
Among I)enisov’’s followers, ^Hhon was on a special looting 
of his own. When anything particularly disagreeable or revolt- 
ing had to be done- to jniL one’s sbouldt*r to a wagon stuck 
in the mud, to drag a horse out of a hog by the tail, to flay a 
horse, to creep into the midst of the French J.o walk fifty versts 
in a day — every one laughed, and looked to Tihon to do it, 

‘No harm will come to him; the devil; he's a stalwart 
beast,’ they used to say of him. 

One day a Fj’enchman h<^ liad captured wound(*d ''J’ihon witli 
a pistol-shot in Liu* fleshy jiart of tlie back. 'I'his wound, 
which Tihon treated ouly hy applications of vodka — internal 
and external — was the subject of the liveliest jokes through 
the whole party, and ''riiou lent himself readily to their 
jests. 

‘ Well, old chap, you won’t do that agaizi ! Are you crook- 
backed ! ’ laughed the (Jossacks ; and Tihon, assuming n doleful 
face, and grimacing to pretend he was angry, woiihl abuse the 
French with th<* zzzosb cotnieal oatlzs. The eflect of the 
incident on ''rihon was that Izo rarely aft.i*rwards brought 
prisoners in. 

Tihon was the bravest and most useful man of the lot. 
No one discovered so many o})portunities of attack, tu> one 
captured or killed so Tuany Frenchmen. And consequently he 
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was the favourite subject of all the gibes of the Cossacks and 
the hussars, and readily fell in with the position. 

Tihon had been sent overnight by Denisov to Shamshevo 
to capture a ^tongue.’ But either because he was not satisfied 
with one French prisoner, or because he had been asleep all 
night, he had crept by day into the bushes in the very middle 
of the French, and, as Denisov had seen from the hill, had 
been discovered by them. 


VI 

Avtkr talking a little while longer with the csaul about the 
next day’s attack, which Denisov seemed to have finally 
decided upon after seeing how near the hVench were, he turned 
his horse’s head and rode back. 

‘Now, uiy boy, we will go and dry ourselves,’ he said to 
Petya. 

As he came noiirthc forester’s hut, Denisov stopped, look- 
ing into the wood before him. A man in a short jackcjt, bast 
shoes, and a Kazan liat, with a gun across his shoulder, and an 
axe in his belt, was striding lightly through tlui fort‘si. with 
long legs and long arms swinging at his side. ( latching sight 
of Denisov, ho hastily flung something inl.o the bushes, and 
taking off his soppttd hat, the brim of which drooped limply, 
he walked up to nis commanding officer. 

This was Tihon. Ilis pock-marked and wrinkh'd face, with 
little slits of eyes, beamed with self-satisfaction aiul merriment. 
Ho held his head high, and looked straight at Denisov as 
though lie were supprcissing a laugh, 

‘ Well, whent have you been i^’ said Denisov. 

‘ Where have I been ? I have been after the h’n*nc]i,’ 
Tihon answered boldly atid hastily, in a husky, but mellow 
bass. 

‘Why did you creep in in the daytime ? Ass ! Well, why 
didn’t you catch one ? ’ 

‘ Catch owe I did,’ said Tihon. 

‘ Where is he, then ? ’ 

‘ I caught one at the very first at daybreak,’ Tihon went on, 
setting his feet down wider apart, in their flat, turned-up bast 
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shoes; ^and I took him into the wood too. I see he’s no 
good. So, thinks I, better go and get another, rather more 
the proper article.’ 

‘Ay, the rogue, so that’s how it is,’ said Denisov to the 
esaul. ‘ Why didn’t you bring that one ’ 

‘Why, what was the use of bringing him in?’ Tihon broke 
in, hurriedly and angrily. ‘A worthless fellow ! Don't I know 
what sort you want ? ’ 

‘All, you brute! , . . Well?’ 

‘ I went to gel another,’ Tihon went on. ‘ I erepl up in this 
way in the wood, and I lay down.’ With a sudden, supple 
movement, Tihon lay down on his stomach, to show how he 
had done this. ‘ One turned up,’ he went on, ‘ I st'ized him 
like this,’ Tihon jumped swiftly atul lightly. “‘Come 
along to the colonel,” says I. He set up such a shouting ; and 
then I saw four of them. And they ruslied at me with their 
sabres. I wont at them like this with* my axe. “ Wliat are yon 
about.?'” says I. “(ylirish be with you,’” cried Tihon, waving 
his arms and S(|uaring his chest with a menacing scowl. 

‘Oh yes, we saw from the hill how you gave them the slip, 
through the pools,’ said the esaul, screwing up his sparkling 
eyes. 

Petya had a gr(»at longing to laugh, but he saw that all the 
others refrained from laugliing, kept looking rapidly 
from I’ihon’s face to the face of the esaul and Dtmisov, not 
knowing what to make of it all. 

‘ Don’t ])lay the fool,’ said Denisov, eougliing angrily. 
‘ Why didn’t you bring the* first man ?’ 

I’ihon began scratching his back with one hand and his 
head with the. oUu»r,and all at once his countenance expanded 
into a beaming, foolish grin, showing the loss of a tooth that 
had given him his name, Hhtchorhatov (ir. lacking a tooth). 
Denisov smiled, and Petya went off into a merry peal of 
laughter, in which Tihon him.self joined. 

‘ Why, he was no good at all,’ said Tilion, ‘ lie was so 
badly dressed, how could I bring him ? And a coarse fellow, 
your honour. Why, says he, “I’m a general’s son,” says he, 
“I’m not going.’” 

‘XTgh, you brute!’ said Denisov. ‘I wanted Lo question 
him . . 

‘Oh, I did question him,’ said Tihon. ‘ He said he didn’t 
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know much. There are a lot of our men,'*' says he, ^'but 
they are all poor creatures; that’s all you can say for them. 
Give a good shout,” says he, ‘^and you can take them all,”’ 
Tihon concluded, with a merry and detennined look at 
Denisov. 

* Mind, I’ll give you a good luiiulred lashes that will leach 
you to play the fool,’ said Denisov sternly. 

‘Why be angry,’ said Tihon, ‘because I haven’t seen your 
sort of Frenchmen ? As soon as it gets dark, I’ll catch what- 
ever kind you like, three of tliein I’ll bring.’ 

‘Well, come along,’ said Denisov, and all the way to the 
forester’s hut he was silent, frowning angrily. 

Tihon was v^alking behind, and Petya heard the Clossacks 
laughing with him and at him about a pair of boots that he 
had thrown into the hushes. 

When the laughter roused l)y ^I’ihon’s words and smile 
had passed, and Pctyfi uiuIorsLood for a inoineni that ''rihon 
had killed the man, he had an uneasy ft^eling. He looked 
round at the boy prisoner, and there was a sudden pang in his 
heart. But that uneasiness only l/isUal a tnomemt. ITo 
felt it incumbent on him to hold his head high, and witli a 
bold and important air to (|ucstion the csaul about the m^xt 
(lay’s expedition, that he might not be unworthy of the com- 
pany in which hc» found himself. 

The olficer Denisov had sent to Dolohov met him on tlu* 
way with the news that everything was going well with 
Dololiov, and that he wa.s coming himself imtnediaiely. 

Denisov at once became more c.hec'rful, and beckoned IVtya 
to him. 

‘ dome, tell me al)out yours(»lf,’ he said. 


VH 

0» leaving Moscow, P(»tva had parled from his pariuds to join 
hi» regiment, and shortly afterwards had been appoinlecl an 
orderly in attendance on a gen<‘ral who was in command (jf a 
largo detachment. »om the lime of soeuring hi.s commission, 
and even more since joining a rcginu*nt in active serviee, and 
taking part in the battle of Vyavjina, Petya had been in u con- 
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tinual state of happy excitement at being grown-up, and of 
intense anxiety not to miss any opportunity of real lioroisni. 
He was highly delighted with all he had seen and experienced 
in the army, but, at the same time, he was always fancying 
that wherever he was not, there tlie most real and heroic 
exploits were at that very moment being performed. And he 
was in constant haste to bo where he was not. 

On the 21st of October, when his general expressed a 
desire to send some one to Denisov’s company, Petya had so 
piteously besought him to send him, that th(J general could 
not refuse. But, as he was sending him off, the general recol- 
lected Petya’s foolhardy behaviour at tht^ battle of Vyazma, 
when, instead of riding by way of the road to take a mosstige, 
Petya had galloped across tlic lines under the (ire of the 
French, and had there lired a couph* of jiistol-shots. llecall- 
ing that prank, the general explicitly forliadi? Petya's taking 
part in any enterprise whatever (hat Denisov might l>e 
planning. This was why Petya had lilushed and been discon- 
certed wlien Denisov asked him if he might stay. Prom the 
moment he set off till he reached the <jdge of the wood, Petya 
had fully intended to do his duly st<*adily, and to return at 
once. But when he saw tins French, ami saw Tzhon, and 
learned that the attack would certainly take plact* that night, 
with the rapid transition from one "view to anotluw, ebar- 
acteristic of young people, he made up his mind that his 
general, for whom lie had till tliat monumt had the greatest 
respect, was a poor stick, and only a (rerman, that Denisov 
was a hero, and the esaul a h<‘ro, and Tihon a hero, and 
that it would lx* shameful to leave them at a moment of 
difliculiy. 

It was getting dark when Denisov, with P(‘tya and the 
esaul reached the forester's hut. In the half-dark they could 
see saddled horses, Oossacks and htissars, rigging up shanties 
in the clearing, and building up a glowing (in? in a hollow 
near, where tlic smoke would not be seen by the Frzmrlh 
In the porch of the little hut there was a (idssack with hi.s 
sleeves tucked up, cutting u}) a sheep. In the hut, three officers 
of Denisov's band were setting up a tabic imule up of doors. 
Petya took off bis wet clothes, gave them to be dric<l, and 
at once set to work to help the olliccjrs in fixing up a dining- 
table. 
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In ten minutes the tabic was ready and covered with a 
napkiiK On the table was set vodka, a flask of rum, white 
broad, and roast mutton, and salt. 

Sitting at the table w'ith the officers, tearing the fat, savoury 
mutton with greasy fingers, Petya was in a childishly enthusi- 
astic condition of tender love for all men and a consequent 
belief in the same feeling for himself in others. 

‘So what do you think, Vassily Fyodorovitch,’’ he said to 
Denisov, ‘ it won’t matter my staying a day with you, will it?'* 
And without waiting for an answer, he answered himself: 
‘ Why, I was told to find out, and here I am finding out . . . 
Only you must let me go into the middle . . • into the real 
. . . I don’t cai'cj about rewards ... But I do want . . 
Petya clenched his teetli and looked about him, tossing his 
head and waving his arm, 

‘ Into the real, real thing . . Denisov said, smiling. 

‘ Only, please, do give me a command of sometlnng alto* 
gether,* so that I really might command,’ Petya went on. 
‘ \Vhy, what would it be to you ? Ah, you want a knife he 
said "to an officer, who was trying to tear olf a piece of 
mutton. And he gave him his pocket-knife. 

The officer praised the knife. 

‘ Pleases keej) it. I haveK<iveral like it . , said Petya, blush- 
ing. ‘ Heavens ! Why, I was <juite forgetting,’ he cried sud- 
denly. ‘ 1 have some capital raisins, you know the sort without 
stones, We have a new canteen-keeper, and he does get first- 
rate things. I bought ten pounds of tlwan. I hn fond of sweet 
things. Will you have some.?*’ . . . And Petya ran out to 
his (loHsaek in the ])oreh, and brought in some panniers in 
which there were five pounds of raisins. ‘Please take some.’ 

‘Don’t, you neerd a colfee-jmt.^’ he said to the esaul; ‘I 
bought a fJunous one from our canteen-keeper 1 He has first- 
rate things. And he ’s very hone.st. That’s the great thing. 
I’ll be sure and send it you. Or perhaps your flints are. worn 
out; that does happen sometimes, I brought some with me, 
I have got them here . . he pointed to the pannitirs. 
hundred flints. I bought them very cheap. You must please 
take a« many as you want or all, indeed . . And suddenly, 
dismayed at the Ihought that he had let his tongue run away 
with him, Petya stopped short and blushed. 

IIo began trying to think whether he had been guilty of any 
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other blunders. And running through his recollections of the 
day the image of the French drummer-boy rose before his mind. 

* We are enjoying ourselves, but how is he feeling? What 
have they done with him ? Have they given him something 
to eat? Have they been nasty to him ?’ he wondered. 

But thinking he had said too much about the flints, he was 
afraid to speak now. 

^ Could I ask about him V he wondered. ‘ They’ll say : he’s 
a boy himself, so he feels for the boy. I’ll let them see to- 
morrow whether I ’m a boy ! Shall I feel ashamed if I ask ’ 
Petya wondered. ^ Oh, well I I don’t care,’ and he said at 
once, blushing and watching the officers’ faces in dread of 
detecting amusement in them : 

‘ Might I call that boy who was taken prisoner, and give 
him something to oat . . . perhaps . . .’ 

^Yes, poor little fellow,’ said Denisov, who clearly saw 
nothing to be ashamed of in this reminder, Fetch him in 
here. His name is Vincent Bossc. Fetch him in.’ 

‘I’ll call him,’ said Petya. 

‘ Yes, do. Poor little fellow,’ repeated Denisov. 

Petya was standing at the door as Denisov said this. He 
slipped in between the officers and went uj) to Denisov, 

‘ lAjt me kiss you, dear old fellow,’ he said. ‘ Ah, how jolly 
it is ! how splendid!’ And, kissing Denisov, be ran out into 
the yard, 

‘ llosse 1 Vincent ! ’ Petya cried, standing by the door. 

‘ Whom do you want, sir?’ said a voice out of the darkness, 
Petya answered that ho wanh'd the Frctich boy, who had 
been taken prisoner that day, 

‘ Ah ! Veseuny ?’ said the (bssack. 

Ilis name Vincent had already been transformed by the 
Cossacks into Vesenny, and by tfie peasants and the soldiers 
into Visenya. In both names there was a suggestion ()f the 
spring — vesna — which seemed to them to harmonise with the 
figure of the young boy, 

‘He’s warming himself there at the fire. Ay, Visenya! 
Visenya I’ voiees called from one to another with laughter in 
the darktjess, ‘Ho is a sharp boy,’ said an Inissar standing 
near Petya, ‘We gave him a meal not long ago. He was 
hungry, terribly,’ 

There was a sound of footsteps in the darkneuK^ and the 
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drummw-boy came splashing through the mud with his bare 
feet towards the door. 

‘Ah, that’s you !’ said Petya. ‘Are you hungry? Don’t 
be afraid, they won’t hurt you,’ he added shyly and cordially 
touching his hand. ‘ Como in, come in.’ 

‘Tliank you,’ answered the druinnier, in a trembling, almost 
childish voice, and he began wiping the mud otl'his feet on the 
threshold. Petya had a great deal he longed to Siiy to the 
drummer-boy, but he did not dare. lie stood by him in the 
porch, moving uneasily. Then he took his luuul in the dark- 
ness and .s(|uccml it. ‘Come in, come in,’ he repeated, but in 
a soft whisper. 

‘ Oil, if I could only do something for him ! ’ Petya was 
saying inwardly, and opening the door he ushered the boy in 
before him. 

When the <lruminer-boy had come into the hut, Petya sat 
down at some di.stance from him, feeling that it would be 
lowering his dignity to take much notice of him. Hut he was 
feeling the money in his pocket and wondering whether it 
would do to give some to the drummer-boy. 


Dknisov gave orders for the drummer-boy (o be givim some 
vodka and mutton, and to be put into a Uussian dress, .so that 
he should not be sent off with the other prisoners, but should 
stay with his band. Petya’s attention was diverted from the boy 
by the arrival of Dolohov. lie had heard a great many stories 
told in the army of Dololiov’s extraordinary gallantry and of 
his eruclfcy to the h’ronch. And therefore from the moment 
Dolohov entered the hut Petya could not take his eyes off 
him, aiid flinging up his head, he assumed a more and more 
swaggering air, that lie might not be unworthy of assoeialing 
even with a hero like Dolohov. 

Dolohov’s appearance struck Petya as strange through its 
simplicity. 

Denisov was <lrcsse(l in a ( lossack ctmt ; he had let Ids beard 
grow, and had a holy image of Nikolay, the wonder-worker, 
on his breast, llis whole manner of speaking and all his 
gestures were suggestive of his peculiar position. Dolohov, on 
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the contrary, though in old days he had worn a Persian dress 
in Moscow, looked now like the most correct officer of the 
Guards. He was clean-shaven ; he wore the wadded coat of 
the Guards with a St. George medal on a ribbon, and a plain 
forage cap, put on straight on his head. He took his wet 
cloak off in the corner and, without greeting any one, went 
straight up to Denisov and began at once asking questions 
about the matter in hand. Denisov told him of the designs 
the larger detachment had upon the French convoy, of the 
message Petya had brought, and the answer he had given to 
both generals. Then he told him all he knew of the position 
of the French. 

‘That’s so. But we must find out what troops they are, 
and what are their numbers,’ said Dolohov ; ‘ we must go and 
have a look at them. We can’t rush into the thing without 
knowing for certain how many there arc of them. I like to 
do things properly. Come, won’t one of you gentlemen like 
to come with me to pay them a call in their camp. I have an 
extra uniform with me/ 

‘ I, I ... I ’ll come with you ! ’ cried Petya. 

^There’s not the slightest need for you to go,’ said Deni- 
sov, addressing Dolohov ; ^ and as for him I wouldn’t let him 
go on any account/ 

* That ’s good ! ’ cried l^ctya ; ‘ why shouldn’t I go .? • . / 

* Why, because there’s no reason to/ 

‘Oh, well, excuse me . . . because . . , because ... I’m 
going, and that’s all. You will take me P’ he cried, turning 
to Dolohov. 

‘Why not? • . / Dolohov answered, absently, staring into 
the face of the French drummer-boy. 

‘Have yon had that youngster long?’ he asked Denisov. 

‘ We caught him to-chiy, but be knows nothing ; I have kept 
him with us.’ 

‘Oh, and what do you do with the rest?’ said Dolohov, 

‘What do I do with them ? I lake n receipt for them, and 
send them off!’ cried Denisov, smldenly flushing. ‘And I 
make bold to say that I haven’t a single man’s life on my 
conscience. Is tnore any cliflicully in your Bonding thirty, or 
three hundred men, under escort, to the town rather than stain 
— I say so bluntly — one’s honour as a soldier/ 

‘It^s all very well for this little count here at sixteen to 
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talk of such refinements,’ Dolohov said, with a cold sneer; 
^ but it’s high time for you to drop all that.’ 

‘Why, I am not saying anything, I only say that I am 
certainly going with you,’ said Petya shyly. 

‘But for me and you, mate, it’s high time to drop such 
delicacy,’ Dolohov went on, apparently deriving peculiar grati- 
fication from talking on a subject irritating to Denisov. 
‘Why have you kept this lad,’ he said, ‘except because you 
are sorry for him ? Why, we all know how much your rocc‘ij)ts 
are worth. You send off a hundred men and thirty reach the 
town. They die of hunger or are killed on the way. So isn’t 
it just as well to make short work of them ?’ 

The esaul, screwing up his light-coloured eyes, nodded Ids 
head approvingly, 

‘That’s not my affair, no need to discuss it. I don’t care 
to have their lives on my conscience^. You say they die. 
Well, let them. Only not through my doing.’ 

Dolohov laughed. 

‘Who prevented their taking me twenty ttm(‘S over? But 
you know if thc'y do catch me — and you too with your 
chivalrous sentiments — it will just be the same — the nearest 
aspeii-trec.’ He paused. ‘We must be getting t(» work, 
though. Send my Cossack here witli the pack. I have two 
French uniforms. Well, are you coming with me? ’he asked 
Petya. 

‘I? Yes, yes, of course,’ cried Petya, blushing till the tears 
came into his eyes, and glancing at Denisov. 

While Dololiov had boon arguing with Deinsov what should 
be done with f)risoners, Petya had again liad that fc(‘ling of 
discomfort and nervotjs hurry; but again he had not lijne to 
get a clear idea of what tlicy won' talking about. ‘ If lhat’.s 
what is thought by grown-up rnciu famous leadi'rs, then it 
must b(» so, it must be all right,’ ht» thouglil. ^ Aiu! the great 
thing is, Uiat I )enis«)v shouldn’t dan* to imagine that I must 
obey him, that he <‘an order me alK)ut. I shall etadainlv go 
witli Dolohov iulo the French camp. He can go, ami so 
can I ! ’ 

To all Denisov’s efforis to dissuade him frotn going, Pelva 
replied that he too liked doing (lungs properly amf not ui 
haphamrd fashion, and that he iiev<‘r thought about danmw 
to himself. 
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‘For, you must admit, if we don’t know exactly how many 
men there are there, it might cost the life of hundreds, and it 
is only we two, and so I very much wish it, and I shall 
certainlji", most certainly go, and don’t try to prevent me,’ he 
said ; ‘ it won’t be any use . . 


IX 

Pgita and Dolohov, after dressing up in French uniforms and 
sliakoes, rode to the clearing from which Denisov had looked 
at the French camp, and coming out of the wood, descended 
into the hollow in the pitch darkness. When they had ridden 
downhill, Dolohov bade the Cossacks accompanying him to 
wait there, and set off at a smart trot along the road towards 
the bridge. Petya, faint with excitement, trotted along 
beside him. 

‘ If we are caught, I won’t be taken alive. I have a pistol,’ 
whispered Petya. 

‘Don’t speak Russian,’ said Dolohov, in a rapid whisper, 
and at that moment they heard in the dark the challenge: 
‘ Who goes there ?’ and the click of a gun. 

The blood rushed into Petya’s face, and he clutched at his 
pistol. 

‘Uhlans of the Sixth Regiment,’ said Dolohov, neither 
hastening nor slackening his horse’s pace. 

The black figure of a sentinel stood on the bridge. 

‘The password ?’ 

Dolohov reined in his horse, and advanced at a walking 
pace. 

‘Tell me, is Colonel Gerard here?’ he said. 

‘Password?’ repeated the sentinel, making no reply and 
barring their way. 

‘When an ofRccr makes his round, sentinels don’t ask him 
for the password . . .’ cried Dolohov, suddenly losing his 
temper and riding straight at the sentinel. ‘ I ask you, is the 
colonel here?’ 

And not waiting for an answer from the sentinel, who 
moved aside, Dolohov rode at a walking pace uphill. 

Noticing the black outline of a man crossing the road> 

VOL. ni. T 
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Dolohov stopped the man, and asked where the colonel and 
officers were. The man, a soldier with a sack over his 
shoulder, stopped, came close up to Dolohov'^s horse, stroking 
it with his hand, and told them in a simple and friendly way 
that the colonel and the officers were higher up the hill, on 
the right, in the courtyard of the farm, as he called the little 
manor-house. 

After going further along the road, from both sides of 
which they heard French talk round the camp-fires, Dolohov 
turned into the yard of the manor-house. On reaching the 
gate, he dismounted and walked towards a big, blazing fire, 
round which several men were sitting, engaged in loud conver- 
sation. There was something boiling in a cauldron on one 
side, and a soldier in a peaked cap and blue coat, kneeling in 
the bright glow of the fire, was stirring it with his ramrod. 

^He's a tough customer,’ said one of the officers, sitting in 
the shadow on the opposite side of the fire. 

^lie’ll make them run, the rabbits’ (a Frencli proverb), 
said the other, witii a laugh. 

Both paused, and peered into the darkness at the sound of 
the steps of Petya and Dolohov approaching with their 
horses. 

^ mmicurit!'* Dolohov called loudly and distinctly. 

There was a stir among the oflk'ers in the shadow, and a tall 
ofliccr with a long neck came round the fire and went up to 
Dolohov. 

*Is that you, Clement?’ said he. ^ Where the devil . . 
but becoming aware of his mistake, he did not finish, and with 
a slight frown greeted Dolohov as a stranger, and asked him 
what he could do for him. Dolohov told him that lie and his 
comrade were trying to catch up their regiment, and asked, 
addressing the company in general, whether the officers knew 
anything about the Sixth Regiment. No one could tell them 
anything about it; and Petya fancied the officers began to 
look at him and Dolohov with unfriendly and suspicious eyes. 

For several seconds no one spoke. 

^If you’re reckoning on some soup, you have come too late,’ 
said a voice from behind the fire, with a smothere<i laugh. 

Dolohov answered that they had had supper, and wanted to 
push on further that night. 

He gave their horses to the soldier who was stirring the pot, 
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and squatted down on his heels beside the officer with the 
long neck. The latter never took his eyes off Dolohov, and 
asked him again what regiment did he belong to. 

Dolohov appeared not to hear the question. Making no 
answer, he lighted a short French j)ipe that he took from his 
pocket, and asked the officers whether the road ahead of them 
were safe from Cossacks. 

^The brigands arc everywhere,"* answered an officer from 
behind the fire. 

Dolohov said that the Cossacks were only a danger for 
stragglers like himself and his comrade; ‘he supposed they 
would not dare to attack large detachments,’ he added 
inquiringly. 

No one replied. 

^ Well, now he will come away,’ Petya was thinking every 
moment, os he stood by the fire listening to the talk. 

But Dolohov took up the conversation that had dropped, 
and proceeded to ask them point blank how many men tnerc 
were in Ihcir battalion, how many battalions they had, said 
how many prisoners. 

When he asked about the Russian prisoners, Dolohov added : 

* Nasty business dragging those corpses about with one. It 
would be better to slioot the vermin,’ and he broke into such 
a strange, loud laugh, that Petya fancied the FVcneh must see 
tlu'ougjh their disguise at once, and he involuntarily stepped 
back from the fire. 

Uolohov’s words and laughter eliciteil no n*sponse, and a 
French officer whom they had not seen (he lay rolled up in a 
(^.oat), sat up and whispered something to his companion. 
Doloixov stood ii]) and called to the men, who held their 
liorses. 

‘Will they give us the horses or not?’ l^etya wondered, 
unconsciously coming closer to Dolohov. 

They did give them the horses. ‘ }iomoh\ mmiewr#,’ said 
Dolohov. 

Petya tried to say ‘ i/OTWoir,** but he could not utter a sound. 
Tlu* officers wore whispering together. Dolohov was a long 
while mounting his horse, who would not stand still ; then he 
rode out of the gate at a walking pace. Petya rode beside 
him, not daring to look round, though he was longing to see 
whether the French were running after him or not. 
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When they came out on to the road, Dolohov did not turn 
back towards the open country, but rode further along it into 
the village. 

At one spot he stood still, listening. ‘ Do you hear ' he 
said. Petya recognised the sound of voices speaking Russian, 
and saw round the camp-fire the dark outlines of Russian 
prisoners. When they reached the bridge again, Petya and 
Dolohov passed the sentinel, who, without uttering a word, 
paced gloomily up and down. They came out to the hollow 
where the Cossacks were waiting for them. 

‘ WdU. now, good-bye. Tell Denisov, at sunrise, at the first 
shot,’ said Dolohov, and he was going on, but Petya clutched 
at his arm. 

‘ Oh ! ’ he cried, ‘ y»u are a hero ! Oh ! how splendid it is ! 
how jolly ! How I love you ! ’ 

‘that’s all right,’ answered Dolohov, but Petya did not let 
go of him, and in the dark Dolohov mode out that he was 
bending over to him to be kissed. Dolohov kissed him, 
laughed, and turning his horse’s head, vanished into tlie 
darkness. 


X 

Ok I’eaching the hut in the wood, Petya found Denisov in the 
porch. He was waiting for Petya’s return in great uneasiness, 
anxiety, and vexation with him.self for having let him go. 

‘Thank God !’ he cried. ‘Well, thank God !’ he repeate<l, 
hearing Petya’s ecstatic account. ‘ And, damn you, you have 
prevented my sleeping! ’ he added. ‘Well, thank God; now, 
go to bed, Wc can still get a nap before morning.’ 

‘Yes . . . no,’ said Petya. ‘I’m not sleepy yet. Uesides, 
I know what I am ; if once I go to sleep, it will be all up 
with me. And besides, it’s not my habit to sleep before a 
battle.’ 

Petya sat for a little while in the hut, joyfully’ recalling the 
details of his adventure, and vividly imagining what w;u) 
coming next day. Then, noticing that Denisov had fallen 
asleep, he got up and went out of doors. 

It was still quite dark outside. T’hc rain was over, but the 
trees were still dripping. Close by the hut could Ik seen the 
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black outlines of the Cossacks’ shanties and the horses tied 
together. Behind the hut there was a dark blur where two 
wagons stood with the horses near by, and in the hollow 
there was a red glow from the dying lire. The Cossacks and 
the hussars were not all asleep ; there mingled with the sound 
of the falling drops and the munching of the horses, the sound 
of low voices, that seemed to be whispering. 

Petya came out of the porch, looked about him in the 
darkness, and went uj) to the wagons. Some one was snoring 
under the wagons, and saddled horses were standing round 
them munching oats. In the dark Petya recognised and 
approached his own marc, whom he called Karabach, though 
she was in fach of a Little Russian breed. 

‘ Well, Karabach, t()-niorrow we shall do good service,’ he 
said, snifilng her nostrils and kissing her. 

‘Why, aren’t you asleep, sir.?’ .said a (bssack, sitting under 
the wagon. 

‘No; but . • . Lihatchev — I believe that’s your name, eh ? 
Vou know I have only just come Iwick- We have been calling 
on the Prench.’ And Petya g*ive the Cossack n dtlailcsl 
account, not only of his adventure, l)ut also of his reasons for 
going, and why he llumght it belU‘r to risk his life than to do 
things in a haphazard way. 

‘Well, you must b<* .sl(*epy; get a little sleep,’ said the? 
(k)ssack. 

‘No, I am used to it,’ answered Petya. ‘ And how are the 
flints in your pistols — not w<mx out?" I brought some with 
m(*. Don’t you want any ? Do take some.’ 

The Cossack poppcsl out from under the wagon to take a 
closer look at Petya. 

‘ For, you see, t like to do everything carefully,’ said Petya. 
‘ Some men, you know, leave things to chance, and don’t have 
things ready, and then they regret it. I don’t like that,’ 

‘ No, to be sure,’ said the Cossack. 

‘Oh, and another thing, please, my dear fellow, sharpen 
my sabre for mo; X have blunt . . #’ (but Petya could not 
bring out a lie) ... ‘it has never been sharpened. (?an you 
do that?’ 

‘ 'I’o be sure I can.’ 

IJhatclu‘v stood up, and rummaged in the baggage, and 
Petya stood and heard the martial sound of steel and whet- 
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stoue. He clambered on to the wagon, and sat on the edge 
of it. The Cossack sharpened the sabre below. 

‘ Are the other bravo fellows .asleep ?’ said Petya. 

‘ Some are asleep, and some are awake, like us.' 

‘ And what about the boy ?’ 

‘ Vesenny ? He 's lying yonder in the hay. He 's sleeping 
well after his fright. He was so pleased.’ 

For a long while after that Petya sat quiet, listening to the 
sounds. There was a sound of footsteps in the darkness, and 
a dark figure appeared. 

‘ What are you sharpening ? ’ asked a man coming up to the 
wagon. 

‘ A sabre for the gentleman here.’ 

‘ That ’s a good thing,’ said the man, who seemed to Petya 
to be an hussar. ‘ Was the cup left with you here ? ’ 

‘ It’s yonder by the wheel.’ The hussar took the cup. ‘ It 
will soon bo daylight,’ ho ad<led, yawning, as he walked ofl'. 

Petya must, one would suppose, have known that ho was in 
a wood, witii Denisov’s band of irregulars, a vorsL from the 
road ; that he was sitting on a wagon captured from the 
French ; that there were horses fastened to it ; that under it 
was sitting the Cossa<A Lihatebev sharpening his sabre ; that 
the big, black blur on the right was the liiii, and the red, 
bright glow below on tiu* lofl. the dying camp-fire; that 
the man who hati come for the cup was an luissar who was 
thirsty. But Petya knew nothing of all that, and refused to 
know it. He was in a fairyland, in which nothing was like 
the reality. The big patch of .shadow might be a hut cer- 
tainly, blit it might be a cavc loading down into the very 
depths of the earth. 'I’he red )>atch might be a fire, but it 
might be the eye of a huge monster. Perhaps he really 
was sitting now on a wagon, but very likely he was sitting 
not on a wagon, but on a fearfully high tower, and if he fell 
off, ho would go on flviiig to the’ earth for a wliole day, for a 
whole month— -fly and ky for ever and never reach it.. I’crhaps 
it was simply the Cossack Idhatelicv sitting under the wagon ; 
but vei*y likely it was the kindest, bravi'st, most wonderful and 
splendid man in the world whom no one knew of. Perhaps it 
really was an hussar who had come for water and gone into the 
hollow ; but perhaps he had just vanished, vanished altogether 
and was no more. 
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Whatever Petya had seen now, it would not have surprised 
him. He was in a land of fairy, where everything was possible. 

He gazed at the sky. The sky too was an enchanted realm 
like the earth. It had begun to clear, and the clouds were 
scudding over the tree-tops, as though unveiling the stars. 
At times it seemed as though they were swept away, and 
there were glimpses of clear, black sky between them. At 
times these black patches looked like storm-clouds. At times 
the sky seemed to rise high, high overhead, and then again to 
be dropping down so that one could reach it with the hand. 

Petya closed his eyes and began to nod. The branches 
dripped. There was a low hum of talk and the sound of some 
one snoring. The horses neighed and scuffled. 

^ Ozheeg, zheeg, ozheeg, zhecg . . hissed the sabre on the 
whetstone ; and all at once Petya seemed to hear harnionious 
music, an orchestra playing .some unfamiliar, solemnly sweet 
hymn. Petya was as musical by nature as Naiasha, and far 
more so than Nikolay; but ho had had no musical training, and 
never thought about music, so that the tnelody that came 
unexpectedly into his niincl had a special freshne.ss and charm 
for him. The music became more and more distinct. '^I'hc 
melody grew and passed from one instrument to another. 
There was being played what is called a fugue, though Petya 
had not the slightest idea of what was meant by a fugue. 
Each instrument — one like a violin, others like flutes, but 
fuller and more melodious than violins and flutes — played its 
part, and before it had finished the air, melted in with another, 
i)cginning almost the same air, and with n third and a fourth; 
and all mingled into one harmony, and parted again, and 
again mingled into solemn ehureli ’music, and then into some 
brilliant and triumphant song of vi<d.ory. 

‘Oh yes, of course I am dreaming,’’ Petya said to himself, 
nodding forward. * It is only in my ears. ' Perhaps, though, 
it’s my own music- Comes again. Strike up, my music! 
Come! . . 

He cIo.sed his cye.s. And from various directions the sounds 
began vibrating as though from a distance, began to strike 
up, to part, and to mingle again, all joined in the same sweet 
and solemn hymn. ‘ Ah how exquisite ! As much as I want, 
and as I like it ! ’ Petya said to himself. He tried to con- 
duct this immense orchestra. 
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*' Come, softly, softly, now ! And the sounds obeyed him. 
‘Come, now fuller, livelier! More and more joyful!’ And 
from unknown depths rose the swelling, briumphant sounds. 
‘Now, voices, join in!’ Petya commanded. And at first in 
the distance lie heard men’s voices, then women’s. The voices 
swelled into rhythmic, triumphant fulness. Petya felt awe 
and joy as he drank in their marvellous beauty. 

With the triumphant march of victory mingled the song of 
voices, and the drip of the branches and the zheeg, zhecg, 
zheeg of the sabre on the whetstone ; and again tlie horses 
neighed and scuffled, not disturbing the harmony, but blending 
into it. How long it lasted, Petya could not tell; he was 
enjoying it, and wondering all the while at his own enjoyment, 
and regretting he had no one to share it with. He was 
waked by the friendly voice of Lihatchev. 

‘It’s ready, your honour, you can cut the Krenchmau in 
two now.’ 

Petya waked ii[). 

‘ Why, it’s light already; it.’s really gentling light.,’ cried. 
The horses, unseen before, were visible to ilie tails now, and 
through the leafless boughs then^ could lx* seen a watery 
light. Petya shook himself, jumped up, took a rouble out of 
his pocket, and gave it to Lihatchev, brandished his sabre to 
try it, and thrust it into the scabbard, 'rhe Cossacks wen^ 
untying the liorses and fastening the .sa<l<ll(‘girilis. 

‘ And here is the commander,’ sai<I Lihatchev. 

Denisov <*ame out of the hut, and (sailing to P(‘ty«, bade 
him get ready. 


XI 

KAPim.Y in the twiliglit the men nicked (ml their horses, 
tightened sadcllegirths, and fornutd into parties. Oc^nisov 
stood by t\u: luit, giving the last orders, infantry of tlie 
detachment moved on along the road, hundreds of feet splush- 
ing thrciugh tlu‘ mud. '^fhey tjuickly vanished among the 
trees in the mist before the dawn, ‘'riie esaul gave some order 
to the CJossacks. Petya held liis horset by the bridle, eagerly 
awaiting the word of command to mount. Ills facts glowed 
from a dip in cold water, and his eyes gleamed. He felt a 
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chill running down his back, and a kind of rapid, rhythmic 
tlirobbing all over. 

‘ Well, have you everything ready? ’’said Denisov. ‘Give 
us our horses.'' 

They brought the horses up. Denisov was vexed with the 
Cossack because the saddlcgirths were slack, and swore at him 
as he mounted his horse. Petya put his foot in the stirrup. 
The horse, as its habit was, made as though to nip at his leg; 
but Petya leaped into the saddle, unconscious of his own 
weight, and looking round at the hussars moving up from 
behind in the darkness, he rode up to Denisov. 

‘ Vassily Fyodorovitch, you will trust me with some commis- 
sion ? I’leasc . . . for God‘'s sake , . he said, Denisov 
seemed to have forgotten Petya^s existence. He looked round 
at him. 

‘ One thing I beg of you,' he said sternly, ‘ to obey me and 
not ho put yourself forward.’ 

All the way Denisov did not say another word to Petya ; 
he rode on in silence. By tlie time that they reached the 
edge of the wood, it was perceptibly getting light in the open 
country. Denisov whispered something to tlie esaul, and the 
Cossacks began riding by l^etya and Denisov. When they 
had all passed on, Denisov put spurs to his horse, and rode 
downhill. Slipping and sitiking back on their haunches, the 
horses slid down into the hollow with their riders. Petya 
kc]>t beside Denisov. The tremor all over him was growing 
more intense. It was getting ligliter and lighter, but the 
mist hid objects at a distance. When he had readied the 
bottom, Dt‘nisov looked back and nodded to the (’ossack 
Iieside him. 

‘ 'rhe signal,’ he said. I'he CJossuck rai.sed his arm, and a 
shot rang out. A t the same momeut they hoard the tramp 
of horses galloping in front, shouts from different directions, 
and more shots. 

The instant that he heard the first tramj) of hoofs and 
shouts, Petya gave the rein to his horse, and lashing him on, 
galloped forward, heedless of Denisov, who shouted to him. 
It seemed to Petya that it suddenly became broad daylight, 
as though it were midday, at the moment when he heard the 
shot. He galloped to the bridge. Th(i (^ossoc^ks w<?re gallop- 
ing along the road in front. At the bridge he jostled against 
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a Cossack who had lagged behind, and he galloped on. In 
front Petya saw men of some sort — the French he supposed — 
running across the road from right to left. One slipped in 
the mud under his horsey’s legs. 

Cossacks were crowding about a hut, doing something- A 
fearful scream rose out of the middle of the crowd. Petya 
galloped up to this crowd, and the first thing he saw wa.s the 
white face and trembling lower-jaw of a Frenchman, who had 
clutched hold of a lance aimed at his breast, 

^ ^ Hurrah 1 . . . Mates . . . ours • . shouted Petya, and 
giving the rein to his excited horse, he galloped on down the 
village street. 

He heard firing in front. Cossacks, hussars, and tattered 
Russian prisoners, running up from both sides of the road, 
were all shouting something loud and unintelligible. A 
gallant-looking Frenchman, in a blue coat, with a red, frown- 
ing face, and no cap, was keeping back the hussars with a 
bayon(?t. By the time that Petya galloped up, the hVench- 
niau had fallen. * Too late again,’ flaslied through Petya’s 
brain, and he galloped to the spot where be heard the hottest 
fire. The shots came from the yard of the manor-house where 
he had been the night before with Dolohov. The French were 
ambushing there behind the fence in among the bushes of the 
overgrown garden, and firing at the (Jossacks who were crowd- 
ing round the gates. As he rode up to the gates, Petya 
caught a glimpse in the smoke of Dolohov’s white, greenish 
face, as he shouted something to the men. * Go round. Wait 
for the infantry ! ’ he was shouting, just as Petya rode up to 
him. 

‘Wait? . , . Hurrah! . . .’ shouted Petya, and without 
pausing a moment, he galloped towards the sj)ot wlu're he 
heard the shots, and whcjrc the smoke was Uu* thiekest. 
'Phero <*ame a volley of shots with the sound of hullets 
whizzing by and thudding into something. ''I'he (’ossacks 
and Dolohov galloped in at the gates after Petya. In the 
thick, hovering smok<^ the French flung <lown Uieir arms and 
ran out of the busljes to meet the Cossacks, or fled downhill 
bowarda the |)ond, Petya was galloping on round the court- 
yard, but instead of holding the reins, he was flinging up 
li>oth arms in a strange way, and slanting more and more to 
one side in the saddle, lliic horse stepped on to the aslics of 
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the fire smouldering in the morning light, and stopped short. 
Petya fell heavily on the wet earth. The Cossacks saw Ws 
arms and legs twitching rapidly, though his head did not 
move. A bullet had passed through his brain. 

After parleying with the French .senior officer, who come 
out of tlie house with a handkerchief on a sword to announce 
that they surrendered, Dolohov got off his horse and went up 
to Petya, who lay motionless with outstretched arms. 

‘Done for,’ he said frowning, and walked to the gate to 
Denisov, who w'as riding towards him. 

‘ Killed P ’ cried Denisov, even from a distance recognising 
the familiar, unmistakably lifeless posture in which Petya’s 
body was lying. 

‘ bone for,’ Dolohov repeated, as though the utterance of 
those w'ords afforded him satisfaction ; and he walked rapidly 
towards the pristoners, whom the Cossacks wore hurriedly 
surrounding. ‘ No (juarter ! ’ he shouted to Denisov. Denisov 
made no reply. He went up to Petya, got off his horse, and 
with trembling hands turned over the blood-stained, mud- 
spattcrwl face that was already turning white. 

‘ I 'm fond of sweet things. They are capital raisins, take 
them all,’ came into his mind. And the Cos.sncks looked 
round in surprise at the sound like the howl of a dog, that 
Denisov uttered as he turned away, walked to the fence and 
clutched at it. 

Among the Russian prisoner’s rescued by Denisov and 
Dolohov was Pierre Hezuhov. 


xn 

Tub party of prisoners, of whom Pierre was one, was on the 
22iui of October not with the troops and tran.sj)ort., in whose 
company they had left Moscow, though no fresh instnictions 
in regard to them had boon given hy the French authorities. 
Half of the transport with stores of biscuit, which had followed 
them during the early stages of the march, had been <’arricd off 
by the Cossacks, the other half liad got away in front. Of the 
cavalry soldiers on foot, who had marched in front of the 
prisoners, not one was left; they had all disapixiared. The 
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artillery, which the prisoners had seen in front during the 
early stages, was now replaced by the immense train of 
Marshal Junot\s baggage, convoyed by an escort of West- 
phalians. Behind the prisoners came a transport of cavalry 
accoutrements. 

The French had at first marched in three columns, but 
from Vyazma they had formed a single mass. The symptoms 
of lack of discipline, which Pierre had observed at the first 
halt outside Moscow, had by now reached their extreme limits. 

The road along which they marched was strewn on both 
sides with the carcases of dead horses. The tattered soldiers, 
stragglers from different regiments, were continually changing, 
joining the column as it marched, and dropping behind it 
again. Several times there had been false alarms, and the 
soldiers of the convoy had raised their guns, and 11 red and 
fled, trampling one another underfoot. Then they had rallied 
again, and abused one another for their causeless panic. 

These three bodies, travelling together — the cavalry trans- 
port, the convoy of prisoners, and Jiinors baggage transport 
— still made up a complete separate whole, though eacm of 
its three parts was rapidly dwindling away. 

Of the cavalry transport, which had at first consisted of 
one hundred and twenty wagons, only sixty were loft; th(‘ 
rest had been carried off* or abandoned. Several wagonloads 
of Junot’s baggage, loo, had been discarded or captured. 
Three wagons had been attacked and pillaged by stragghirs 
from Davoust’s regiment. From the talk he overheanl among 
the Germans, Pierre learned that a more careful watch was 
kept over this baggage-train than over the prisoners, and that 
one of Lheir comrades, a German, had been shot by order of 
the marshal himself because a silver spoon belonging to the 
marshal had been found in the soldieFs possession. 

The convoy of prisoners had dwindled even more than the 
other two convoys. Of the three hundred and thirty men who 
had started from Moscow there were now less than a hundred 
left. The prisoners were a burden even more irksome to the 
soldiers than the cavalry stores and Junors baggage. The 
saddles and Junot'^s spoons they could understand might be of 
some use, but why cold and starving soldiers should stand as 
sentinels, keeping guard over Russians as cold and starving, 
wlio were continually dying and being left behind on the road, 
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aud whom they had orderb to shoot — it was not only incom- 
prehensible, but revolting. And the soldiers of the escort, 
apparently afraid in the miserable plight they were in them- 
selves, to give way to the pity they felt for the prisoners, 
for fear of making their own lot harder, treated them with 
marked moroseness and severity. 

At Dorogol)uzh the soldiers of the escort had gone off 
to plunder their own stores, leaving the prisoners locked in a 
stable, and several prisoners had burrowed under the wall and 
run away, but they wore caught by the French and shot. 

'fhe arrangement, made at the start from Moscow, that the 
officers among the prisoners should march separately from the 
common soldiers, had long since been given up. All who 
could walk inarched together; and at the third stage Pierre 
had rejoined Karataev and the bow-legged, purple-grey dog, 
who had chosen Karataev for her master. 

On the third day after leaving Moscow, Karataev Iiad a 
return of the fev<ir, which had kept him in the Moscow 
hospitiJ, and as Karataev\s strength failed, Pierre held more 
aloof from him, I'ierre could not have said why it was, but 
from the time Karataev fell sick, he had to make an effort lo 
forcti himself to go near him. And when he did go near him 
and heard the subdued moans, which Karataev often uttered, 
as he lay at Ihe halting-places, and smelt the increasing odour 
from the sick man, PitTre moved further away from him and 
did not think about him. 

In captivity in the shed that had been his prison, l^icrre 
had leanuid, hot through his intellect, hut through his whole 
being, through life, that man is created for Im)nine«s, that 
happiness lies in himself, in the satisfaction of his natural, 
human cravings; that all unhappiness is due, not to lack: 
of what is needful, hut to superfluity. Hut now, during the 
last throe weeks of the march, he had learned another new 
atid consolatory truth — he had learned that there is nothing 
terrible to be dreaded in the world. He had learned that just 
as there is no position in the world in which a man can be 
happy and perfectly free, so too there is no })()Rition in which 
he need be unhappy and in bondage.^ He had found out that 
there is a limit tc) suffering and a limit to freedom, and that 
that limit is very soon reached; that the man ^yho suffered 
from a crumpled petal in his bod of roses, suflcrcd just as much 
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as he suflFered now, sleeping on the bare, damp earth, with one 
side getting chilled as the other side got warm ; that when 
in former days he had put on his tight dancing-shoes, he had 
sufiered in just the same way as now, when he walked quite 
barefoot (his foot-gear had long since fallen to pieces), with 
his feet covered with sores. Ho learned that when he had 
— by his own frecivill, as he had fancied — married his wife, he 
had been no more free than now when he was locked up for 
the night in a stable. Of all that he did himself afterwards 
call sufferings, though at the time he hardly felt them so, the 
chief was the slate of his bare, blistered, sore feet. The horse- 
flesh was savoury and nourishing, the saltpetre flavour given 
it by the gunpowder tliey used instead of salt was positively 
agreeable ; there was no great degree of cold, it was always 
warm in the daytime on the march, and at night there were 
the camp-fires, and the lice that devoured him helped to keep 
him warm. ()ne thing was painful in the earlier days — that 
was his feet. 

On the second day of the march, as he examined his blisters 
by the camp-fire, Pierre thought he could not possibly wal k on 
them ; but when they all got up, he set off’ limping, and later 
on, when he got warm, he walked without pain, though his feet 
looked even more terrible that evening. Hut he did not look 
at them, and thought of something else. 

Only now Pierre grasped all the force of viUilily in man, ami 
the saving power innate in man, of transferring his attention, 
like the safety-valve in steam-engines, that lets off the super- 
fluous steam so soon os its pressure exceeds a certain ])oint. 

He did not hoc and did not hear how tise prisoners ttiat 
lagi^ behind were shot, though more than a hundred of them 
ha<r perished in that way. He did not think about Karataev, 
who was getting weaker every day, and would obviously soon 
fall a victim to the same fate. Still less did Pierre think 
about himself. The harder his lot became, the more terrible 
his future, the more independent of his present plight were 
the glad and soothing thoughts, memories, and images that 
occurred to him. 
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XIII 

At midday on the S2nd, Pierre waa walking along the muddy, 
slippery road uphill, looking at his feet aud at the unevenness 
of the road. From time to time he glanced at the familiar 
crowd around him, and then again at his feet. Both that 
crowd and those feet were alike his and familiar to him. The 
purplish, bandy-legged, grey dog was running merrily along at 
the side of the road ; sometimes picking up a hind leg, and 
skipping along on three paws as a .sign of content and brisk- 
ness, or barking at the crows that perched on the carrion. 
The grey dog was sleeker and merrier than in Moscow. All 
around lay tlie flesh of different animals — from men to iiorscs 
— in different stages of dccomposilion, and the marching 
soldiers prevented wolves from coming near it, so that the 
grey dog could feast to her heart’s content. 

!l^in had been falling since early morning ; aud it seemed 
continually as though in another minute it would (wasc and 
the sky would clear, when, after a short break, the rain ciune 
on again more heavily. The road, saturated with rain, could 
soak up no more, and streams flowed along the ruts. 

Pierre walked, looking from side to side, counting his steps, 
and reckoning them off in threes on his fingers. Inwardly 
addressing the rain, he said to it, ‘Now then, come on then, 
pelt away ! ’ 

It seemed to him that he was thinking of nothing at all ; 
but somewhere deep down his sotd was pondering something 
grave and consolatory. That something wok the subtlest, 
spiritual deduction arising from his talk the night before with 
Karataev. 

Getting chilled by the dying fire on the previous night's 
halt, Pierre had got up and moved to the next fire, which was 
burning better. There Platon was sitting, with a coat put 
over his head, like a priest’s chasuble. In his flexible, pleasant 
voice, feeble now from illness, he was tdling the soldiers a story 
Pierre had heard already. It was j>ast midnight, tlie time 
when Karataev’s fever usually al>ated, and he was particularly 
lively. As he drew near the fire and heard Platon’s weak, 
sickly voice, and saw his piteous mien in the bright drelight, 
Pierre felt a pang at heart. He was frightened at his own 
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pity for this man, and would have gone away, but there was 
no other fire to go to, and trying not to look at Platon, he sat 
down by it. 

^ Well, how is your fever ? ’ he asked. 

* How is my fever ? Weep over sickness, and God won’t give 
you death,’ said Karataev, and he went back at once to the 
story he had begun. 

^And so, brother,’ he went on with a smile on his thin, 
white face, and a peculiar, joyful light in his eyes, ‘And so, 
brother . , .’ 

Pierre had heard the story long before. Karataev had told 
it to him about six times already, and always with special 
joyful emotion. But well as Pierre knew the story, he listened 
to it now as though it were something new, and the subdued 
ecstasy, which Karataev evidently felt in telling it, infected 
Pierre too. 

It was the story of an old merchant, who had lived in good 
works and in the fear of God with his family, and had made 
a journey one day with a companion, a rich merchant, to 
Makary. 

Both the merchants had put up at an inn and gone to sleep ; 
and next day the rich merchant had been found robbed, and 
with his throat cut. A knife, stained with blood, was found 
under the old merchant’s pillow. The merchant was tried, 
sentenced to be flogged, and to have his nostrils slit — all 
according to the law in due course, as Karataev said — and 
scut to hard labour. 

‘And so, brother’ (it was at this point in the story that 
Pierre found Karataev) ‘ ten years or more passed by after that. 
The old man lives on in prison. He submits, as is fitting ; he 
docs nothing wrong. Only he prays to God for death. Very 
well. And so at night-time tixcy are gathered together, the 
convicts, just as we are here, and the old man with them. 
And so tllc'y fall to talking of what each is suffering for, and 
how he has sinned against God. One tells how he took a 
man’s life, another two, another had set tire to something, 
and another was a runaway just for no reason. So they be^an 
asking the old man, “What,” they say, “arc you suffenng 
for, grandfather?” “I am sufleriug, dear brethren,” says he, 
“ for my own sins, and for other men’s sins- I have not taken 
a life, nor taken other men’s goods, save what I have bestowed 
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on poorer brethren. I was a merchant, dear bretliK^£a»dv^I 
had great wealth.’’ And he tells them this and that, ahSIlow 
the whole thing had happened, “For myself,” says he, “I do 
not grieve. God has chastened me. The only thing,” says he, 
“ I am sorry for my old wife and niy children.” And so the old 
man fell a-weeping. And it so happened that in that com- 
pany there was the very man, you know, who had killed tlic 
merchant. “Where did it happen, grandfather.'^” says he. 
“When and in what month.?” and so he asked him all about 
it. His heart began to ache. He goes up to the old man 
like this — and falls down at his feet. “ You arc suffering 
for me, old man,” says he. “ It’s the holy truth ; this man is 
tormented innocently, for nothing, lads,” says he. “I did 
that deed,” says he, “ and put the knife under his bead when 
he was asleep. Forgive me, grandfather, for Ohrist’s sake ! ” 
says he.’ 

Karataev paused, smiling blissfully, and gazing at the fire, 
as he rearranged the logs. 

' The old man, he says, “ God forgive you,” says he, “ l>ul W(* 
are all sinners before God,” says he. “ I ani suffering for iny 
own sins.” And he wef)t with hitler tears. What do yoli 
think, darling?’ said Karataev, his ecstatic smile growing 
more and more radiant, as though the great ehunn and whole 
point of his story lay in what he was going to tell now, 
‘what do you think, darling, that murderer confessed of him- 
self to the police. “ I have killed six men,” says he (for he 
was a great criminal), “but whatlatu most sorry for is this 
old man. l,et him not weep through my laull,” He con- 
fessed. It was written down, and a paper sent off* to Uie 
right place. The place was far away. ''rh(*n eame a trial 
Then all the reports were written in due course, by the 
authorities, I mean. It was brought to the '"I'sar. llnm a 
decree comes from the Tsar to let the merchant go free ; to 
give him the recompense they had awarded him. The imper 
comes ; they fall to looking for the old man. Whore was that 
old man who had suffered innocently ? The paper had come* 
from the Tsar, and they fell to looking for him.’ Karataev’s 
lower jaw (|uiver(*d, ‘But God had pardoned him already — 
he was dead! So it happened, darling!’ Karataev con- 
cluded, and he gazed a long wliile straight hefom him, 
smiling silently. 

VOL. ni. n 
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Not the story itself, but its mysterious import, the ecstatic 
gladness that beamed in Karataev’s face as he told it, the 
mysterious significance of that gladness vaguely filled and 
rejoiced Pierre’s soul now. 


XIV 

‘ To your places ! ’ a voice shouted suddenly. 

There was a cheerful stir among the prisoners and convoy 
soldiers, and an air of expecting something festive and solemn. 
Shouted commands could be heard on all sides, and a party of 
well-dressed cavalry soldiers on good horses came trotting up 
from the left, making a circuit round the prisoners. Every 
face wore the look of nervousness commonly seen at the approach 
of men in authority. The prisoners huddled together and 
were shoved out of the way. The convoy soldiers formed in 
ranks. 

‘ The Emperor ! 'i’he Emperor ! The marshal ! The duke ! 
. . .’ and the sleek cavalry soldiers had hardly ridden by when 
a carriage rattled up drawn by grey horses. Pierre had a 
pas-sing glimpse of the serene, handsome, fat, white face of a 
man in a Ihree-corncrcd hat. It was one of the marshals. 
T'he marshal’s eye was caught by PiciTe’.s big, striking figure ; 
and in the expression with which he frowned and looked away 
Pierre fancied he saw pity and the desire to conceal it. 

The general in charge of the transport whipped up his 
lean horse, and galloped after the carriage with a red, panic- 
stricken fiU!e. Several officers met in a group; the soldiers 
came round them. All had excited and uneasy faces. 

‘What did he say? What was it he said? . . .’ Pierre 
heard. 

While the marshal was driving by, the prisoners had been 
hustled together into one grou]), and Pierre caught sight of 
Karataev, whom he had not yet seen that morning. He was 
sitting, wrap)>ed in his little military coat, leaning against a 
birch-tree. His face still wore the same look of joyous 
emotion as when he had been telling the story of the 
merchant, but it had another expression too, a look of 
subdued solemnity. 

Karataev looked at Pierre with his kindly, round eyes, that 
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were bright now with tears, and there was an unmistakable 
appeal in them. He evidently wanted to say something to 
him. But Pierre was in too great dread for himself. He 
made as though he had not seen that look, and hastily walked 
away. 

When the prisoners set off again Pierre looked back. Kara- 
taev was sitting under the birch-tree by the edge of the road, 
and two Frenchmen were bending over him in conversation. 
Pierre did not look again. He went on limping up the hill. 

There was the sound of a shot behind, at the spot where 
Karataev was sitting. Pierre heard that shot distinctly, but 
at the moment that he heard it, he recalled that he had not 
finished reckoning up how many stages were left to Smolensk, 
the calculation he had begun before the marshal rode by. 
And he began to reckon. Two French soldiei's ran by Pierre, 
one holding a still smoking gun. They were both pale, and 
in the expression of their faces — one of them glanced timidly 
at Pierre— there was something like what he had seen in the 
young soldier at the execution in Moscow. Pierre looked at 
the soldier and remembered how, the day before yesterday, 
that man had burnt his shirt in drying it before the fire, and 
how the others had laughed at him. 

The dog began to howl behind at the spot where Karataev 
was sitting. ‘Silly creature! what is she howling for?’ 
thought Pierre, 

The prisoners, his companions marching at his side, like 
him, refrained frotn looking back to the place whence came 
the sound of the shot and the dog’s howl, niere was a set 
look on all their faces. 


XV 

Tm cavalry transport, and the prisoners, and the marshaPs 
baggage- train, halted at the village of Shamshevo, All 
crowded together round the camp-fire, Pierre went up to a 
fire, ate some roast horse flesh, lay down with his back to the 
fire, and at once fell asleep. He fell izito the same sort of 
skiep that he had slept at Mosshaisk, after the battle of 
Borodino. 

Again the facts of real life mingled • with his dreams; and 
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again some one, himself or some one else, was uttering thoughts 
in his ear, and the same thoughts, indeed, as had come in his 
dream at Mozhaisk. 

Life is everything. Life is God. All is changing and 
moving, and that motion is God, And while there is life, 
there is the joy of the consciousness of the Godhead. To 
love life is to love God. The hardest and the most blessed 
thing is to love this life in one’s sufferings, in undeserved 
suffering. 

^Karataev!’ flashed into Pierre’s mind. And all at once 
there rose up, as vivid as though alive, the image, long for- 
gotten, of the gentle old teacher, who had given Pierre 
geography lessons in Switzerland. ‘ Wait a minute,’ the old 
man was saying. And he was showing Pierre a globe. This 
globe was a living, quivering ball, with no definite limits. 
Its whole surface consisted of drops, closely cohering together. 
And those drops were all in motion, and changing, several 
passing into one, and then one splitting up again into many. 
Every drop seemed striving to spread, to take up more space, 
but the otWs, pressing upon it, sometimes absorbed it, some- 
times melted into it. 

^I'^his is life,’ the old teacher was saying. 

‘ How simple it is and how clear,’ thought Pierre. ‘ How 
was it I did not know that before ? God is in the midst, and 
«»ach drop strives to expand, to reflect Him on the largest scale 
possible. And it grows, and is absorbed and crowded out, 
and on the surface it disappears, goes back into the depths, 
and falls not to the surface again. That is how it is with 
him, with Karataev; he is absorbed and has disappeared.’ 

‘ You understand, my child,’ said the teacher, 

* You understand, damn you ! ’ shouted a voice, and Pierre 
woke up. 

He raised his head and sat up- A French soldier was 
squatting on his heels by the fire. He had just shoved away 
a Russian soldier, and was roasting a piece of meat on the 
end of a ramrod. His sinewy, lean, hairy, red hands, with 
short fingers, were deftly turning the ramrod. His brown, 
morose face, with its sullen brows, could be clearly seen in the 
light of the glowing embers, 

< It ’s just the same to him,’ he muttered, quickly addressing 
a soldier standing behind him. ‘ Brigand ! go ! ’ 
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And the soldier, turning the ramrod, glanced gloomily at 
Pierre. The latter turned away, gazing into the shadows. A 
Russian soldier, the one who had been pushed away, was 
sitting near the fire, patting something with his hand. Look- 
ing more closely, Pierre saw the grey dog, who was sitting by 
the soldier, wagging her tail. 

* Ah, she has come . . said Pierre- * And Plat . . .■* he 
was beginning, bub he did not go on. All at once, instantly 
in close connection, there rose up the memory of the look 
Platon had fixed upon him, as he sal under the tree, of the 
shot heard at that spot, of the dog’s howl, of the guilty faces 
of the soldiers as they ran by, of the smoking gun, of Karataev’s 
absence at that halting-])lacc ; and he was on the point of fully 
realising that Karataev had been killed, but at the same 
instant, at some mysterious summons, there rose up the memory 
of a summer evening he had spent with a beautiful Polish lady 
on the verandah of his house at Kiev. And nevertheless, 
making no eWbrt to connect the impressions of the day, and 
to deduce anything from them, Pierre closed his eyes, and tlie 
picture of the summer night in the country mingled with the 
thought of bathing and of that fluid, quivering globe, and he 
seemed to sink deep down into water, so that the waters closed 
over his head. 

Before sunrise he was wakened by loud and rapid shots and 
outcries. Tlic Frcncli were flying by him. 

‘The Cossacks!’ one of them shouted, and a minute later 
a (*rowd of Riussians wc‘re surrounding Pierre. For a long 
while Pierre could not understand what had happened to him. 
He heard all about him his comrades’ wails of joy. 

* Mates ! our own folk ! brothers ! ’ the ohl soldiers (u-ied 
weeping, as they embraced the Coswicks and the hussars. 
The hussars and the Cossacks crowded round the prisoners, 
pressing on them clothes, and boots, and bread. Pierre sat 
sobbing in their midst, and could not utter one word; he 
liugged the first soldier who went up to him, and kissed him, 
wce|)ing. 

Dolohov wjis standing at the gates of a dilapidated house, 
letting the crowd of unarmed Frenchmen paas by him. The 
French, excited by all that hfiul happened, were talking loudly 
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among themselves ; but as they passed before Dolohov, who 
stood switching his boots with his riding-whip, and watching 
them with his cold, glassy eyes, that boded nothing good, their 
talk died away. One of Dolohov*’s Cossacks stood on the other 
side, counting the prisoners, and marking off the hundreds 
with a chalk mark on the gate, 

‘ How many ? ’ Dolohov asked him. 

‘ The second hundred,’ answered the Cossack. 

‘ Filez^ said Dolohov, who had picked up the expression 
from the French ; and when he met the eyes of the passing 
prisoners, his eyes gleamed with a cruel light. 

With a gloomy face Denisov, holding his high Cossack 
hat in his hand, was walking behind the Cossacks, who were 
bearing to a hole freshly dug in the garden the body of Petya 
llostov. 


XVI 

Fhom the 28th of October, when the frosts began, the flight 
of the French assumed a more tragic aspect, from the men 
being frozen or roasted to death l)y the camp-fires, while the 
Umperor, and kings, and dukes, still drove on with their stolen 
booty in fur cloaks and close carriages. But in its essentials, 
the process of the flight and disintegration of the French army 
went on unchanged. 

From Moscow to Vyazma of the seventy- three thousands of 
the French army (not reckoning the Guards, who had done 
nothing but pillage all through the war), only thirty-six 
thousand were left, though only five thousand had been killed 
in battle. Here we have the first term of a progression, by 
which the remaining terms are determined with mathematical 
exactness. ''Fhc French array went on melting away and dis- 
appearing in the same ratio from Moscow to Vyazma, from 
Vyazma to Smolensk, from Smolensk to the Berezina, from 
the Berezina to Vilnii, apart from the greater or less degree 
of cold, the pursuit ana barring of the wajjr, and all other 
conditions taken separately. After Vyazma, instead of three 
columns, the French troops formed a single mass, and so they 
marched on to the end. This is how Bcrthicr wrote to the 
Emperor (and wc know tliat generals feel it j)ermisRible to 
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depart rather widely from the truth in describing the condi- 
tion of their armies) : — 

‘ I think it my duty to report to your Majesty the condition 
of the various corps under my observation on the march the 
last two or three days. They are almost disbanded. Hardly 
a quarter of the men remain with the dags of their regiments ; 
the rest wander off on their own account in different direc- 
tions, trying to seek food and to escape discipline. All think 
only of Smolensk, where they hope to recover. During the 
last few days many soldiers have been observed to throw away 
their cartridges and muskets. In such a condition of affairs, 
whatever your further plans may be, the interests of your 
Majesty's service make it essential to muster the army at 
Smolensk, and to rid them of ineffectives, such as cavalrymen 
without horses, as well as of superduous baggage and a part 
of the artillery, which is now out of proportion with the 
numbers of the ed'cctive army. Supplies and some days' rest 
are essential : the soldiers arc exhausted by hunger and fatigue ; 
during the last few days many have died by the roadside or 
in the bivouacs. This state of things is growing continually 
worse, and if stops are not tjuickly taken for averting the 
danger, we shall be exposed to the risk of being unable to 
control the army in the event of a battle. 

‘ November 9. Thirty versts from Smolensk.’ 

After struggling into .Smolensk, the promised land of their 
dreams, the French killed one another fighting over the food 
there, sacked their own stores, and when everything had been 
pillaged, thc^ ran on further. All hastened on, not knowing 
whither or for what end they were going ; least of all knew 
that great genius, Napoleon, sinexs there was no one to give hinj 
orders. But still he and those about him clung to their old 
habits : wrote commands, lettei's, reports, orders of the day ; 
called each other your majesty, 7mm frhe. Prince d''I<lckni^)d^ 
roi de Naples, and so on. Ilut the oiVlers and reports were all 
on paper : no attempt was made to carry them out, because 
they could not bo carried out. And although tlu*y addressed 
each other os * majesty,’ ‘ highness,’ and ‘ they all 

felt that they were pitiful and loathsome creatunss, who"ha<l 
done a great wrong, for which they had now to pay the 
penalty. And in spite of their pretence' of caring for the 
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army, each was thinking only of himself, and how to make his 
escape as quickly as possible to safety. 

XVII 

Titk actions of the Russian and French armies during the retreat 
from Moscow to the Niemen resemble a game of Hussion 
blindmiin’s buff, in which there are two players, both with 
their eyes bandaged, and one rings a bell at intervals to let the 
other know of his whereabouts. At first he rings his bell 
with no fear of his opponent ; but when he begins to find him- 
self in a difficult position, he runs away as noiselessly as he can 
from his opponent, and often supposing he is running away 
from him, walks straight into his arms. 

At first Napoleon'’s army made its whereabouts knoAvn — 
that was in the early period of the retreat along the Kaluga 
road — l)ut afterwards, when they had taken to the Smolensk 
road, they ran holding the longue of the bell ; and often sup- 
posing they were running away, ran straight tow^ards the 
Russians. 

()>ving to the rapidity of the flight of the French, and of 
the Russians aftt*r them, and the consequent exhaustion of 
the horses, I he cliief means of keeping a close wat(‘h on the 
enemy's position — by means of charges of cavalry- -was out of 
the cjuestion. Moreover, in consequence of the frecpicnt and 
rapid changes of position of both armies, what news did come 
always came too late. If information arrived on the second 
that the army of the enemy had been in a certain place on the 
first, by the third, when the information could be acted upon, 
the army was already two days’ march further, and in quite a 
diflerent position. 

One army fled, tlie other jiursued. From Smolensk, there 
wore a number of diflerent roads for the French to choose 
from ; and one would have thought that, as they stayed there 
four days, the FrencJi might have found out where the enemy 
was, have thought out some advantageous plan, and undertaken 
something new. Yet, after a halt of four (lays, the crowds 
of them ran back ; again not to right or to left, but, with no 
manoeuvres or plans, along their old road — -the worst one — 
by ICrasnoc and Orsha, along their beaten track. 
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Expecting the enemy in their rear and not in front, the 
French ran, straggling out, and getting separated as far as 
twenty-four hours’ march from one another. In front of all 
fled the Emperor, then the kings, then the dukes. The 
Russian army, supposing Napoleon would take the road to 
the right beyond the Dnieper — the only sensible course — 
turned also to the right, and came out on the high road at 
Krasnoe. And here, just as in the game of blindman, the 
French came bearing straight down on our vanguard. Seeing 
the enemy unexpectedly, the French were thrown into con- 
fusion, stopped short from the suddenness of the fright, but 
then ran on again, abandoning their own comrades in their 
rear. Then for three day, the separate parts of the French 
army passed, as it were, through the lines of the Russian army : 
first the viceroy’s troops, then Davoust’s, and then Ney’s. 
They all abandoned one another, abandoned their heavy 
baggage, their artillery, and half their men, and fled, making 
semicircles to the right to get round the Russians by night. 

Ney was the last, because in spite, or perhaps in consequence, 
of their miserable position, with a child’s impulse to l)cat the 
floor that has bruised it, he lingered to demolish the walls of 
Smolensk, which had done nobody any harm. Ncy, who was 
the last to pass with his corps of ten Ihozisand, r<*achod 
Napoleon at Orsha with only a thousand men, having 
abandoned all the rest, and all his cannons, and made his 
way by stealth at night, under cover of the woods, across the 
Dneiper. 

From Orsha they fled on along the road to Vilna, sUll play- 
ing the same game of blindman with the pursuing army. At 
Berezina again, they were thrown into confusion, many were 
drowned, many surrendered, but those that got across the 
river, fled on. 

The'r chief command ' wrapped himself in a fur cloak, and 
getting into a sledge, gallopea off alone, deserting his com- 
panions. Who ever could, ran away too, and those who could 
not — surrendered or died. 
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XVIII 

One might have supposed that the historians, who ascribe the 
actions of the masses to the will of one man, would have found 
it impossible to explain the retreat of the French on their 
theory, considering that they did everything possible during 
this period of the campaign to bring about their own ruin, 
and that not a single movement of that rabble of men, from 
their turning into the Kaluga road up to the flight of the 
commander from his army, showed the slightest trace of 
design. 

But no! Mountains of volumes have been written by 
historians upon this campaign, and in all of them we find 
accounts of Napoleon’s masterly arrangements and deeply con- 
sidered plans ; of the strategy with which the soldiers were led, 
and the military genius showed by the marshals. 

The retreat from Maloy Yaroslavcts, when nothing hindered 
Napoleon from passing through a country abundantly furnished 
with supplies, and the parallel road was open to him, along 
which Kutuasov afterwards pursued him — ^this wholly unneces- 
sary return hy a road through devastated country is explained 
to us as clue to various sagacious considerations. Similar 
reasons arc given us for Napoleon’s retreat from Smolensk to 
Orsha* Then we have a description of his heroism at Krasnoc, 
when he is reported to have prepared to give battle, and to 
take the command, and coming forward with a birch stick in 
his hand, to have said : 

*Long enough I have been an emperor, it is time now to be 
a general ! ’ 

Yet in spite of this, he runs away immediately afterwards, 
abandoning the divided army in hlie rear to the hazards of 
destiny. 

Then we have descriptions of the greatness of some of the 
marshals, especially of Ney — a greatness of soul that culmi- 
nated in his taking a circuitous route by the forests across the 
Dnieper, and fleeing without his flags, his artillery, and ninc- 
tenths of his men into Orsha. 

And lastly, the final departure of the great Emperor from 
his heroic army is rc‘prcs(»nte<I by the historians as something 
great —a stroke of genius. 
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Even that final act of running away — which in homely 
language would be described as the lowest depth of baseness, 
such as every child is taught to feel ashamed of — even that 
act finds justification in the language of the historians. 

When' it is impossible to stretch the elastic thread of 
historical argument further, when an action is plainly opposed 
to what all humanity is agreed in calling right and justice, 
the historians take refuge in the conception of greatness. 
Greatness would appear to exclude all possibility of applying 
standards of right and wrong. For the great man — nothing 
is wrong. There is no atrocity which could be made a ground 
for blaming a great man. 

^ C*cst g)*an(l!^ cry the historians; and at that word good 
and bad have ceased to be, and there arc only and not 

grantV ‘ GramV is equivalent to good, and not ^ grand'' to 
bad. To be grand is to their notions the characteristic of 
certain exceptional creatures, called by them heroes. And 
Napoleon, wrapping himself in his warm fur cloak and hurry- 
ing home away from men, who were not only his conjrades, 
but (in his belief) brought there by his doing, feels qne e'ed 
gruff tl; and his soul is content. 

^ Du mUme au rkliculc U iCy a an? mi pan^ he says (he sees 
something grand in himself). Aim the whole world has gone 
on for fifty years repeating : Sublime ! Grand ! Napoleon the 
Great. 

‘ Du auhlhne au ruVicuk il fCy a (pCun paff?* 

And it never enters any one\s head that to admit a greatness, 
imnioasuraldc hy the rule of right and wrong, is but to accept 
0110 ^ own nothingness and innncasurahlc liLlleness. 

For us, with the rule of right ami wrong given us by Christ, 
there is nothing for which we have no standard. And there 
is no greatness where there is not simplicity, goodness, and 
truth. 


XIX 

What Russian reader has not known an irksome feeling of 
annoyance, dissatisfaction, and perplexity, when In* reads the 
accounts of the latter period of the campaign of 1812 ? Who 
has not ask<*d himBclf: ITow was it all ilie French were 



316 


WAR AND PEACE 


not captured or cut to pieces, when all the three Russian 
armies were surrouniling them in superior numbers, when the 
French were a disorderly, starving, and freezing rabble, and 
the whole aim of the Russians (so history tells us) was to check, 
to cut ofl*, and to capture all the French ? 

How was it that the Russian army, that with inferior 
numbers had fought the battle of Borodino, failed in its aim 
of capturing the Frencli, w'hen the latter were surrounded on 
three sides ? Can the French be so immensely superior to us 
that we are not eipial to beating them, when we have sur- 
rounded them with forces numerically superior ? How could 
that have come to pass? History (what passes by that name) 
answers these <|uestions l)y saying that that came to pass 
because Kutuzov, and Tormasov, and Tchitchagov, and this 
general and that failed to carry out certain manmuvres. 

But why did they fail to carry them out ? And how was it, 
if they rcially were responsible for not attaining the aim set 
before themj that they were not tried and punished for their 
shortcomings? Hut even if we admit that Kutuzov and 
'rchitchagov and the others were responsible for the non- 
SUCU5CSS of the Russians, it is still impossible to understand 
why, in tlie position the Russian troops were in at Krasnoo 
and the Hcr<‘zina, on both occasions witli numerically superior 
fon’cs, llu* h'rench army and marshals were not taken prisoners, 
if that really was the aim of the Russians. 

The ex})lanati<)n of this jihenomcnoii given I)y the Russian 
military historians — that Kutuzov hindered the atbick — is 
insufficient, because wc know that Kutuzov was not able to 
restrain tlie troops from attacking at Vyazma and Tarutino. 
Why was it that the Russian army, that with inferior forces, 
gained a victory at Borodino over the enemy in full strength, 
was unsucc('Ksful at. Krasnoc and t.lie Berezina, when fighting in 
superior numbers against tin* undisciplined crowds of the 
French. 

If the aim of the Russians really was to cut off Na])olcon 
and his ma^^shals, and to take them prisoners, and that aim 
was not only frustrated, but all attempts at attaining it were 
every time defeated in the most shameful way, this last period 
of the war is <iuite correctly re|)rescnie<l by the French as a 
series of victories for them, and (|uite incorrectly represented 
by the Russians as redounding to our glory. 



WAR AND PEACE 


817 


The llussian military historians, so far as they recognise the 
claims of logic, are forced to this conclusion ; and in spite of 
their lyric eulogies of Russian gallantry and devotion, and all 
the rest of it, they are reluctantly obliged to admit that the 
retreat of the French from Moscow was a series of victories for 
Napoleon and of defeats for Kutuzov. 

But putting patriotic vanity entirely aside, one cannot but 
feel that there is an inherent discrepancy in this conclusion, 
seeing that the series of French victories led to their complete 
annihilation, while the series of Russian defeats was followed 
by the destruction of their enemy, and the deliverance of 
their country. 

•'rhe source of this discrepancy lies in the fad that historians, 
studying events in the light of the letters of the sovereigns and 
of generals, of narratives, reports, projects, and so bn, have 
assumed quite falsely that the plan of that period of the 
campaign of 1812 was to cut off and capture Napoleon and 
his marshals and his army. 

Such a plan never was, and could not have been, the aim of 
the Russian army, because it had no meaning, and its attain- 
ment was utterly out of the question. ^ 

There was no object in such a plan. In the first place, because 
Napoleon’s army was flying in disorder at its utmost possible 
speed out of Russia; that is to say, doing the very thing 
that every Russian most desired. What object was there 
conducting all sorts of operations against the French when the^ 
were running away as fast as they could already ? Secondly, 
it would have l)een idle to stop men on the road, whose whole 
energies were bent on flight- Thirdly, it would have been 
absurd to lose men in destroying the French army when it was 
already, without external interference, perishing at such a rate 
that, without any obstruction of their road, not more than one 
hundredth of its original number succeeded in crossing the 
frontier in December. 

Fourthly, it was absurd to desire to take prisoners the 
Emperor, kings, and dukes, since the possession of such 
prisoners would have greatly enhanced tne difficulty of Ihe 
Russian i)osition, as was recognised by the most clear-sighted 
diplomatist.s of the time (J. Maistre and others). Still more 
absurd would have been the desire to capture tlic French 
army when it had dwindled to ouc-half before reaching Krasno<f, 
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and a division of convoys had to be given up to guard a corps 
of prisoners, while the Russian soldiers themselves had not 
always full rations, and the prisoners they did take died of 
hunger. 

Any plan of cutting off and capturing Napoleon and his 
army, however carefully thought out, would have been like 
the action of a gardener who, after driving out a herd of 
cattle^ that had been trampling his beds, should run out to 
belabour the cattle about the head. The only tiling that 
could be said in justification of his proceeding would be that 
he was greatly incensed. But the authors of this supposed 
plan cannot plead even this excuse, since theirs were not the 
gardens that had been trampled. 

And, besides being absurd, to cut ofl* the retreat of 
Napoleon’s army was also impossible. 

It was impossible, in the first place, because, since experience 
shows that the movement of columns in a single battlefield at 
five versts’ distance never coincides with the plan of their 
movements, the probability that Tchitchagov, Kutuzov, and 
Wittgenstein would all reach an appointed spot in time was 
so remote tliat it practically amounted to impossibility. As 
Kutuzov in fact regarded it when he said that matuxnivrcs 
[danued at great distances do not produce the resulls ex- 
jiected of them. 

^ Secondly, it was impossible, because to paralyse the force 
inertia with which Napoleon’s army was rebounding back 
'along its track, incomparably greater forces were needed than 
those the Russians had at their command. 

Thirdly, it was impossible, because the military expression, 
to cut off‘, has really no meaning. One may cut off a slice of 
bread, but not an army. To cut off an army — that is, to 
bar its road — is impossible, because there are always many 
places by which the men can make a circuit to got out, and 
there is always the night, during which nothing can be done; 
a fact of which the military strategists might have been con- 
vinced by the examples or Krasnoe and Berezina. One can 
never take a ])risoner unless he agrees to be taken, just as one 
can never catch a swallow, though of course it is possible if it 
settles on one’s hand. One can take a pjpsonor who will sur- 
render, asjife Gormans did, in accordance with the rules of 
strategy and tactics. But the French soldiers very wisely did 
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not feel it incumbent on them to do so^ since death from cold 
and hunger awaited them as much if taken prisoner, as if 
persisting in their flight. 

The fourth and chief reason wliy it was inij)ossible is that 
war was waged in 1812 under conditions more terrible than 
ever since the world has existed; and the Russian troops 
strained every nerve in the pursuit of the French, and could 
not have done more without perishing themselves. 

The Russian army lost in its march from Tarutino to 
ICrasnoc fifty thousand sick or stragglers, that is, a numl)er 
equal to the population of a large provincial town. Half of 
the army w^as lost without a battle. 

At this period of the campaign Hie soldiers were without 
boots or fur-lined coats, on half rations, without vodka, camp- 
ing out at night for months in the snow with fifteen degrees of 
frost; while there were only seven or eight hours of daylight, 
and the rest was night; where discipline could exert the same 
influence, and men were put in peril of (leath, not for a few 
hours, as on the field of battle, hut for whole months together 
were keeping up a struggle every moment with death from eohl 
and liunger. And of this jieriod of the campaign, wlien half 
the eirmy perished in one month, tlu‘ historians tell us that 
IVliloradovilch ought to liave made an ohIi(|ue nrnndi in erne 
direction, and ^Pormasov in another, and 'rchitclmgtiv ought 
to have advanee<l to this point (the men advancing knee-deep 
in Llie snow), and that so ami so ]>uslied llirough and cut tlie 
French olf, and so on, and so om 

The Russian soldiers did all that could or ought to have 
l)een done to attain an end worthy of the jieophs and half of 
them died in doing it. They are not t.o Idame hecaiise other 
Russians, sitting in warm rooms at home, proposed that they 
should do the impossihlcn 

All this strange discrepancy between the facts and llie 
accounts of historians, so diflicult to understand to-day, arises 
simply from this, that the historians wrote the history of the 
noble sentiments and fine speeches of various generals, and not 
the history of the events themselves. 

They attach great con8C‘(|uence to the words of Mtiora- 
dovitch, to the houourn bestowed on this general or that, and 
the proposals made M>y them. But the (ptestion of the fifty 
thousand nten who lay in the hospitals and graveyards does 
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not even interest them, for it does not come within the scope 
of their researches. 

And yet we have but to turn away from researches among 
the reports and plans of the generals, and to look into the 
movements of those hundred thousand men who took direct 
immediate part in the events ; and all the questions that seemed 
insoluble before can be readily and certainly exj)lained with 
extraordinary ease and simplicity. 

The plan of cutting off Napoleon and his army never 
existed save in the imagination of some dozen men. It 
could not have existed because it was absurd and could not 
be carried out. 

The people had a single aim : to clear their country of the 
invaders. That aim was effected primarily of itself, since the 
French were flying, and all that was necessary was not to check 
their flight. It was promoted, too, by the irregular warfare 
kept up by the people destroying the French army piecemeal ; 
and thirdly, by the great Hussian army following in the rear 
of the French, ready to use force in case there were any pause 
in their retreat. 

The Russian army had to act as a whip urging on a fleeing 
animal. And the experienced driver knew that it was better 
to keep the whip raised as a menace than to bring it down on 
the creature’s back. 



PART XV 


I 

Whkn a mail secs an animal clyiiiff, a horror conics over him. 
What he is himself — his essence, visibly before his eyes, 
perishes— ceases to exist. But when the dying creature is a 
man, and a man dearly loved, then, besides the horror at the 
extinction of life, wliat is felt is a rending of the .soul, a 
sjjiritual wound, which, like a physical wound, is sometimes 
mortal, sometimes healed, hut always aches and shrinks from 
coiiUu:L with the outer world, that sets it smarting. 

After Prince Audrey’s death, Natasha and Princes.s .Marya 
holli alike felt this, (Iruslied in spirit, they closed llii'ir <>yes 
under the menacing cloud of death that lio’vered about them, 
and dared not look life in the face, ('arefully they guarded 
their o^icn wounds from every nmgh and painful loiieli. 
livorythnig— the carriage driving ulong the street, the sinn- 
nions to dinner, the maid asking which dress to get out ; 
wor.su still — words of faint, feigned sympathy — stit the 
wound smarting, seemed an iissult lo it, 'and jarred on that 
needful sileiiee in which both were Irving to' listen to the 
stern, terrible Hi, any that had not yesL died away in their ears, 
and to ga'/,e into Ihi* mysterious,' endless vistas that seemed 
for a moment to havi* been unveiled before them. 

Only alone together were they safe from siieh oulrnge and 
pain. They saiii little to one another. When t.hey ilitl speak, 
it was about the most trivial siihjeets. And hotli eipmlly 
avoided all meiiLion of anything coniii'trled with tlie fiilure. 

I’o admit the possihilily of a future sccmetl to them an 
insult lo his memory. Still more eircumspi>clly did tlitfy 
avoid in their talk all that could he coimeclwl wi'lh tlie dead 
man. It seemed to them that what they hail felt and gone 
vo{» tn. X 
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through could not be expressed in words. It seemed to 
them that every allusion in words to the details of his life 
was an outrage on the grandeur and holiness of the mystery 
that had been accomplished before their eyes. 

The constant restraint of speech and studious avoidance of 
everything that might lead to words about him, these barriers, 
fencing off on all sides what could not be spoken of, brought 
what they were feeling even more clearly and vividly before 
their minds. 

But pure and perfect sorrow is as impossible as pure 
and perfect* joy. From the isolation of her position, as the 
guardian and foster-mother of her nephew, and independent 
mistress of her own destinies, Princess Marya was the first to 
be called back to life from that world of mourning in which 
she lived for the first fortnight. She received letters from 
her relations which had to be answered ; the room in which 
Nikolushka had been put was damp, and he had begun to 
cough. Alpatitch came Lo Yaroslavl with accounts. He had 
suggestions to make, and advised Princess Marya to move to 
Moscow to the house in Vozdvizhenka, which was uninjured, 
and only needed some trifling repairs. Life would not stand 
still, and she had to live. l*ainfnl as it was for Princess Marya 
to come out of that world of solitary contemplation, in which 
slie had been living till then, and sorry, and, as it were, con- 
science-stricken, as she felt at leaving Natasha alone, the duties 
of daily life claimed her attention, and against her own will she 
had to give herself up to them. She went through the accounts 
wi th A Ipati tch, consulted Dessalle about her little nephew, and 
begati to make preparations for moving to Moscow, 

Natasha was left alone, and from the time that Princess 
Marya began to busy hensclf with preparations for her journey, 
she held aloof from her too. 

Princess Marya asked the countess l.o let Natasha come to 
stay with her in Moscow; and both mother and father eagerly 
agr<ied lo Iut suggestion, for tlujysaw their daughicFs physical 
strength failingevery day, and they hoped that change of scene 
and the advice of Moscow doctors might do h<‘r good, 

* I am not going anywhere," answered Nabisha, wlien the 
suggestion was made to her; *all I ask is, please let me alone," 
she said, and she ran out of the room, hardly able to restrain 
tears more of vexation and anger than of sorrow. 
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Since she felt herself deserted by Princess Marya, and alone 
in her grief, Natasha had spent most of her time alone in her 
room, huddled up in a corner of her sofa. While her slender, 
nervous fingers were busy twisting or tearing something, she 
kept her eyes fixed in a set stare on the first oljject that met 
them. This solitude exhausted and tortured her; but it was 
what she needed. As soon as any one went in to her, she 
got up quickly, changed her attitude and expression, and 
picked up a book or some needlework, obviously waiting with 
impatience for the intruder to leave her. 

It seemed to her continually that she was on the very verge 
of understanding, of penetrating to ilie mystery on which her 
spiritual vision was fastened with a (jiicstion too terrible for 
her to bear. 

One day towards the end of December, NaUishn, thin and 
pale, in a black woollen gown, with her hair fastened up in a 
careless coil, sat perched up in tlie corner of her sofa, Iht fingers 
nervously crumpling and smoothing out the ends of her sash, 
while she gazed at the corner of the door. 

She was inwardly gazing whither he had gone, to that further 
shore. And that shore, of whieh she had never thought in old 
days, which had seemed to her so far away, so inm*dible, was 
now closer to her, and more her own, more coinj)rehe^n.sihlc than 
this side of life, in which (ill was emptiness and desolatioj* or 
suffering and humiliation. 

She was gazing into that world where slu* knew he ua.s. Hut 
she could not see liim, c^xc^cipt as he had been h(Te on earth. 
She was seeing him again as he had been at iMylishtchy, at 
Troitsa, at Yaroslavl. 

She was seeiriig his face, hearing his voice, and repeating his 
words, and words of her own that she had j)ut itito his mouth ; 
and sometimes imagining frc»sh phrases for herself and him 
which could only have been uttennl in the past. 

Now she saw him as he had once been, lying on a low 
chair in his velvet, fur-lined cloak, his head propped on his 
thin, pale hand. His chest looked fearfully hollow, and his 
shoulders high. Ilis lips wore firmly closed,’ his eyes shining, 
and there was a line on his white brow that came and vanished 
again, nicre \vas a rapid tremor just porceptiblt! in one 
foot. Natasha knew he was struggling to boar horrible |>ain. 
* What was that pain liko? Why was it tlu‘re? What was 
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he feeling? How did it hurt?’ Natasha had wondered. He 
had noticed her attention, raised his eyes, and, without smiling, 
began to speak. 

‘ One thing would be awful,’ he had said : ^ to bind oneself 
for ever to a suffering invalid. It would be an everlasting 
torture,’’ And he had looked with searcliing eyes at her. 
Natasha, as she always did, had answered without giving her- 
self time to think; she liad said: 'It can’t go on like this, it 
won’t be so, you will get well — (juito well.’ 

She was seeing him now as though it were the first time, 
and going through all she^had felt at that time. She recalled 
the long, mournful, stern gaze he had given her at those 
words, and shcj understood all the reproach and the despair in 
that prolonged gaze. 

^ I agreed,’ Natasha said to herself now, ' that it would be 
awful if he wore to remain always suffering. I said that then 
only because it would be so awful for Imn, but he did not 
umlcrstand it so. lie thought that it would be awfulyor 
mv. ''riieii he still wanted to live, and was afraid of death. 
And I said it so clumsily, so stupidly. I was not thinking 
that. I was thitiking somcLliing ciuile different. If I had 
said what I was thinking, I should have said; "Let him 
he dying, dying all the Lime before my eyes, ami I should 
be Imppy in comparison with what I am now.” Now . . . 
there is nolhing, no one. Did he know that? No. He did 
not know, au<I never will know it. And now it can never, 
never be made U}) for,’ 

And again lu* was saying the same words; but this time 
Natasha in her imagination made him a different answer. She 
stopped him, and said : ' Awful for you, but not for me. Yon 
know that I have nothing in life hut you, and to suffer with 
you is tlu‘ greatest happiness possible forme.’ And he took 
her hand aiul pressed it, just a.s he had pn'sstul it on that 
terrible evening four days laffore Ids clc^ath. And in her 
imagination she said to him other words of tenderness and 
love, which she might have siiid Uien, which she only said now. 
... 'I love IhetM . . . thee ... I love, love thee . . *’ she 
said, wringin^i; her hamls convulsively, and setting her teeth 
with bitter violence , . . 

And a sweeter mc)od of sorrow was coming over her, and 
tears were starting into her c*yes ; but all at once she asked 
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herself : ^ To whom was she sajing that ? Where is he, and 
what is he now ? ’ 

And again everything was shrouded in chill, cruel doubt, 
and again, frowning nei'vously, she tried to gaze into that 
world where he was. And now, now, she thought, she was 
just penetrating the mystery . . . But at that instant, when 
the incomprehensible, it seemed, was being unveiled before her 
eyes, a loud rattle at the door haiidJe broke with a painful 
shock on her hearing. Her maid, Dunyaslia, rushed cjuickly 
and abruptly into the room with frightened eyes, that took no 
heed of her. 

*Come to your papa, make haste,’ Dunyaslia said, with a 
strange, excited expi-ession, ^ A misfortune . . . Pyotr Ilyiteh 
... a letter,’ slie gasped out, sobbing. 


11 

Tiik feeling of aloofness from all the world, that Natasha 
expcrienceci at this time, she fell in an ev(*n more marked 
degree with the members of her own family. All her own 
family, her father and mother and Sonya, were so near her, so 
every day and ordinary that every word they uttiuvd, every 
feeling they expressed, "was jarring in tlie world in wliieh she 
had lived of late. She foil more than indillerenet*, positive 
hostility to them. She heard Dunyasha’s words of Pyotr 
Ilyiteh, of a misfortune, hut she did not understand lliem.' 

‘ \Vhat misfortun(‘ could they have, what misfortune is 
possible to them ? Kverything goes on in its old, regular, easy 
way with them,'’ Natasha was saying inwardly. 

As ftlio went into the drawing-room, Uvr father eame quickly 
out of the countess’s room. Ilis face was puckered up and wet 
with tears. He had evidently run out of the room to give 
vent to the sohs that were choking him. Seeing Natasha, he 
waved his arms in (lespair, and went otf into violent, miserable 
sobs, that convulsed his soft, round face*. 

‘Pet . . . I\d.ya . . . <}o, go in, she’s calling . . And 
sobbing like a child, lie tottered with feeble legs to a chair, 
and almost dnqijiecl on to it, hiding his face in his hands. 

An electric shock seemed to run all through Natasha, Some 
fearful pain seemed to stab her (<> tlie h<‘art. S1 h‘ felt a 



820 WAR AND PEACE 

poignant anguish; it seemed to her that something was being 
rent within her, and she was dying. But with the pain she 
felt an instant release from the seal that shut her out of life. 
At the sight of her father, and the sound of a fearful, husky 
scream from her mother through the door, she instantly forgot 
herself and her own sorrow. 

She ran up to her father, but he feebly motioned her 
towards her mother’s door. Princess Marya, with a white face 
and c|uivering lower jaw, came out and took Natasha’s hand, 
saying something to her. Natasha neither saw nor heard her. 
With swift stops she went towfirds the door, stopped for an 
instant as though struggling with herself, and ran in to her 
mother. 

The countess was lying down in a low chair in a strange, 
awkward attitude ; she w'as beating her head against the wall, 
Sonya and some maid-scrvanls were holding her by the arms. 

* Natasha, Natasha ! . . .’ llie countess was screaming. * It ’s 
not true, not true . . . it’s false. . . Natasha! ’she screamed, 
pushing the maids away. ‘All of you go away, it^s not true ! 
Killed! . . . lia, ha, ha! . . , not’iruc! . . 

Natasha knelt down on the low chair, beat over her mother, 
embraced her, with surprising strength lifted her up, turned 
her face to her, and [iressed close to her, 

‘Mamma! , . . darling! . . . I’m here, dearest mamma,’ 
she whispered to her, never cjcasing for a second. 

She would not hit her mother go; she struggled tenderly 
with her, asked for inllows and water, unbuttoned and lore 
open her mother’s dress. ‘Dearest . . . my darling . . . 
Mamma . . . my precious,’ she whispered without pausing, 
kissing her head, her hands, lier face, and feeling tlic tears 
streaming in irrepressible floods over her nose and cheeks. 

'Phe countess .s(|uee>!cd her daughter’s hand, closed her eyes, 
and was <|in('ier for a moment. All at once she sat up with 
unnatural swiftness, look(»<l vacantly round, and seeing Natasha, 
began hugging her head to her with all her might. Natasha’s 
face involuntarily worked witli the pain, as her mother turned 
it toward her, nnd gazed a long while into it. ‘ Natasha, you 
love me,’ she said, in a soft, confiding whisper. ‘ Natasha, you 
won’t deceive me? You will tell me tlie whole truth ?’ 

Natasha looked at her with eyes swimming with tears, and 
in her face seemed only imploring her love and forgiveness. 
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‘Mamma . . . darling,’ she kept repeating, putting forth 
all the strength of her love to try somehow to take a little of 
the crushing load of sorrow off her mother on to herself. 

And again in the helpless struggle with reality, the mother, 
refusing to believe that she could live while her adored boy, 
j ust blossoming into life, was dead, took refuge from reality in 
the world of delirium. 

Natasha had no recollection of how she spent that day and 
that night, and the following day and the following night- 
She did not sleep, and did not leave her mother’s side, 
Natasha’s love, patient and persistent, seemed to enfold the 
countess on all sides every second, oilering no explanation, no 
consolation, simply beckoning her hack Jo life. 

On the tliird night the countess was ejuiet for a few minutes, 
and Natasha closed her eyes, her head proj>})ed on the arm of 
the chair. The bedstead creaked ; Natasha <)pcnc<l her eyes. 
The countess was sitting up in bed, and talking softly. 

‘How glad I am you have come home. Vou are tired, 
won’t you have tea?^* Natasha went up to her. ‘You have 
grown so handsome and manly,’ the countess went «)n, taking 
her daughter’s hand. 

‘ Mamma, what are you saying , , . ? " 

‘Natasha, he is gone, he is no more." And eml)racing h(‘r 
daughter, the countess for the first time began to weep. 


Ill 

PiuN(’Kss Marva put off her departure. Sony a and the cotmt 
tried to take Natasha’s place, but they could not. They saw 
that she was the only one who could* keep the mother from 
the fren/.y of de.spair. For three weeks Natasha nt^ver left her 
mother’s side, slept on a lounge in her room, made Iicr drink 
and eat, and witnoiit pause talked to her, talked bcaiuse her 
tender, loving voice was tlie only thing that soothed the 
countess. 

Tlie wound in the mother’s heart couhl m^ver be healed. 
Petya’s deatli had torn away half of her life. When the ntyws 
of IVtya’s death reachwl her, she was a fr<‘sh-louking, vigorous 
woman of fifty; a month later she came <»ut of her room an 
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old woman, half dead and with no more interest in life. But 
the wound that half killed the countess, that fresh wound, 
brought Natasha back to life. 

A spiritual wound that comes from a rending of the spirit 
is like a physical wound, and after it has healed externally, 
and the torn edges are scarred over, yet, strange to say, like a 
deep physical injury, it only heals inwardly by the force of life 
pushing up from within. 

So Natasha’s wound healed. She believed that her life was 
over. But suddenly her love for her mother showed lier that 
the essence of her life — love — was still alive within her. Love 
was awakened, and life waked with it. 

The last days of Prince Androy had been a close bond 
between Natasha and Princess Marya. Tl’his fresh trouble 
brought thorn even closer together. Princess Marya put ofl* 
her departure, and for the last three weeks she had lieen look- 
ing after Natasha, as tliough she were a sick child, ’'Fhosc 
weeks spent by Natasha in her moLlier’s room had completely 
broken down her health. 

One day Princess Marya noticed that Natasha was shivej’- 
ing with a feverish chill, and broughb her away to her own 
room, and tuckcul her up in her bed in the middle of the day. 
Natasha lay down, hut when Princess Marya, having let down 
the blinds, was about to leave the room, Natasha called her 
lo her. 

‘I’m not slee])y, Marie; slay with me.” 

‘ Vou arc tired; try aiul go lo sleep.’ 

‘ No, no. Why did you bring me away ? She will ask for 
me.’ 

‘She is much better. She was talking much more like her- 
self to-day,’ said Princess Marya. 

Natasha lay on the bed, ami in the half-dark room she Irical 
to make out Princess Marya’s face. 

‘Is she like him.?'’ Natasha wondered. ‘Yes; lik(‘ and 
unlike. But she is original, different, a (|uiLe new, unknown 

{ icrson. And she likes me. What is there in her heart? 
iverything good. But what is it like? What are her 
thoughts like? IIow does she look on me.^ Yes; she is 
nice ! ’ 

‘ Masha,’ she said, shyly drawing her hand towards her. 
‘ Masha, you mustn’t think I *m horrid. No ? Masha, 
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darling ! How I love you Let us be quite, quite friends/ 
And embreacing her, Sfataslia fell to kissing her hands and 
face. 

Princess Marya was abashed and overjoyed at this denion- 
stration of feeling. 

From that day there sprang uj) between Princess llarya 
and Natasha one of those tender and passionate friendships 
which can only exist between \voine!i. They were continually 
kissing each other and saying tender things to om; another, 
and they s()cnt the greater part of their time together. If 
one went away, the other was uneasy anrl hastened to join her. 
They felt more harmony togcUier with (‘aeh other than a|>art, 
each with herself, TIktc sprang up between thean a. feeding 
stronger than friendship; Unit was the feeling of life being 
only possible in eaeli other’s company. 

Sometimes tliey did not speak for hours togetI)er. Some* 
time.s, ns they lav in their beds, they would begin to talk, and 
talked till morning, ''riiey talked, for the most i)art, of their 
own remote past. Princt%s Marya told her of her ehildluwxl, 
of her mother, of her father, of her dreams. And Natasha, 
wdio had i!i the jiast turned away with calm aceej^lanet* of her 
non*com))rehension of that life of devotion and resignation, of 
the idealism of (diristian self-saeriliee, grew to love Princess 
Marya’s past, and to understaml that side of lift' of which sh«^ 
had had uo conception l)efore. She had no thought of imi- 
tating that resignation and self-saeri<!ce in lu‘r own life,heeause 
she was accustomed ho look for otlu^r joys in life; hul she 
und(»rstood atui lov<‘d in another Unit virtue that had been till 
now beyond her kt‘n. Princess Marya, tt>o, as she listened to 
Nafaisha’s storit's of hi*r childhood and (♦arly girlluxKl, had a 
glimpse of a side of life site had known nothing of, of faith in 
life and in the enjoyment of lift*. 

They still refrained from talking of him^ that they might 
nob, us it se(*nual to them, desecrate the c*xalted feeling in 
their hearts; hut this reticence led them, though they would 
not have heliev(»d it, into gradually forgetUjJg him. 

Natasha had grown thin and pale, and was physically so 
w<‘ak that every one was continually talking about lier iu*allb, 
aiul she was glad it was so. Yet. som(‘t,5mes she was sudch^nly 
seized, not simply by a dread of death, but by a dread of sick- 
ness, of ill -heal til, of losing her good looks; and soinelimes she 
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unconsciously examined her bare arm$ marvelling at its thin- 
ness, or peeped in the looking-glass in the morning at her 
pinched face, and was touched by its piteous look. It seemed 
to her that this was as it should be, and yet she felt afraid and 
mournful at it. 

One day she ran upstairs quickly, and was painfully short of 
breath. Immediately she made some pretext for going down 
again, and ran upstairs again, to try her strength and put her- 
self to the test. 

Another day she called Dunyasba, and her voice broke. She 
called her once more, though she heard her coming — called her 
in the deep chest-voice with which she used to sing, and listened 
to the sound. 

She knew it not, and would not have believed it ; yet though 
the layer of mould under which she fancied that her soul was 
buried seemed unbroken, the delicate, tender, young blades of 
grass were already pushing through it, and were destined to 
take root, and so to hide the grief that had crushed her under 
their living shoots that it would soon be unseen and forgotten. 
The wound was healing from within. 

Towards the end of January rriucess Marya set off for 
Moscow, and the count insisted on Natasha going with her to 
consult the doctors. 


IV 

ArafiR the engagement at Vyazma, where Kutuzov could not 
restrain Ins troops in their desire to break through, to cut off 
and all the rest of it, the further march of the flying French, and 
of the Russians flying after them, continued as far as Krasnoe 
without a battle. The flight was so rapid that the Russian 
army racing after the French could not catch them up ; the 
horses of the cavalry and artillery broke down, and information 
as to the movements of the French was always very uncertain. 

The Russian soldiers were so exhausted by this unbroken 
march at the rate of forty versts a day that they wore unable 
to quicken their pace. 

To form an idea of the degree of exhaustion of the Russian 
army, one need only grasp clearly what is meant by the fact 
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that while losing no more than five thousand killed and 
woundedj and not a hundred prisoners, the Ilussian army, 
which had left Tarutino a hundred thousand strong, numbered 
only fifty thousand on reaching Krasnoe, 

The rapidity of the Russian pursuit had as disintegrating 
an effect on the Russian army as the flight of the French had 
on their army. The only difierence was that the Russian army 
moved at its own will, free from the menace of annihilation 
that hung over the French, and that the sick and stragglers of 
the French w'cre left in the liands of their enemy, while iliissian 
stragglers were at home among their own peoj)le. T'he cliief 
cause of the wasting of Napoleon’s army was tlu* rapidity of its 
movements, and an indubitable proof of that is to be seen in 
the corresponding dwindling of tlie Russian army. 

Just as at Tarutino and at Vyazma, all Kutuzov’s energies 
were directed to ])re venting — so far as it lay in his power — any 
arrest of the fatal flight of the French from l>eing <*heekc<l (as 
the Russian generals in Fetersl)urg, and also in I he army, 
wished it to l)e). He did all he couhl to urge on the flight of 
the French, and to slacken the speed of his own army. 

In addition to the exhaustion of the men, and the immense 
losses due to the ra|ndily of tluur movements, KnUizov saw 
another reason for slackening the pace, and not being in a 
hurry. The obje(‘.t of the Russian army was the jnirsuit of 
the French, 'fhe route of the hVeneh mxs uncertain, and 
therefore the more closely our soldiers follovvi'd on the lurels of 
the French, tlui greater the dislanct^s they hatl to traverse. It 
was ojdy by following at a considerable distance that l.hey could 
take advantage of short cuts across the ziz-zags made by the 
French in their course. AH the skilful mameuvres suggested 
by the generals wer<» based tin fon^etl marches at accelerated 
speed, while the only rational object to be aimed at was the 
diminution of the strain put on the men. And this was Ihc 
object to which all Kutuzov’s efforts were directed tluriug the 
whole campaign from Moscow to Vilna, — not casually, not 
fitfully, but so consistently that he never once lost sight 

Not through reason, not by science, but with all his Russian 
heart and soul, Kutuzov felt and knew, as every Russian soldier 
felt it, that the French were vampiishccl, that their foes were 
in flight, and that they must see them off. Rut al the same 
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time he felt with his soldiers, as one man, all the suffer- 
ings of that march, unheard of at such speed and in such 
weather. 

But the generals, especially those not Russian, burning to 
distinguish themselves, to dazzle people, to take some duke or 
king prisoner for some incomprehensible reason — those generals 
thought that then, when any battle was sickening and meaning- 
less, was the very time for fighting battles and conquering 
somebody. Kutuzov simply shrugged his shoulders when they 
came to him one after another with projects of manoeuvres 
with the ill-shod, half-clothed, and half-starved soldiers, whose 
numbex*s had in one month dwindled to one-half without a 
battle, and who would even, under the most favourable cir- 
cumstances, have a longer distance to traverse before they 
reached the frontier than they had come already. 

This desire on the part of the generals to distinguish them- 
selves, to execute mananivres, to attack, and to enl off the 
enemy, was particularly conspicuous whenev<T the Russian 
army did come into contact with the Froneh. 

So it was at Krasnoe, where they had expected to fitid one 
of the three columns of the French, and stumbled upon 
Napoleon himself with sixteen thousand troops. In spite of 
all Kutuzovas efforts to avoid this disastrous engagement, and 
to keep his nu»n safe for three days at ICrasnoe, there was a 
slaughter oF the disordered bands of the I’Veneh by tlic 
exhausted soldiers of the Russian army. 

Toll wn)te out a disposition: first column to advance to 
this spot, and so on. And as always, what was done was not 
at all in accordance with that disposition. Prince Eugene of 
Wurtemburg kept up a fire from the hills on the mob of 
French as they raccil by, and asked for reinforcements, which 
did not come. In the nights the French dispcM'scd to pt 
round the Russians, hid themselves in the woods, and all that 
could struggled on again. 

Milorudovitch, who declared that he had no wish to know 
anything about the commissariat arrangements of his dettich- 
ment, who could never be found when he was wanted, that 
chevalier mnejmer ct mm reprovhe^ as ho called liimself, always 
eager for parleys with the French, sent messengers to demand 
their surrender,* wasted time, and did not carry out the orders 
given him. 
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® I make you a present of that column, lads,’ he said to his 
men, pointing out the French to his cavaliy. And the 
cavalry, with spur and sabre, urged their broken-down horses 
into a trot, and with immense effort reached the column 
he had bestowed on them, that is to say, a mob of frozen, 
numb, and starving Frenchmen, And the column laid down 
their weapons and surrendered, which was 'what they had been 
longing to do for weeks past. 

At Krasnoe there were taken twenty-six thousand prisoners, 
a hundred cannons, a stick of some sort, which was promptly 
dubbed a ^ marshars baton/ And the generals disputed 
among themselves who had gained most distinction in the 
action, and were delighted at it, though llicy wen* full of 
regret at not having captured Napoleon or some marshal and 
hero, and blamed one another, and abov(‘ all Kuinzov, for 
failing to do so. 

These men, drawn on by their own passions, were but the 
blind insLruinenLs of the most melancholy law of n(‘eessity; 
but they believed themselves heroes, ami imagined that wliai 
they were doing was lh<* nohl(*st and most honourahh* achieve^- 
meat. Tlnw blamed Kutuzov, and declared that from the 
very begiumng of the campaign he had prevented I hem from 
compiering Napoleon; that lu^Lhougliit of nothing hut his own 
sensual gratifications, anti wtmld not advance out of Polotnyauy 
Zavody because In* was comfortable thtTe; fhat he had 
cheeked the advance at Krasnoe; tluit lu* had complettdy 
lost his head wht‘n he heard Napoleon was near; tliat one 
might reany suj)j)ose ho had a secret undtTslantling with 
Napoleon, that ht^ had bought over* by him, and so on 
and so on. 

And not only contemjmrarios, misled l>y their own j)aH- 
sions, have spoken thus. Posterity and history have accepted 
Napoleon as whih' foreign writers have called Kutuzov 

a crafty, dissohite, weak, intriguing old man; and Russians 
have seen in him a nondescript Indng, a sort of ptippet, only 
of use owing to his Russian name . . . 


* Wilson’s Arf-Z/r/ y. 
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V 

In 1812 and in 1813 Kutuzov was openly accused of blunders. 
The Tsar was dissatisfied with him. And in a recent history^ 
inspired by promptings from the highest quarters, Kutuzov is 
spolcen of as a designing, intriguing schemer, who was panic- 
stricken at the name of Napoleon, and guilty through his 
blunders at Krasnoe and Berezina of robbing the Russian 
army of the glory of complete victory over the French. Such 
is the lot of men not recognised by Russian intelligence as 
^ great men,’ grands hommes ; such is the destiny of those rare 
and always solitary men who divining the will of Providence 
submit their personal will to it. The hatred and contempt 
of the crowd is the punishment of such men for their com- 
prehension of higher laws. 

Strange and terrible to say, Napoleon, the most insignificant 
tool of history, who never even in exile displayed one trait of 
human dignity, is the subject of the admiration and enthu- 
siasm of the Russian histcJrinns ; in their eyes he is a gi^and 
homme. 

Kutuzov, the man who from the beginning to the end of his 
command in 1812, from Borodino to Vilna, was newer in one 
word or deed false to liimself, presents an example exceptional 
in history of self-sacrifice and recognition in the present of the 
relative value of events in the future. Kutuzov is conceived 
of by the historians as a nondescript, pitiful sort of creature, 
and whenever they speak of him in the year 1812, they seem 
a little ashamed of him. 

And yet it is difficult to conceive of an historical character 
whose energy ct>uld be mom invariably directed to Ibc same 
unchanging liim. It is difficult to imagine an aim more noble 
and more in harmony with the will of a whole ])coplc. Still 
more difficult would it be to find an example in history where 
the aim of any historical jH'rsonago has been so completely 
attained as the aim towards which all Kutuzov\s efforts were 
devoted in 1812. 

Kutuzov never talked of * forty centuries looking down from 

‘ Boj^dnnflvitch’s //hUry of the Year itiW : The character of Kutuzov, and 
criticism of the unsatisfactory results of Kutuzov's latlles. 
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the Pyramids,’ of the sacrifices he was making for the father- 
land, of what he meant to do or had done. He did not as a 
rule talk about himself, played no sort of part, always seemed 
the plainest and most ordinary man, and said the plainest and 
most ordinary things. He WTote letters to his daughters and 
to Madame de Staid, read novels, liked the company of pretty 
women, made jokes with the gencmls, the officers, and the 
soldiers, and never contradicted the people, who tried to prove 
anything to him. When Count llasto})tchiu galloped up to 
him at Yauzsky bridge, and reproached him personally with 
being resjionsible for the loss of Moscow, and said : ‘ Didn’t 
you promise not to abandon Moscow without a hatlle?’ 
Kutuzov answerc*(l : ‘ And I am not abandoning ^Moscow 
without a battle,’ although Moscow was in fact nlrciady aban- 
doned. When Araktcbcev came to him from the "J sar to say 
that Yermolov was to he ajipoinled to the command of the 
artillery, Kutuzov said : ‘ Yes, I was just saying so mystdf,’ 
though he had said just the opposite a moment bedbre. \Vhat 
had he, tlie one man who grasped at the tiim^all the vast issues 
of events, to do in the midst of that dull-witted crowd ? What 
did he care whether (!()ant Rastoplclnn ptit dow'xi the disasters 
of the capital to him or to himself? Still less could helm 
concerned by the (juinsUou which man was appointed to the 
command of tluj artillery. 

^rhis old man, who through experience of life ha<l r<‘neh<*<l 
the conviction that the thoughts aiul words that serv«* as its 
expression arc never the motive fon‘t‘ of men, frecpientlv 
uttered words, which were <)ulte meaniiigl(‘ss~the iirst words 
that occurred to his mind. 

But heedless as he was of his words, he never onee through- 
out all his carecjr uttered a single word which was inconsistent 
with the sole aim for the attiuument of which he was working 
all through the war. With obvious unwillingness, with bitter 
conviction that ho would not be understood, he more than 
once, under the most difJeretit ciroumstnnees, gave expression 
to his real thought. lie first differed from all about him after 
the battle of Borodino, which he alom* persisted in calling a 
victory, and this view he continued to assert v*Tl>ally an<l in 
reports and to his dying day. He alone said that ihv tom of 
MoMHm not the loHfi of RmMa, In answer to the overtures 
for peace, his reply to Lauriston was: There van he no pmve^ 
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for such is the people^s will. He alone during the retreat of 
the French said that all awr manoeuvres are unnecessary ,* that 
everything' is being- done of itself better than zoc could desire ; 
that we 7mist give the enemy a ^golden hldge'' ; that the battles 
of TarutbiOf of Vyarnna^ and of Krasnoe^ were 7wne of them 
^lecessaiy; that we must keep some men to reach the frontier 
with; that he wo^ddtJbt give one Rmsian for ten Frenchme7i, 
And he, this intriguing courtier, as we are told, who lied 
to Araktciheev to propitiate the Tsar, he alone dared to 
face the Tsar’s displeasure by telling him at Vilna that to 
carry the tear beyond the frontier would be 7niscMcvo7is and 
useless. 

But words alone would be no proof that he grasped the 
significance of events at the time. His actions — all without 
the slightest deviation — were directed toward the one three- 
fold aim: first, to concentrate all his forces to strike a blow 
at the French ; secondly, to defeat them; and thirdly, to drive 
them out of llussia, alleviating as far as was possible the 
sufferings of the j)eopIe and the soldiers in doing so. 

He, the lingerer Kutuzov, whose motto was always ^ Time 
and Batience,’ the sworn opponent of precipitate action, he 
fought the battle of Borodino, and made all his prepara- 
tions for it with unwonf.ed solemnity. Before the battle of 
Austerlitz he foretold that it would be lost, but at Borodino, 
in spite of the conviction of the generals that the battle was 
a defeat, in spite of the fact, unprecedented in history, of his 
army being forced to retre^at after the victory, he alom* declared 
in opposition to all that it was a victory, and persisted in that 
opinion to his dying day. lie was alone during the whole 
latter part of the campaign in insisting that there was no need 
of fighting now. Unit it was a mistake to cross the Russian 
frontier aiul to begin a m^w war. It is easy enough now that 
all the events with their conseciuences li<* before us to grasp 
their significance, if only wh* refrain from attributing to the 
multitude tlic aims tliat only existed in the Imiins of some 
dozen or so of men. 

But how (^ame that old man, alonci in opposition to the 
opinion of all, to gauge so trvdy the importance of tivents from 
the national standard, so that he never onecs was false to the 
best interests of his country ? 

The source of this extraordinary inluitiou into the signi- 
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ilcaiice of coutomporary events lay in llie purity and fervour 
of patriotic feeling in his heart. 

It was their recognition of this feeling in him that led the 
people in such a strange manner to pick him out, an old man 
out of favour, as the chosen leader of the national war, against 
the will of the Tsar. And this feeling alone it was to which 
he owed his exalted position, and tiiere he exerted all his 
powers as coimnander-in-cliief not to kill and maim men, but 
to save them and have mercy on them. 

This simple, modest, and therefore truly great figurts could 
not be cast into the false mould of the Kuropeaii hero, the 
supposed leader of men, that history lias invented. 

To the flunkey no man can he groat, because iho flunkey 
has his own flunkey concejilion of greatness. 


VI 

'run 5th of November was the first day of the so-calletl battle 
of Krasnoe. 

Many had been tlui blunders and dispuh^s .among tint 
generals, wlio laid not reached llH*ir proper (ilaees, many tl«* 
('ontradictoryonhsrs oarri(‘(I to them bvadjtil.aats, but t()war<l« 
evening it was clear that the emnuy wer<‘ Vveiy where in flight, 
and that then* would not and eouhl not Ik* a* hatth*. In tlu* 
evening Kutuzov set out from Krasnoe towards l)ol>roi‘, lo 
which place tli<‘ Iu‘ad(|uarters had lhal rlay been rcmo\e(l. 

It had b<»en a clear, frosty day. Kutuzov, moiiiiled on his 
fat, white little horse, was riding* towards Dobnu*, followed by 
an immense .suite <»f giaierals, whispering tln*ir dissafisfaetioii 
behind his liack. Seven ihousaiul Fnaudi prisoners had been 
taken that day, aiul all along tin* road tlu‘v nud, parties of 
them, crowding lo warm Ihcmstdves roumf the camp-fires. 
Not far from Dohna* they bean! a loud hum of talk from an 
immense crowd of tattered prisoners, bandagifd aiul wra,ppe<i 
up in rags of all sorts, sbindnig in the road near a long row of 
unharnessisl Kreneh cannons. At the approaeij ()f tin* com- 
mander-in-chief the l)uzz of talk died away, and all ey<‘s were 
fixed upon Kutuzov, w'ho moved slowly uloiig the road, "wearing 
a white cap with a red band, and a wadded overcoat, that net 

VOL. III. y 
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in a hunch on his round shoulders. One of the generals began 
explaining to Kutuzov where the prisoners and the guns had 
been taken, 

Kutuzov seemed absorbed in anxious thought, and did no 
hear the generars words. He screwed u}) his eyes with an 
air of displeasure, and gazed intently at the figures of the 
prisoners, who presented a particularly pitiable appearance. 
The majority of* the French soldiers Avere disfigured by frost- 
bitten cheeks and noses, and almost all of them had red, 
swollen, and streaming eyes. 

One group of Frenchmen was standing clos(» by the road, 
and two soldiers, one with his face covered with sores, were 
tearing at a ])iocc‘ of raw meat witln their hands. Hiere was 
something bestial and horrible in the eursory glance they cast 
on tlic approaching generals, and the frenzied expression with 
which the soldier with the sore face, after a glance at Kutuzov, 
turned away and went on with what he was doing, 

Kutuzov looked a long while intently at those* two soldiers ; 
frowning more than before, he half-closed his eyelids, and 
shook his head thoughtfully. Further on, lic noticed a 
Uussian soldier, who was saying something friendly to a 
h'’rench prisemer, laughijig and clapping him on the slloulder, 
Kutuzov shook his head again with the same expression. 

‘ What do you say t ’ he asked the general, who was trying to 
draw the coimiiander-iri-chiers attention i.o I he Freneli flags, 
that were set up in front of the Precdirazhensky regiment. 

® Ah, the flags !\said Kutuzov, rousing himself with evident 
difliculty from the subject absorbing his though Is, lie looked 
about him absently. * Thousands of eyes were gazing at him 
from all sides, waiting for his words. 

II<i came to a standstill before tlie Preohrazhensky regiment, 
sighed lu*avily and closed his eyes. One of the suite beckoned 
to the soldiers holding the flags to come up and set up the 
flagstafls around the commander-in-ehii*f. Kutuzov was silent 
for a few seconds. Then with c»bvioiis reluclaneo, yielding to 
the obligations of his position, he rais(*d his hejul and began 
to speak. (Vowds of officers gathered round him. He 
scanned the circle of oflicters wdlh an attentive eye, recognising 
some of theni- 

* I thank you all T he said, addressing the soldiers, and then 
again turning to the officers. In the deep stillness that 
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prevailed all round liim, bis slowly articulated words were 
distinctly audible : ® I thank you all for your hard and faithful 
service. The victory is complete, and Iliissia will not forget 
you. Your glory will be for ever I" He ])aused, looking 
about him. 

‘ Lower; bow his head lower,** he said to the soldier, who was 
holding the French eagle, and had accidentally loAvered it 
before the Preol)razliensky stiiudard. 

‘Lower, lower, thafs it. Hurrah, lads!** he said, his chin 
moving quickly as he turned to the soldiers. 

‘ Hurrah -rah-rah ! *’ thousands of voices roared. 

While the soldiers were shoiiliiig, Kutuzov, bending forward 
in his sadtlle, bowed his head, and his eyes gleamed with a 
mild and, as it were, ironical light. 

‘And now, brothers . . he said, when the shouts had died 
aw'ay. 

And all at once his facte and expression changed : it was not 
the cornmander-in-chief speaking now, but a simple, aged man, 
who plainly wanted to say something most im}>()rtant now to 
his comrades. 

‘And now, brothers. 1 kno\v it’s liard for you, but there \s 
no help for it! Have a little patience; it woift last much 
longer. We will see our visitors off, and then we will rest. 
'Jlic Tsar won’t forget your serviem It’s hard for you, but 
still you are at home; while tlwy— you see what tlley have 
come to,’ lie said, pointing to the jjrisoners. ‘ Worse tllan the 
lowest beggars. While they wen; strong, we did not spare 
ourselves, Init now we can even spare lluau. 'I’liey too are 
men, Kh, lads.?"’ 

He looked about him. And iu the unflinching, respectfully 
wondering eyes shiring persistently at liini, he read sympathy 
with his, .words. IIis face grew brighter and brighter with the 
gentle smile of old age, that brought elustor-s of wrinkles at 
the corners of his mouth and his eyes, I Ic paused and dropped 
his head, as though iu doubt. 

‘Hut after all said and done, who asked them to coinc here? 

It servt*s them right, the h b he said suddenly, 

lifting his head. And swinging his riding-whip, he rode off at 
a ga]loi>, accompanied for the first time during the whole 
campaign by gleeful guflaws and roars of hurrah from the 
men, as they moved out of rank. 
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"riie words uttered by Kutuzov were hardly understood by the 
soldiers. No one could have repeated the field- marshal’s speech 
at first of such solemnity, and towards the end of such homely 
simplicity. But the meaning at the bottom of his words, they 
understood very well, and the same feeling of solemn triumph 
in their victory, together with pity for the enemy and the sense 
of the justice of their cause — expressed, too, with precisely the 
same homely coarseness — lay at the bottom of every soldier’s 
heart, and found a vent in delighted shouts, that did not cease 
for a long while. When one of the generals addressed the 
commander-in-chief after this, asking whether he desired his 
carrhige, Kutuzov bi'oke into a sudden sob in replying. He 
was evidently deeply moved. 


VII 

It was gcLling dusk on the 8lh of November, the last day of 
the l)aU.k' of If rasnoe, when the soldiers reached tlieir halting 
place for the night. The whole day had been still and frosty, 
with now and then a few light flakes of snow. Towards even- 
ing the sky began to grow clearer. ^J’hrough the snowflakes 
could be seen a dark, purplish, starlit sky, and ilie frost was 
growing more intense. 

A regiment of muskcjteers, which had h‘ft ''raruLino three 
thousand strong, but had now dwindled to nine hundred, was 
among the first to reach the hulting-i)lace, a village on, the 
high road. The (|uartermasters, on meeting I he regiment, 
reported that all the e(>ttag(*s were full of sick and dead 
Frenchnica, cavalrymen, and stalf-ollicers. ''Hiere was only one 
collage left for tlu* colonel of the regiment. 

The c<)lonel went on to his cottage. 'Phe rt^giment passed 
through llie village, and slacked their guns up at the furthest 
cottages along tlu^ road. 

Like a huge, many-legged inonsl’er, t!»e regiment set to 
work preparing its food and lodging for the night. One party 
of soldiers trudged off, knee-deej) in the snow, into the oiren 
copse, on the right of the village, and the ring of axes and 
cutlasses, tlic crash of breaking branches, and the sounds of 
merry voices were immediately heard coming themwj. Another 
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group were busily at work all round the regimental baggage- 
wagons, which were drawn up altogethe]\ Some fed the horses, 
while others got out cooking-pots and biscuits. A third 
section dispersed about tlic village, getting the cottages ready 
for the staff-officers, carrying out the dead bodies of the 
French lying in the huts, and dragging away boards, dry wood, 
and straw from the thatch roofs, to furnish fuel for their lires 
and materials for the shelters they rigged up. 

Behind the huts at the end of the village fifteen soldiers 
were trying with merry shouts to pull down the high wattle 
wall of a barn from which they had already removed the 
roof. 

® Now then, a strong pull, altogether 1 ’ shouted the voices ; 
and in the dark the huge, snow-sprinkled hoards of the wall 
began to give. The lower stakes of the wattle cracked more 
and more often, and at last the wattle wall heaved ovei’, to- 
gether with the soldiers, who were hanging on to it. A loud 
shout and roar of coarse merriment followed. 

®Work at it in twos! gives us a lever here! lhat\s it. 
Where are you coming to 

‘ Now, altogether. • . . But wait, lads! . . . With a 
shout!’ . . . 

All were silent, and a low voice of velvety swe(‘tness began 
singing a song. At the end of the third verse, as the lust 
note died away, twenty voices roared out in chorus, 
‘ 0-()-0-0-() ! It’s coming! I\ill away! Heave away, 
lads ! . . .’ but in spile of their united efforts the wall 
hardly movt^d, and in the silence that followed the men 
could be heard panting for breath. 

* Hi, you there, of the sixth conspany ! You devils, you I 
Lend us a hand! . . . We’ll do you a good turn cnie day !’ 

Twenty men of the sixth company, who were i)assing, joined 
them, and the wattle wall, tlurty-fivts feet in length, and 
seven feet in breadth, was clragged along the village street, 
falling over, and cuttitig the shoulders of the panting soldiers. 

‘Go on, do. . . . Heave away, you there. . . . What are 
you stopping for? Kh, there?’ . , . 

The merry shouts of uns(»emly abuse never ceased. 

‘What are you about?’ cried a peremptory voice, as a 
8(!rg(‘ant ran up to the party. ‘There are gentry here; the 
general himself’s in the hut iiero, and you devils, you curct, 
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you! I'll teach youT shouted the sergeant, and sent a 
swinging blow at the back of the first soldier he could come 
across. ^ Can’t you go quietly?’ 

The soldiers were quiet. The soldier who had received the 
blow began grumbling, as he rubbed his bleeding face, which 
had been scratched by his being knocked forward against the 
wattle. 

‘ Ay, the devil ; how he does hit a fellow 1 Why, he has 
set ail my face bleeding,’ he said in a timid whisper, as the 
sergeant walked away. ^And you don’t enjoy it, cli?’ said 
a laughing voittc ; and the soldiers, moderating their voices, 
moved on. As they got out of the village they began talk- 
ing as loudly again, interspersing their talk with the same 
meaningless oaths. 

In tlio hut by whicli the soldiers had passed there were 
asscmblcHl tht^ chief oflicers in command, and an eager conver- 
sation was going on over their tea about that day’s doings and 
the niamcuvres proj)osed for the next. The plan was to 
exccnlo a flank movement to the left,, to cut off and capture 
the viceroy. 

IJy the time the soIdicTs luwl dragged the fence to its place 
they found blazing fires, cooking su[)|)er on all sides. The 
firewood was crackling, the snow was melting, and the black 
shadows of soldiers were flitting to and fro /ill over the spat^e 
between trampled down in the snow. 

Axes and cutlasses were at work on all sides, Kverything 
was done without u word of comnuind being given. Wootl 
was piled up fora supply of fuel through the night, shanties 
were being rigged up for the officers, pots were being boiled, 
and /inns /ind accoutrements set to rights. 

The w/iltio wall was set up in a seinieircle to give shelter 
from the north, jiropped up by stakes, and before it, was 
built a camp-fire. They heat the tattoo-call, counted over 
their number, had supper, and settled themselves round^ the 
fires — some repairing their foot-gear, some smoking pipes, 
others stripped naked trying to steam the lice out of their 
clothes. 
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VIII 

One would naliirally have expected that in the almost incon- 
ceivably wretched condi Lions in which the Russian soldiers were 
placed at that time — without thick boots, without fur-coats, 
without a roof over their lieads in the sm^w, witli a frost of 
eighteen degrees, often wiLhoiiL full rations — they must have 
presented a most melancholy and depressing s])ectacle. 

It was (|uite the opposite. Never under the most favourable 
material conditions luid the army worn a livelier ami more 
cheerful aspect, ''fins was due to Ihe fact that every element 
that showed signs of depression or weakness was sifted every 
day out of the army. All the })hysically and morally weak 
had long ago been left behind. What was left was the pick of 
the army — in strength of body and of spirit, 

'fhe camp-fire of the eighth company, screened by their 
wattle fence, attracted a greater cro\vd than any. Two ser- 
geants were sitting by it, and the lire was blassing more brightly 
than any of them. They insisted on logs being brought in 
return for the right of sitting under the scrctm. 

* Hi, Mnkyoiv, hullo . . . are you lost, or have the wolves 
eaten you? K(.'tch s<>nu‘ wood,'' shouted a nul-facecl, red- 
haired soldier, screwing up his eyes, and blinking from the 
smoke, l)ut m)l moving back from the lire. 

‘ You run, (Vow, and fetch some wood," In* cried, addressing 
another s()ldi<*r, 'Vint red-headed man was not a non-com- 
missioii(‘d olllccr, nor a corporal, but In* was a sturdy fellow, 
and so he gave orders to those who were w<*aker timn liim- 
self, A thin, little soldier, with a sharp nost*, wlio was 
called the ‘ tVow,’ got up subinissively, and was about !o obey ; 
but at that moment there stepped into Ihe light of the lire the 
slender, handsome figure of a young soldier, carrying a load of 
wood. 

^ (live it here. Well, thafs somelhing like ! ^ 

They broke up the wood and threw it on, l)lew up the lire 
with Umir mouths, and fanned it with the skirls of lludr 
coats, and the flame began to hiss and crackle. ’’J'he soldiers 
drew nearer the lire and lighted th(‘ir pip(‘s. The hand- 
some young soldier who had brought in the wood [)ut his 
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arms akimbo, and began a smart and nimble shuffle with his 
frozen feet as he stood. 

^ Ah, mother dear, the dew is cold, but yet it is fine, and a 
musketeer . he began singing, with a sort of hiccup at 
each syllable of the song. 

‘'Hey, his soles arc flying olf!** cried the red-haired man, 
noticing that the dancer’s soles were loose. ^He’s a rare 
devil for dancing 1 ’ 

The dancer stopped, tore olF the loose leather, and flung it 
in the (ire. 

‘ You ’re right there, brother,’ said he, and sitting down he 
took out of his knapsack a strip of French blue cloth, and 
began binding it round his foot. ‘It’s the steam that warps 
them,’ lie added, sLret<diing his feet out to the fire. 

‘They’ll soon serve us n<‘w ones. They say when we linish 
them offl, we are all to have a double lot of sLiifl*.’ 

‘ I say, that son of a bitch, Petrov, has sneaked ofl*, it seems,’ 
said a sergeant.. 

‘ It’s a long while since I ’ve noticed him,’ said the other. 

‘Oh, well, a poor sort of soldier . . 

‘ And in the thinl company, they were saying, there were 
nine men missing at t.he roll-call yesterday.’ 

‘ Well, but after all, when one’s feet arc frozen, how’s one 
to walk ? ’ 

‘ Oh, sLufrand nonsense !’ .said the sergeant. 

‘Why, do you want to do the same?’ .said an old soldier, 
reproachfully addresssing the man who had talked of frozen 
feet. 

‘ Well, wlmt do you think ?’ the sharp-nosed soldier, called 
‘Orow,’ said suddenly, in a scpieaking and (puivery voice, 
turning himself on one <dbow behind the fire. ‘If a man’s 
sleek and fat, he just grows thin, but for a thin man it’s 
death. I^ook at me, now ! I hav(^ no strength left,’ he said, 
with sudden resolution, addressing a sergeant. ‘Kay the word 
for me to he sent oil* to the hospital. I’m one ache with 
rheumatism, ami one only gets left behind just l.he same . . 

‘There, that’s enough; that’s enough,’ said the serg(‘ant 
calmly. 

The soldier was silent, and the conversation w<ait on. 

‘ There ’» a rare lot of these Frenchies have been taken to- 
day; but not a pair of boots on one of them, one may say, 
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worth having ; no, not worth mentioning,’ one of the soldiers 
began, starting a new subject. 

‘ The Cossacks had stri{>ped them of everything. We cleaned 
a hut for the colonel, and carried them out. It was pitiful to 
see them, lads,’ said the dancer. ^ We overhauled them. One 
was alive, would you believe it, muttering something in their 
lingo.’ 

‘They’re a dean people, lads,’ said the first. ‘White — 
why, as white as a birch-tree, and brave they are, I must 
say, and gentlemen, too.’ 

‘Well, what would you expect? Soldiers are taken from 
all classes with them.’ 

‘And yet they doift understand a word \\c say,’ sai<l the 
dancer, with a wondering smile. ‘I says to him, “Of what 
kingdom arc you ^ ” and he mutters away his lingo. A strange 
people ! ’ 

‘ I’ll toll you a wonderful thing, mates,’ went on the man 
who had expressed surprise at their wliibeness. ‘^rhe peasants 
about Mozhaisk were telling how, wlien they went to take 
away the dead where the grc.at battle* was, why, their bodies 
luul been lying there a good month. Well, they lay there, as 
while and clean as paper, and not a smell about Lliem.’ 

‘ Why, from the cold, eh ? ’ asked one. 

‘You Vo a (sUiver one! C!ohl, indeed! Why, it was hot 
weather. If it had been from the cold, our men, too, wouldn’t, 
have rotted. Hut tliey say, go up to one of ours, and it 
would all l)e pulrilicd and maggoty. They tie Iiandkerclncfs 
round their noses, and drag Uiein off, turning their faces away, 
so Uu‘y say. They can’t help it. Hut they’re white as paper; 
not a smell about them.’ 

There was a g(*neral silence, 

‘Must be from the feeding,’ mid the sergeant: ‘ they are 
gorged like gentry,’ 

No one rej)lie<l,* 

‘That peasant at Mozhaisk, where the battle was, was saying 
that they were fet<*hed from ten villages round, and at work 
there for twenty days, and couldn’t get all the dead away. 
A lot of lliose wolves, says he . . 

‘That was sonusthing like a battle,’ said an ohl soldier. 
‘The only one worth incutioning; everything since . . . it’s 
simj)ly tormenting folks for nothing.’ 
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‘ Oh, well, uncle, we did attack them the day before yester- 
day, But what’s one to do ? They won’t let us get at them, 
''rhey were so quick at laying down their arms, and on their 
knees. Pardon! — they say. And that’s only one example. 
They have said twice that Platov had taken Polion himself. 
He catches him, and lo ! he turns into a bird in his hands and 
flies away and away. And as to killing him, no manner of 
means of doing it.’ 

^ ^Tou’re a sturdy liar, Kisclov, by the look of you 1’ 

‘ Liar, indeed ! It’s the holy truth.’ 

^ Well, if you ask me, I ’d bury him in the earth, if I caught 
him. Yes, with a good asj)eu cudgel. The number of folk 
he has destroyed ! ’ 

^ Any way, wo shall soon make an end of him; he won’t come 
again,’ said the old soldier, yawning. 

The couvci'sation died away; the soldiers began making 
Ihemselves comfortable for the night. 

* I say, what a lot of stars ; how they shine ! One would say 
the women had been laying out their linen ! ’ said a soldier 
admiring the Milky ^Vay. 

* That ’s a sign of a good harvest, lads ! ’ 

‘ We shall want a little more wood.’ 

‘ One warms one’s back, and one’s l)elly freezes. That ’s 
(luecr.’ 

‘OLord!’ 

* What arc you shoving for — is the lire only for you, eh ? 
See . , . there he sprawls,’ 

In the silence that reigned snoring could be heard from 
a few wlio had gone to sleep. The rest tunmd themselves 
to get warm by the fire, exchanging occasional remarks, 
Prom a (ire a hundred paces away came a chorus of merry 
laughter. 

‘'rhey arc guffawing in the fifth company,’ said a soldier. 
‘ Ami what a lot of them there !’ 

A soldier got up and went oil* to the fifth company, 

« There’s a bit of fun!’ he said, coming back. ‘Two 
Freuchics have come. One’s tiuite frozen, but the other’s a 
fine plucky fellow 1 lie ’s singing songs.’ 

‘ 0-0 ! must go and look . . Several soldiers went across 
to the fifth company. 
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IX 

Thk fifth company was bivouacking close ii}) Lo the birch 
copse. An immense camp-fire was bla/-ing brightly in tlie 
middle of the snow, lighting up the rime-covered boughs 
of the trees. 

In tlie middle of the night the soldiers had heard footsteps 
and the cracking of branches in the copse. 

A bear, lads," said one soldier. 

All raised tludr heads and listenetl ; and out of llie copse 
there stepped into the bright light of the fire two strangely 
garbed human figures, clinging Lo one another. These were 
two Frenchmen, who had been hiding in the wood. Hoarsely 
articulating something in a tongue incomprehensible to the 
soldiers, they ap})roached tlus fire. One, wearing an officer’s 
hat, was rather the taller, and seemed utterly spent. lie 
tried bo sit down by the fire, hut sank on to the ground. The 
other, a little, stumpy man, with a kerchief bound round his 
cheeks, was stronger. lies held his companion up, and said 
something pointing to his mouth. soldiers suiTOunded 

the bVencluncn, laid a coat under the sick man, and brought 
both of them porridge aiul vodka. 'The (‘xhauste<l French 
officer was Ramhallct; the little man bandaged up in the 
kerchief was his servant, Morel. 

When Morel liad drunk some vodka and eaten a bowl 
of porridge, he smhlenly passed into a sbile morbid bilarily, 
and k(j>t up an ineessant babble with l.h(» soldiers, who could 
not understand him. Uambnile refusetl food, and leaning on 
one elbow l)y the fire, gazed dumbly with red, vacant eyes at 
the Russian soldiers. At intervals he uttered a prolonge<l 
groan and Ihvn was mule again. Morel, p<)inliiig lo ins 
shoulders, gavts tlie soldiers lo underslaiid that this was an 
officer, aiid that he needed warmth. A Russian officer, who 
had cotne up to the fire, sent lo ask tlie eolontfl whether lu? 
would take a Fn^neh officer into his warm collage. Wlien 
they came back and said that the colonel bade them bring 
the officer, they told Rambnlle to go to liim. He got up and 
tried to walk, hut Ktagger«*d, and wouhl Imve fallen Imd not a 
soldier standing near caught him. 
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^ What ? You don’t want to, eh ? ’ said a soldier addressing 
Kamballe with a jocose wink. 

^ Eh, you fool ! It ’s no time for your fooling. A peasant, 
a real peasant,’ voices were heard on all sides blaming the 
jocose soldier. The others surrounded Ramballe. Two of them 
held him up under the arms and carried him to the cottage. 
Ramballe put his arms round the soldiers’ necks, and as they 
lifted him he began wailing plaintively. 

‘0 you good fellows! O my kind, kind friends. These 
are men • 0 my brave, kind friends’ ; and like a child he put 

his head down on the soldier’s shoulder. 

Meanwhile Morel was sitting in the best place surrounded 
by the soldiers. 

Morel, a little, thickset Ercnchman, with swollen, streaming 
eyes, was dressed in a woman’s jacket and had a woman’s 
kerchief Lied over his forage cap. He was evidently tipsy, 
and with one arm thrown round the soldier sitting next him, 
he was singing a Trench song in a husky, broken voice. The 
soldiers simply held their sides as they looked at him. 

‘Now then, now then, teach it me; how does it go? I’ll 
catch it in no time. IIow was it?’ said the soldier Morel 
was hugging, who was one of the singers and fond of a joke. 

‘ Vizfc Ilcnri Quatre! K/w ce roi vaiUant! . . .’sang Morel, 
winking, ‘ ( 'c (liable d (luatre . . .’ 

‘ / Viff-fio-’ru-va^ru,! Si-chja-hlya-ka ! , . .’ re- 

peated the soldier,’ waving his hand and catching the tune 
correctly. 

‘ Bravo ! Ilo-ho-bo-ho ! ’ a hoarse guffaw of delight rose on 
all sides. Morel, wrinkling up his face, laughed Loo- 

‘ Come, strike up, more, more!’ 

‘ ii,ui cat h triple talent <le bohr, dc haitre^ ct cTvtre tin vert 
ffalanC 

‘ That sounds well too. Now, Zalctaev ! . . .’ 

‘ Zalcibiev articulaU^d with effort. KyiM/U’-yu , , 
he sang, puckering up his lips elaborately ; ‘ 

‘That’s fine! Thai’s a line Frenchman, to be sure ! oy . • . 
ho-ho-ho. Well, do you want some more to cat ?’ 

‘Give him some porridge; it’ll take him some time to 
satisfy his hunger.’ 

They gave Inm more porridge, and Morel, laughing, attacked 
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a third bowlful. There were gleeful smiles on the faces of 
all the young soldiers watching him, Tlic old soldiers, con- 
sidering it beneath tiieir dignity to show interest in such 
trifles, lay on the other side of the lire, but now and then one 
would raise himself on his elbow and glance with a smile at 
Morel. 

‘They are men, too,' said one, rolling himself up in his coat. 

‘ Even the wormwood has its roots.' 

‘O Eord ! What lots of starh ! It’s a sign of frost , . 

And all sank into silence. 

The stars, as though they knew no one would see them now, 
were twinkling brightly in the black sky. Flaring up and 
growing dim again, ami (juiveriiig, they seemed to be busily 
signalling some joyful mystery to each other. 


X 

'rriK French army went on melting away at a rtgularly 
increasing rale. And the crossing oi the Berezina, of which 
so much has l)(*en written, was only om^ of the inU*nnediate 
stag<»s of the destruction of the army-* and by no means the 
(I^icisive episode of tlu‘ (*umpaign, ^fhe reason that so much 
has Ikuui written about Berezina on tluf FVeuch sidt* is that 
attbebrokcii-tiown bridge of Berezina the woes, which had till 
then <;vnie upon them in a sort of regular succession, were 
suddenly concentrated lh(‘rc in a single moment— in one tragic 
catastrophe, which remaim^d j)rintcd on the memory of all. 
On the Itussiun side, the reason that s(» mueli lias been made 
of Berezina was simply that at Pelershurg, far away from the 
theatre of war, a j)Ian had been deviseil (again by Pfubl of all 
peonle) for catching Napoleon in a strategic snare on the 
hauKs of tlie licTczina. Every one was convinecnl that the j>lan 
wouhl eomc off exactly as arranged, and so they insisted that 
Berezina had in any case been the scene of the final ruin of the 
French. In reality the results of Berezina were less ruinous 
to the French in loss of cannons and )>risoners than was the 
fighting at Krasnoe, as statistics prove. 

The sole significance of the disaster of Berezina lies in the 
fact that it proved obviously ami unmistakably how mislead- 
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iug were all plans for cutting olF the cueiuy‘’s retreat ; and the 
one possible course of action was that which w'as supported by 
Kutuzov and the mass of the Russian army — simply to follow 
on the enemy’s track. The crowd of Frencli soldiers fled with 
continually accelerating velocity, with all their energies 
directed to the attainment of their goal. It was fleeing like 
a wounded beast and could not be stoj)ped on the way. This 
was jjroved, not so much by the construction of the crossing, 
as by what ha])pencd at the bridges. When the bridges were 
broken down, unarmed soldiers, camp-followers from Moscow, 
women with children, who were with the French transport, all 
under the influence of vh inerluv^ dashed forward lor tin* 
boats, or rushed into Hie frozen water, instead of surrendering. 

Their impulse was a reasonable one. The position of fugi- 
tives and of pursuers was ecjually wretched. Ily remaining 
with his oun men, each hoj)ed for Lht‘ help of comrades in 
misfortune, for a definite place of his own among them. IJy 
surrendering to the Russians, he found himself in the same 
wretched circiims lances, hut placed on a lower lt‘vel limn 
others iis regards the satisfaction of his vital needs, ^Fhe 
h’riMicli had uu need of authentic evidences that half of the 
prisoners — whom tln^ Russians were unahlt^ to look afl(*r, 
lu)wev(T much they <lesire<I to save tlu*m — wxw dying of cold 
an<I huiig<tr, 'rh<‘v felt that it could not hut he so. 'Hk' 
most humane Russian officers, even those naturally warmly 
disposed to the Frencli, Freiiclunen in the Russiii,n. servic(‘, 
could do nothing for the prisoners. They perished ii mi the 
wretched plight in which the Russians were themst‘lves placed, 
Rread and clothing couhl not be taken from tlie starving, 
nece.s.sary soldiers lo give it to Frenchmen — n<»t hated, not 
obnoxious, nor in any way to blame — but simply superfluous. 
Some did even do this; hui it was only an exception. 

Rehind them lay certain deslruclion ; lu'fore them lay hope. 
Their shi])s were burnt; there was no hope of safety but in 
keeping together and in flight, and all the forces of the French 
were bent on this united flight:. 

Tfhc more iirecipilaLc the flight of the French, and I lie 
more wretched the plight of those left behind (especially after 
Berezina, on which great hopes had been set, owing "to the 
Petersburg plan), llie more violent were the attacks made by 
the Russian generals on one another, and still more on Kutuzov. 
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Assuming Hml tlu* fiiilure of the IVlersburg plan would be 
ascribed to him, the (lissatisfaelioii uilli him, eontempb of him, 
and jeering at him became more and more pronounced. This 
contempt and jeering was of course expressed in respectful 
form — in such a form that Kutuxov could not even ask what he 
was accused of. They did not talk to him seriously ; they 
submitted their reports and asked for his decisions with aii air 
of performing a melancholy ceremony, while they winked 
hehind his back, and at every step Iriecl to deceive him. It 
was acceptiid as a recognised thing by all those men that it 
was useless talking to l.Iie old man, simply because they could 
not understand him. 'I'hcy took it for granted that he could 
never comprehend the de(‘p significance of their plans, that he 
would answer llunn with his ]>hrases (they fancied tljcv xvore 
only meaningless phrases) about a golden bridge, and about 
the im[)ossibility of going beyond the frontier with a crowd of 
barefoot beggars. And everything he said — for instance, that 
they must wjiit for ))rovi.sio?is, or that the men had no boots — 
all was so simple; while everything they j)ropos<‘d Nvas ,so com- 
plicated and so clever, that it was obvious to tlunu that he was 
stupid and in his dotage, while they were military officers of 
genius, without authority to takij Uie h‘ad. Tlu? dissatisfac- 
tion ami malicious gossiji of the staff reached its utmost limils 
after the brilliant admiral, the favourite hero of Petersburg, 
Wittgenstein, Imd joined the army. ICutu/ov saw it, and 
simply sighed and shrugged his shouhlcrs. Only once, after 
Berezina, he lost his tmnper and wroU‘ to licnnigsen, who was 
in private corresjxindence with the ^fsar, Liu* following note; 

‘I beg your Most High Kxcellcncy on the receipt of this 
letter to retire to Kaluga, on munini of your attacks of ill- 
h(‘alth,and thereto asvait the further cominands of His Majesty 
the Kmn<»ror.'’ 

But Inis <Hsmissal of Beimigstm was followed by lhc‘ arrival 
on the seem* of the (Jraiul Dtike Konsl/intiii Paviovitch, who 
ha<l re(*eived a command at the lieginning of the campaign, 
and had been removed from the arn»y by Kutuzov. Now the 
(irand Duke on rejoining the army iufoVmed Kutuzov of the 
Tsaris dissatisfaction at the poor suc<*essi‘s of our troof)s, and 
the slowness of their progress. ^I^he 'Psar lumself intcmclctl to 
be with the army in a few day»- 

The old man, experienced in court methods as in warfare 
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— who in the August of that year Iiad been chosen conimaxicler- 
in-chief against the Tsar’s will, who had dismissed the Grand 
Duke and licir-apparent from the army, and acting on his own 
authority, in opposition to the Tsar’s will, had decreed the 
abaudomnciit of Moscow — understood at once now that his 
day was over, that his part was played out, and that his sup- 
posed power was no more. And not only from the attitude 
of the court did he see this. On one side he saw the war — 
that war in winch he had played his j>art — was over, and he 
felt that his work was done. On the other hand, at this very 
time, he began to be sensible of the })hysical weariness of his 
aged frame, and the necessity of pliysical rest. 

On the 5J9th of November, Kutuzov reached Vilna — his dear 
Vilna, as ho used to call it. Twice during his military ctarcer 
he hud l)een governor of Vilna. 

In that w'eallhy town, which had escaped injury, Kutuzov 
found old friends and old associations, as well as the comforts 
of which he had been so long deprived. And at once turning 
his back on all mililary and [xditieal cares, he jdtmgcd into 
the ({uiel routine of liis aecusLomecl so far as the i>assions 
raging all round him would |}cnmt. It was as though all that 
was being done, and had still to be <Iont‘, in Uie world of 
history, w'as no coueern of bis now. 

'rchitehagov was one of the generals most z(‘a,lous in advo- 
cating atlaek and cutting off the enemy’s retreat ; he had at 
first sugg(*ste<l making a diversion in Greece and then in 
Warsaw, l>ul was never willing to go wlu*r<‘ he was commanded 
to go, Tchitchagov, w'ho was notorious for the boldness of 
his remarks fo the Tsar, considered Kutuzov was under an 
obligation t<; him, because when he had been sent in 1811 to 
concluck^ peace with Turkey over Kutuzov’s In*ad,and found on 
arriving that: ptwe had already been concluded, ht‘ had frankly 
admitted to the that the credit of having concludell 
peace belonge<l to Kutuzov, 

This Tchitchagov was the first to meet Kutuzov al Vilna, at 
the castle wliere the latter was to stay. Wearing a naval 
uniform with a dirk, and holding his forage caj) under Jus 
arm, he handed tin* commandor-in-cliief the mililary report 
and the keys of the town. Tlie contemptuously respectful 
attitude of youth to old age in its dotage was exprcjssed in the 
most marked manner in all the behaviour of Tchitchagov, 
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who was aware of the disfavour into which Kutuzov had 
fallen. 

In conversation with Tchitchagov, Kutuzov happened to say 
that his carriages, packed with china, that hud been carried off 
by the enemy at Borisovo, had been recovered unhurt, and 
would be restored to him. 

‘ You mean to say I have nothing to eat out of? On tlie 
contrary, I can provide everything for you, even if you want 
to give dinner-parties,' Tchitchagov protested, getting hot. 
Every word he had uttered had been vvith the motive of 
proving his own rectitude, and so he imagined that Kutuzov 
too was preoccupied with the same desire. Sliruggiiig hi.s 
shoulders and smiling his subtle, penetrating smile, Kutuzov 
answered : 

‘ I mean to say to you what I do say to you. Nothing more.’ 

In opposition to the Tsar’s wishes, Kutuzov kept the greater 
part of the troops in Vilua. He was said by all the persons 
about him to be getting much weaker, and breaking down 
physically during his stay in ViJna. He took no interest in 
the business of the army, left everything to his generals, ancl 
spent the time of waiting for tiic Tsar in social dissi)>ation. 

The Tsar with his suite — Count Tolstoy, Prince Volkonsky, 
Arakteheev, and the rest — left Petersburg (»n the 7tii <>f 
December, and reached Vilna on the 11th, and drove straight 
up to the castle in his travelling sledge. In spit<> of the 
intense cold, there were some hundred generals and staif- 
officers in full parade uniform, and a guard of honotir of the 
Semyonovsky regiment standing before the easlle. 

A courier, galloping up to the castle with steaming horses 
in advance of the T’sar, shouted : ‘ lie is coming ! ’ 

Konovnitsyn rushed into the vestibule to inform Kutuzov, 
who was waiting in the porter’s little room within. 

A minute later tlu! big, heavy figunj of the ohi man in full 
parade uniform, his breast covered with orders, an(l a scarf 
drawn tight about liis bulky pemon, walketl witli a rolling 
gait on to the steps. He put his cocked hat ou, with the flat 
side foremost, took his gloves in his hand, and going sidewavs 
with difliculty down the steps, took in In's Iiaud the repoH, 
that had been j)repare(I to give the 'Psar. 

Bustle and hurry »ind whispering, another stttof three hm-ses 
dtishing furiously tip, and all eyes were turni'd on the approach- 
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ing sledge, in which the figures of the Tsar and Volkonsky 
could abeady be distinguished. 

From the habit of fifty years, all this had a physically 
agitating effect on the old man. He felt himself over wit^ 
nervous haste, set his hat straight, and, pulling himselji 
together and standing erect at the very moment when theTsa/, 
stepping out of the sledge, turned his eyes upon him, fce 
handed him the report, and began speaking in his measure^ 
ingratiating voice. 

The Tsar scanned Kutuzov from head to foot in a rapid 
glance, frowned for an instant ; but at once overcoming his 
feelings, went up to him, and opening his arms, embraced the 
old general. Again, through old habitual association of ideas, 
arousing some deep feeling in his own heart, this embrace had 
its usual effect on Kutuzov : he gave a sob. 

The Tsar greeted the officers and the Semyonovsky guard of 
honour; and once more shaking hands with the old man, he 
went with him into the castle. 

When he was alone with the commander-in-chief, the Tsar 
gave expression to his displeasure at the slowness of the 
pursuit of the enemy, and the blunders made at Krasnoe and 
the Berezina, and to his views as to the coming campaign 
abroad. Kutuzov made no observation or explanation. The 
same expression of unreasoning submission with which seven 
years before he had listened to the Tsar^s commands on the 
field of Austerlitz remained fixed now on his face. 

When Kutuzov had left the room, and with downcast head 
walked across the reception-hall with his heavy, waddling step, 
a voice stopped him. 

' Your highness,’ said some one. 

He raised his head, and looked into the face of Count 
Tolstoy, who stood facing him with a small object on a silver 
dish. Kutuzov seemed for some time unable to grasp what 
was wanted of him. 

All at once he seemed to recollect himself; a faint smile 
gleamed on his podgy face, and with a low, respectful bow, he 
picked up the object on the dish. It was the Order of St. 
George of the first rank. 
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XI': 

The next day the coinmander-iu-chief gave a dinner and a 
ball, which the Tsar honoured with his presence. 

Kutuzov had received the Order of St. George of the first 
I’auk ; the Tsar had shown him the highest mai'ks of respect, 
but every one was aware that the Tsar was displeased with the 
commander-in-chief. The proprieties were observed, and the 
Tsar sot the first example in doing so. But every one knew 
that the old man was in fault, and had shown his incapacity. 
When, in accordance with the old custom of Catherine’s time, 
Kutuzov gave orders for the captured standards to be lowered 
at the Tsar’s feet on his entering the ball-room, the Tsar 
frowned with vexation, and muttered words, which some heard 
us : ‘ 'L’he old comedian.’ 

The Tsar’s displeasure was increased nt Vilna by Kutuzov's 
obvious unwillin^ess or incapacity to see the imjiortance of 
the approaching campaign. 

When next morning the Tsar said to the oliicci’s gathered 
about him : ‘ You liavc not only saved Kussia, yon have saved 
Europe,’ every one knew at once that the war was not over. 

^ Kutuzov alone refused to see this, and frankly gave it as 
his opinion that no fresh war could improve the position of 
Russia, or add to her glory; that it could but weaken her 
position, and cast her (town from that high piuuach^ of glory 
at which in his view Russia was standing u<»w. He tried to 
show the IW the imjmssibility of levying fresh troops, and 
talked of the hardships the {>cople were suilering, the possi- 
bility of failure, and so on. 

Such being his attitude on the subject, the coinmander-iu- 
chief could naturally be looked upon only as a hindrance and 
a drag on the progress of the coming campaign. 

To avoid friction with the old man, the obvious resource was 
— as with him at Austcrlitz and with Barclay at the beginning 
<»f the war — to withdraw all real power from the commander- 
iu-chief, without disturbing? him by any open explanation on 
the matter, and to transfer it to the Tsar. 

With this object, the staflF was gradually transformed, 
and all the real power of Kutuzov's staff was removed and 
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transferred to the Tsar, Toll, Konovnitsyn, and Yermolov 
received new appointments. Every one talked openly of the 
commander-in-chief’s great weakness and failing health. 

He was bound to be in failing health, so as to make way for 
his successor. And his health was, in fact, failing. 

Just as naturally, as simply, and as gradually as Kutuzov 
had come to the Court of Exchequer at Petersburg out of 
Turkey to raise the militia, and then to take the command of 
the army just at the time when he was needed, did a new 
commander come now to replace him, when his part was 
played. 

The war of 181S, in addition to its national significance, 
dear to every Russian heart, was to take a new European 
character. 

The movement of men from west to east was to be followed 
by a movement from east to west, and this new war needed a 
new representative, with other aims and other qualities, and 
moved by impulses different from Kutuzov’s. 

For the movement from east to west, and the establishment 
of the position of peoples, Alexander was needed just as 
Kutuzov was needed for the deliverance and the glory of 
Russia. 

Kutuzov did not see what was meant by Europe, the 
balance of power, and Napoleon. He could not understand all 
that. 

After the enemy had been annihilated, Russia had been 
delivered and raised to the highest pinnacle of her glory, the 
representative of the Russian people, a Russian of the Russians, 
had no more left to do. Nothing was left for the representa- 
tive of the national war but to die. And he did die. 


XII 

As is generally the case, Pierre only felt the full strain of the 
physical hardships and privations he had suffered as a prisoner, 
when they were over. After he had been rescued, he went to 
Orel, and two days after getting there, as he was preparing to 
start for Kiev, he fell ill and spent three months laid up at 
Orel. He was suffering, so the doctors said, from a bilious 
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fever. Although they treated him by letting blood and 
giving him drugs, he recovered. 

Everything that had happened to Pierre from the time of 
his rescue up to his illness had left hardly any impression on 
his mind. He had only a memory of dark grey weather, 
sometimes rainy and sometimes sunshiny, of internal physical 
aches, of pain in his feet and his side. He remembered a 
general impression of the misery and suffering of men, remem- 
bered the worrying curiosity of officers and generals, who 
questioned him about his imprisonment, the trouble he had 
to get horses and a conveyance; and more than all he 
remembered his own dulness of thought and of feeling all 
that time. 

On the day of his rescue he .saw the dead body of Petya 
Rostov. Tlie same day he learned that Prince Audrey had 
lived for more than a month after the battle of Borodino, and 
had only a short time before died at Yaroslavl in the Ro.stovs'' 
house. The same day Denisov, who had told Pierre this piece 
of news, happened to allude in conversation to the death of 
Ellen, supposing Pierre to Imvc boon long aware of it. All 
this had at the time seemed to PiciTe only strange. He felt 
that he could not take in all thci bearings of these He 

was at the time simply in haste to get away from these places 
wliere men were slaughtering each other to some (juiet refuge 
where he might rest and recover his faculties, and tln’nk over 
all the new strange things he had learned. 

But as soon as he reaclujd Orel, he fell ill. On coming to 
himself after liis illn<‘ss, Pierre saw waiting on him two of his 
servants, Tercnty aiul Vaska, who had come from Moscow, 
and the eldest of' his cousins, who was stajying at Pierre^s estate 
in Elets, and hearing of his rescue and Ins illnes.s Imd come to 
nurse him. 

During his convalescence Pierre could only gradually recover 
from the im])ressions of the last few montlis, which had be<ronm 
habitual. Only by degrees could he become aecnstomed to 
the idea that there was no one to <lrive him on to-morrow, 
that no one would take his warm bed from him, and that he 
was quite sure of getting his dinner, and tea, and supper. 
But for a long while afterwards he was always in his dreams 
surrcimdcd by his con<Htions as a jmsoner. 

And only in the same gradual way did Pierre grasp the 



358 


WAR AND PEACE 


meaning of the news he had heard since his escape : of the 
death of Prince Andrey, of the death of his wife, and of the 
overthrow of the French. 

The joyful sense of freedom — that full, inalienable freedom 
inherent in man, of which he had first had a consciousness at 
the first halting-place outside Moscow — filled Pierre’s soul 
during his convalescence. He was surprised that this inner 
freedom, independent as it was of all external circumstances, 
was now as it were decked out in a luxury, a superfluity of 
external freedom. He was alone in a strange town without 
acquaintances. No one made any demands on him ; no one 
sent him anywhere. He had all he wanted ; the thought of 
his wife, that had in old days been a continual torture to him, 
was no more, since she herself was no more. 

‘ Ah, how happy I am ! how splendid it is ! ’ he said to 
himself, when a cleanly covered table was moved up to him, 
with savoury-smelling broth, or when he got into his soft, 
clean bed at night, or when the thought struck him that his 
wife and the French were no more. ^ Ah, how good it is ! 
how splendid!’ And from old habit he asked himself the 
question, ‘'Well, and what then.? what am I going to do.?’ 
And at once he answered himself : ^ I am going to live. Ah, 
how splendid it is ! ’ 

What had worried him in old days, what he had always 
been seeking to solve, the <juestion of the object of life, did 
not exist for him now. That seeking for an object in life 
was over for him now; and it was not fortuitously or tem- 
porarily that it was over. He felt that there was no such 
object, and could not be. And it was just the absence of an 
object tliat gave him that complete and joyful sense of freedom 
that at this time made his happiness. 

He could seek no object in life now, because xiow he had 
faith — not faith in any 'sort of principles, or words, or ideas, 
but faith ill a living, ever palpable God. In old days he 
had sought Him in the aims he set before himself. That 
search for an object in life had been only a seeking after God ; 
and all at once in his captivity he had come to know, not 
through words or arguments, but by his own immediate 
feeling, what his old nurse had told him long before: that 
God is here, and everywhere. In his captivity he had come 
to see that the God in Karataev was grander, more infinite, and 
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more unfathomable tlian the Architect of the Univ(irse recog- 
nised by the masons. He felt like a man wlio finds what he 
has sought at his feet, when he has been straining his eyes to 
seek it in the distance. All his life he had been looking far 
away over the heads of all around liiin, while he need not 
have strained his eyes, but had only to look in front of him. 

In old days he had been unable to see the great, the un- 
fathomable, and the infinite in anything. He had only felt 
that it must be somewhere, and had been seeking it. In 
everything near and comprehensible, he had seen only what 
was limited, potty, everyday, and meaningless. He hud 
armed himself with the telescope of intelk*(‘,t, and gazed far 
away into the distance, where that petty, everyday world, 
hidden in the mists of distance, had seemed to him great and 
infinite, simply because it was not clearly seen. Such had 
been fhiropean life, politics, freemasonry, philosopliy, and 
j)hilanthropy in his eyes. Ihit even then, in moments which 
lie had looked on as times of weakness, his thought hud pene- 
trated even to those remote objeeis, and then he hud se<‘n 
in them the same pettiness, the same orclinuriiujss and mean- 
inglessness. 

Now he had learnt to mt the great, the citernul, and the 
infinite in everything; and naturally therefore, in order to see 
it, to revel in its contemplation, he Hung aside the telescope 
through which he had hitherto been gazing ov(t men's htwls, 
and looked joyfully at the ever-changing, (^ver grand, unfathoni- 
able, and infinite life around him. And the closer looked 
at it, the calmer and hapf)ier he was. The i<*rril)le (jiiesUon 
that had shattered all his intellectual edifices in old days, the 
question: What for.^ had no existence for him now. To that 
question, What for? he had now always ready in his soul the 
simple answer: Because there is a (iod, that (iod without 
whom not one hair of a man's head falls. 


XIII 

PrKiuiK was hardly changed in his external habits. In appi'iir- 
ance he was just the same as before. He was, as he hud alwaysi 
been, absent-minded, atul SGcnied preoccupied with something 
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of his own, something apart from what was before his eyes. 
The difference was that in old days, when he was unconscious 
of what was before his eyes, or what was being said to him, 
he would seem with painfully knitted brows to be strivuig 
unsuccessfully to discern something far away from him. He 
was just as unconscious now of what was said to him, or of 
what was before him. But now with a faint, apparently 
ironical smile, he gased at what was before him, or listened 
to what was said, though he was obviously seeing and hearing 
something quite different. In old days ho had seemed a good- 
hearted man, but unhappy. And so people had unconsciously 
held a little aloof from him. Now' a smile of joy in life was 
continually playing about his mouth, and his eyes were bright 
with sympathy for others, and the question ; Were they all as 
happy as he 't And people felt at ease in his presence. 

In old days he had talked a great deal, and had got hot 
when he talked, and he had listened very little. Now he was 
rarely carried away in convei’sation, and knew how to listen, 
so that jieople were very ready to tell him the inmost secrets 
of their hearts. 

The j)rincess, who had never liked Pierre, and had clKtrished 
a particularly hostile feeling towards him, since after the old 
eonnt’s death she had felt herself under obligation to him, 
had come to Ond with the intention of proving to him that in 
spite of his ingratitude she felt it her duty to nurse him, but 
after a short time she felt, to her own surprise and annoyance, 
that she was growing fond of him. Pierre did nothing to try 
and win his cousin’s favour; he simply looked at her with 
tniriosity. In old days she had felt that there was mockciy and 
indiffitrence in his eyes, and she had shrunk into herself before 
him, as she did before other people, and hod shown him only 
her aggressive side. Now she felt on the contrary as though 
he were delvinj? into the most secret recesses of her life. It 
was at first mistru.stfully, and then with gratitude, that she 
let him see now the latent good side of her character. 

The most artful person could not have stolen into the 
princess’s confidence more cunningly, by arousing her recollec- 
tions of the best time of her youth, and showing sympathy 
with them. And yot all Pierre’s aiifulncss consisted in seeking 
to please himself by drawing out human qualities in the 
bitter, hard, and, in her own way, proud princess. 
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‘ Yes, he is a very, very good-hearted fellow when he is not 
under bad influence, but under the influence of people like 
me,’ thought tlie princess. 

The change that had taken place in Pierre was noticed in 
their own way by his servants too — Terenty and Vaska. 
They considered that he had grown much more good-natured. 
Often after undressing his master, and wishing him good 
night, Terenty would linger with his boots and his clothes in 
his hand, in the hope that his master would begin a conversa- 
tion with him. And as a rule Pierre kept Terenty, seeing he 
was longing for a chat. 

^ Come, tell me, then . . . how did you manage to get any- 
thing to eat he would ask. And Terenty would begin Ins 
talcs of the destruction of Mose.ow and of the late count, aiul 
would stand a long while with the clothes, talking away or 
listening to Pierre ; and it was with a pleasant sense of his 
master’s close intimacy with him and aflcuction for him ilmi 
he finally withdrew. 

The (foctor, who was attending Pierri*, and came to see him 
every day, though he thought it his duly as a doctor to 42050^ 
as a man every minute of whose timej is of value for suffering 
humanity, used to sit on wiUi him for hours together, repeating 
his favourite anecdotes and observations on the peculiarities 
of patuiiits in general, and of ladies in particular. 

* Yes, it’s a pleasure to talk to a man like tliat; it’s not 
what we arc used to in the provinces,’ he would say. 

In Orel there hapiiened to be several French prisotu^rs, and 
the doctor brought oikj of them, a young Italian officer, to 
see Pierre. 

This officer became a frequent visitor, and tlu* princess 
used to laugh at the tender feelings the Italian expressed 
for Pierre. 

It was obvious that the Italian was never happy but when 
he could see Pierre, and talk to him, and tell him all about 
his own past, his home life, and his love, and jmur out his in^ 
dignation against the French, and especially against Napoleon. 

‘If all llussians are the least bit like you,’ he used to say 
to Pierre, ‘it is sacrilege to make war on a people like yours. 
You who have sufferecl so much at the bands of the French, 
have not even a grudge against them.’ 

And Pierre had won the Italian\s passionate devotion 
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simply, by drawing out what was best in his soul and admir- 
ing it. 

During the latter part of Pierre’s stay in Orel, he received a 
visit from an old acquaintance, Count Villarsky, the freemason, 
who had introduced him to the lodge in 1807. Villarsky had 
married a Russian heiress, who had great estates in the Orel 
province, and he was filling a temporary post in the commis- 
sariat department in the town. 

Though Villarsky had never been very intimately acquainted 
with Bezuhov, on liearing that he was in Orel, he called upon 
him with those demonstrations of friendliness and intimacy that 
men commonly display on meeting one another in the desert. 
Villarsky was dull in Orel, and was delighted to meet a man 
of his own circle, who had, as he supposed, the same interests 
as he had. 

But to his surprise, Villarsky noticed soon that Pierre had 
quite dropped behind the times, and had, as he defined it 
himself to Pierre, sunk into apathy and egoism. 

* You arc stagnating,’ he said to him. 

But in spite of that, Villarsky felt much more at home with 
l*ierre now than he had done in the past, and came every day 
to see him. As Pierre watched Villarsky, and listened to him 
now, it seemed strange and incredible to him to think that he 
had very lately been the same sort of person himself, 

Villarsky was a married man with a family, whose time was 
taken up in managing his wife’s property, in performing his 
official duties, and in looking after his family. He regarded 
all these duties as a drawback in his life, anti looked on them 
all with contempt, because they were all directed to secur- 
ing his own personal welfare and that of his family. Military, 
administrative, political, and masonic ((uestions were con- 
tinually engrossing his attention. And without criticising 
this view or attempting to change it, Pierre watched this 
phenomenon — so strange, yet so familiar to him— with the 
smile of gentle, delighted irony that was now habitual with 
him. 

In Pierre’^s relations with Villarsky, with his cousin, with 
the doctor, and with all the people he met now, there was a 
new feature that gained him the goodwill of all. This was 
the recognition of the freedom of every man to think, to feel, 
and to look at things in his own way; the recognition of the 
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impossibility of altering a man’s conviction by words. This 
legitimate individuality of every man’s views, which had in old 
days troubled and irritated Pierre, now formed the basis of the 
sympathetic interest he felt in people. The inconsistency, 
sometimes the complete antagonism of men’s views with their 
own life or with one another, delighted Pierre, and drew from 
him a gentle and mocking smile. 

In practical affairs Pierre suddenly felt now that he had the 
centre of gravity that he had lacked in former days. In the 
past every money question, especially requests for money, to 
which as a very wealthy man he was particularly liable, had 
reduced him to a state of helpless agitation and perplexity. 
^ Ought I to give or not to give he used to ask himself, ^ I 
have money and he needs it. But some one (^Ise needs it more. 
Who needs it more? And perhaps both are impostors?’ 
And of all these suppositions he had in old days found no 
satisfactory solution, and gave to all as long as he had any- 
thing to give. In old days he had been in the same perplexity 
over every c|uestion relating to liis property when on<^ |)crRon 
told him he ought to act in one way and another advised 
something else. 

Now to his own surprise he found that he had no more 
doubt or hesitation on all such (|noslions. Now there* was a 
judge within him settling what he must do and what he must 
not, by some laws of whicJi he was himself unaware. 

He was just as unconcerned about money matters as before; 
but now he unhesitatingly knew what he ought to do and 
what he ought not to do. The first ajiplication of that now 
power within him was in the case of a prisoner, a French 
colonel, who called on him, talked very freely of his own 
great exploits, and finally delivered himself of a rc(juest that 
was more like a demand, that he should give him four thousand 
francs to send to his wife and children. Pierre refused to do 
so without the slightest difliculty or effort, and wondered 
himself afterwards that it had Iwicn so easy and simple to do 
what had in old days seemed so hopelessly difficult. At the 
same time as he refused the French colonel, ho made up his 
mind that he must certainly rcsoii; to some stratagem when 
ho loft Orel to induce the Italian officer to accept assistance, 
of which he stood in evident need. A fresh proof to Pierre of 
his greater certainty in regard to practical mattors was the 
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The first Russians to enter Moscow were the Cossacks of 
Wintzengerode’s detachment, the peasants from the nearest 
villages and the residents who had fled from Moscow and 
concealed themselves in the environs. On entering the ruined 
city, and finding it pillaged, the Russians fell to pillaging it 
ioo. They continued the work begun by the French. Trains 
of peasants’ wagons drove into Moscow to carry away to the 
villages all that had been abandoned in the ruined Moscow 
houses and streets. The Cossacks carried off what they could 
to their tents ; the householders collected all they could out 
of other houses, and removed it to their own under the 
pretence that it was their property. 

But the first pillaging parties were followed by others ; and 
every day as the numbers pillaging increased, the work of 
))lundcr became more difficult and assumed more definite 
forms. 

The French had found Moscow deserted but with all the 
forms of an organically normal town life still existent, with 
various branches of trades and crafts, of luxury, and political 
government and religion. These forms were lifeless but they 
still existed. There were markets, shops, stores, corn-exchanges, 
and bazaars — ^most of them stocked with goods. There were 
factories and trading establishments. There were palaces and 
wealthy houses filled with articles of luxury. There were 
hospitals, prisons, 'courts, churches, and cathedrals. The 
longer the French remained, the more these forms of town 
life perished, and at the end all was lost in one indistinguish- 
able, lifeless scene of pillage. 

The longer the pillaging of the French lasted, the more 
complete was the destruction of the wealth of Moscow and of 
the forces of the pillagers. The longer the pillaging lasted 
that was carried on by the Russians on their first return to 
the capital, and the more there were taking part in it, the 
more rapidly was the wealth of Moscow and the normal life 
of the town re-established. 

Apart from those who came for plunder, people of all sorts, 
drawn thither, some by curiosity, some by the duties of office, 
some by self-interests — householders, priests, officials, high and 
low, traders, artisans, and peasants— flowed back to Moscow 
from all sides, as the blood flows to the heart. 

Within a week the peasants who had come with empty 
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carts to carry off goods were detained by the authorities, and 
compelled to carry dead bodies out of the town. Other 
peasants, who had heard of their companions'* discomfiture, 
drove into the town with wheat, and oats, and hay, knocking 
down each others'* prices to a figure lower than it had been in 
former days. Gangs of carpenters, hoping for high wages, 
were arriving in Moscow every day; and on all sides there 
were new houses being built, or old half-burnt ones being 
repaired. Tradesmen carried on their business in booths. 
Cook-shops and taverns were opened in fire-blackened houses. 
The clergy held services in many churches that had escaped 
the fire. Church goods that had been plundered were re- 
stored as ofterings. Governineiit clerks set up their baixe- 
covered tables and pigeon-holes of papers in little rooms. 
The higher authorities and the police organised a distribu- 
tion of the goods left by the French. The owners of houses 
in which a great many of the goods plundered from other 
houses had been left complained of the injustice^ of all goods 
being taken to the Polygonal Palace. Others maintained that, 
the French had collected all the things from different houses 
to one spot, and that it was therefore unfair to restore to the 
master of the house the things found in it. The police were 
abused and were bribed ; estimates for government buildings 
that had been burnt were reckoned at ten times their valiu* ; 
and appeals for help were made. Count Kasl'oj>tchin wrote 
his ])ostors again. 


XV 

At the end of January Pierre arrived in Moscow and settled in 
the lodge of his mansion, as that had escaped the fire. Hcf 
called on Count Ilastoptcliin and several actiuaintanccs, aiul 
was intending in three days to set ofi' tt> Petersburg. Every 
one was triumphant at victory ; the ruined and reviving city 
was bubbling over with life. Every one was glad to see Pierre ; 
everybody was eager to see him, and to ask him about all he 
had seen. Pierre had a particidurly friendly feeling towards 
every one he met. But unconsciiuisly lie was a Htllc on his 
guard with people to avoid fettcring his freedom in any way. 
To all the (piostions put to him — important or trivial — wlxether 
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they asked him where he meant to live, whether he were 
going to build, when he was starting for Petersburg, or 
whether he could take a parcel there for some one, he answered, 

® Yes, very possibly,’ ^ I dare say I may,’ and so on. 

He heal’d that the Rostovs were in Kostroma, and the 
thought of Natasha rarely came to his mind, and when it did 
occur to him it was as a pleasant memory of time long pasb. 
He felt himself set free, not only from the cares of daily life, 
but also from that feeling which, it seemed to him, he had 
voluntai'ily brought upon himself. 

The third day after his arrival in Moscow he learnt from the 
Drubetskoys that Princess Marya was in Moscow. The death, 
the sufferings, and the last days of Prince Audrey had often 
engaged Pierre’s thoughts, and now recurred to him with fresh 
vividness. He heard at dinner that Princess Marya was in 
Moscow, and living in her own house in Vosdvizhenka, which 
had escaped the fire, and he went to call upon her the same 
evening. 

On the way to Princess Marya’s Pierre’s mind was full of 
Prince Andrey, of his friendship for him, of the different 
occasions when they had met, and especially of their last 
interview at Borodino. 

^ Can he possibly have died in the bitter mood he was in 
then ? Was not the meaning of life revealed to him before 
death?’ Pierre wondered. He thought of Karataev, of his 
death, and unconsciously compared those two men, so different, 
and yet alike, in the love he had felt for both, and in that 
both had lived, and both were dead. 

In the most serious frame of mind Pierre drove up to the 
old prince’s house. The house had remained entire. There 
wore traces to be seen of the havoc wrought in it, but the 
character of the house was unchanged. The old footman met 
Pierre with a stern face, that seemed to wish to make the guest 
feel that the absence of the old prince did make no difference 
in the severe routine of the household, and said that the 
princess had retired to her own apartments, and received on 
Sundays. 

‘Take my name to her; perhaps she will see me,’ said 
Pierre. 

‘ Yes, your excellency,’ answered the footman ; ‘ kindly walk 
into the portrait-gallery.’ 
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A few minutes later the t ootman returned accompanied by 
Dessalle. Dessalle brought si message from the princess that 
she would be very glad to seje Pierre, and begged him, if he 
would excuse the lack of ceijfei lony, to come upstairs to her 
apartment. 

In a low-pitched room, lig vj d by a single candle, he found 
the princess, and some one i her in a black dress. Pierre 
recollected that the princcsf id always had lady-companions 
of some sort with her, but i ho those comj)anions were, and 
what they were like, he did not remember. ‘ That is one of 
her companions,’ he thouglit,* glancing at the lady in the black 
dress. 

The princess rose swiftly to* meet him, and held out her 
hand. 

‘ Yes,’ she said, scrutinising 1 s altered face, after he had 
kissed her hand ; ‘ so this is ho ^ we meet again. He often 
talked of you at the last,’ she i said, turning her eyes from 
Pierre to the companion with a sort of baslifulness that struck 
him. 

was so glad to hear of yovir safety. It wai^ the only 
))icce of good news we had had for a long time.’ 

Again the princess glanced still more uneasily at llu* 
companion, and would have spoken; hut Piem* inlerrupled 
her. 

‘Only imagine, I knew nothing almut him,’ lie said. ‘I 
believed he had been killed. AAI I have heard has been 
through others, at third-hand. I only know that he fell in 
with the Rostovs. . . . What a .stirange stroke of destiny !’ 

Pierre talked rapidly, eagerly, He glancx*d ()m^e at the coin- 
jianion’s face, saw attentively frientlly, impiiring eyes fixetl 
upon him ; and as often happens, wliile talking, he vaguely 
felt that this lady-companion in the black dress was a good, 
kind, friendly creature, who need be no hindrance to his talk- 
ing freely to Princess Marya. 

But as he uttered the last words about the Rostovs, the 
embarrassment in Princess Marya’s face became oven more 
marked. Again her eyes shifted from Pierre’s face l.o the 
face of the lady in the black dress, and she said : 

‘ You don’t recognise her ?’ 

Pierre glatic(*d once more at the pale, thin face of her com- 
panion, with its black eyes and strange mouth, Homethiwflf 

vou in. * S A 
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very near to him, long forgotten, and more than sweet, gazed 
at him out of those intent eyes. 

‘ But no, it cannot be,’ he thought. ‘ That stern, thin, pale 
face that looks so much older ? It cannot be she. It is only 
a reminder of it.’ ^ 

But at that moment Princes ^arya said, ‘ Natasha ! ’ 

And the face with the inte eyes — painfully, with effort, 
like a rusty door opening — sn d, and through that opened 
door there floated to Pierre a,i s idden, overwhelming rush of 
long -forgotten bliss, of whilch; especially now, he had no 
thought. It breathed upon< him, overwhelmed him, and 
swallowed him up entirely. When she smiled, there could 
be no doubt. It was Natasha, and he loved her. 

In that first minute Pierre mwittingly betrayed to her and 
to Princess Marya, and mos of all to himself, the secret of 
which he had been himself u aware. lie flushed joyfully, and 
with agonising distress. H|e tried to conceal his emotion. 
But the more he tried to epneeal it, the more clearly — more 
clearly than if he had utteted the most dcHnilu words — he 
betrayed to himself, and ttj her, and to Princess Marya, that 
he loved her. ii 

‘No, it is nothing; it’s the sudden surprise,’ Pierre thought. 
But as soon as ho tried to go on with the eon\'er.sation with 
Princess Marya, he glanced again at Natasha, and a .still deeper 
flush spread over his face, and a still more violent wave of 
rapture and terror flooded his heart. He staminer<‘d in his 
speech, and stopped short in the middle of a .sentence. 

Pierre had not noticed Naitosha because he had never expected 
to see her here ; but he had not recognised her because the 
change that had taken place in her since he had seen her was 
immense. She had grown thin and pale. But it was not that 
that made her unrecognisable. No one would havc' recog- 
nised her at the moment when he entered, because when he 
first glanced at her there was no tnice of a smile in the eyes 
that in old days hod always beamed with a supT)roK.sed smile of 
the joy of life. They were intent, kindly eyes, nill of mournful 
inquiry, and nothing more. 

Pierre's embarrassment was not reflected in a corresponding 
embarrassment in Natasha, but only in a look of pleasure, that 
faintly lighted up her whole face. 



WAR AND PEACE 


371 


XVI 

‘ She has come to stay with me,’ said Princess Marya. ‘ The 
count and the countess will be here in a few days. The 
countess is in a terrible state. But Natasha herself hod to 
see the doctors. They made her come away with me.’ 

‘Yes. Is there a family without its own sorrow?’ said 
Pierre, turning to Natasha. ‘ You know it hapjamed tlie 
very day we were rescued. I saw’ him. What a splendid boy 
he was ! ’ 

Natasha looked at him, and, in answer to his words, her 
eyes only opened wider and grew brighter. 

‘ What can one say, or think, to give comfort ?’ said Pierre. 
‘ Nothing. 'Wliy had he to die, such a noble boy, so full of 
life?’ 

* Yes; in these days it would be hard to live without faith . . 
said Princess Marya. 

‘ Yes, yes. That is true, indeed,’ Piern* put in hiimedly. 

‘How so?’ Natasha asked, looking intenlly into J’ierre’s 
eyes. 

‘ How so ? ’ said Princess Marya. ‘ Why, only the thought 
of what awaits . . .’ 

Natasha, not heeding Prince.ss Marya’s words, looked again 
inquiringly at IMerre. 

‘And because,’ Pierre went on, ‘only ones who Ijelioves that 
there is a God guiding our lives can bear siicli a loss as hem, 
and . . • yours,’ said Pierre. 

Natasha opened her mouth, as though she would say some* 
thing, but she suddenly 8to{>ped. 

Pierre made haste to turn away from her, and to a<l dress 
Princess Marya again with a (luralion about the last days of 
his friend’s life. Pierre’s entburrassment had by now almost 
disappeared, but nt the same time he fell that all Ids former 
freedom had vanished too. He felt that there was now a 
judge criticising every word, every action of his; a jndgj* 
whose verdict was of greater conswueiice to liim lha'n the 
verdict of all the ncople in the world. As he talk<‘d now lie 
was considering the impression his wonls were making on 
Natasha as he uttered them, lie dkl not intentionally say 
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what might please her ; but whatever he said, he looked at 
himself from her point of view. 

With the unwillingness usual in such cases, Princess Marya 
began telling Pierre of the position in which she had found 
her brobher. But Pierre‘’s questions, his eagerly restless glance, 
his face quivering with emotion, gradually induced her to go 
into details which she shrank, for her own sake, from recalling 
to her imagination, 

* Yes, yes, . , said Pierre, bending forward over Princess 
Marya, and eagerly drinking in her words. ^ Yes, yes. So he 
found peace ? He was softened ? He was always striving with 
his whole soul for one thing only : to be entirely good, so that 
he could not dread death. The defects that were in him — if 
he had any — did not come from himself. So he was softened ? ’ 
he said. 

‘What a happy thing that he saw you again,’ he said to 
Natasha, turning suddenly to her, and looking at her with eyes 
full of tears. 

Natasha’s face quivered. She frowned, and for an instant 
dropped her eyes. For a moment she hesitated whether to 
speak or not to speak. 

‘Yes, it was a great happiness,’ she said in a low, deej) 
voice; ‘for me it was certainly a great happiness.’ She 
paused. ‘And he . . , he ... ho told me he was longing 
for it the very moment I wont in to him . . Nalasha’s voice 
broke. She flushed, squeezed her hands against lier knees and 
suddenly, with an evident effort to control herself, she lifted 
her head and began speaking rapidly : 

‘ We knew nothing about it when we were leaving Moscow. 
I did not dare ask about him. And all at once Sonya told 
me he was with us. I could think of nothing, I had no con- 
ception in what state he was ; all I wanted was to see him — ^to 
be with him,’ she said, trembling and breathless. And not 
lotting them interrupt her, she told all that she had never 
spoken of to anyone Defore; all she had gone through in those 
three weeks of their journey and their stay in Yaroslavl. 

Pierre heard her with parted lips and eyes full of tears 
fastened upon her. As he listened to her, he was not thinking 
of Prince Andre);, nor of death, nor of what she was saying. 
He heard her voice and only pitied her for the anguish she 
was feeling now in tolling him. 
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The princess, frowning in the effort to restrain her tears, 
sat by Natasha’s side and heard for the first time the story of 
those last days of her brother s and Natasha’s love. 

To speak of that agonising and joyous time was evidently 
necessary to Natasha. 

She talked on, mingling up the most insignificant details 
with the most secret feelings of her heart, and it seemed as 
though she could never finish. Several times she said the 
same thing twice. 

Dessalle’s voice was heard at the door asking whether Niko- 
lushka might come in to say good-night. ^Aiid that is all, 
all . . said Natasha. She got up quickly at the moment 
Nikolushka \vas coming in, and almost running to the door, 
knocked her head against it as it was hidden by the portiere, 
and with a moan, half of pain, half of sorrow, she rushed out 
of the room. 

Pierre gazed at the door by which she had gone out, and 
wondered why he felt suddenly alone in the wide world. 

Princess Marya roused him from his abstraction, calling his 
attention to her nephew who had just come into the room. 

The face of Nikolushka, so like I'lis father, had such an effect 
on Pierre at this moment of emotional tension, that, after 
kissing the child, he got up himself, and taking out his hand- 
kerchief, walked away to the window. He w^ouUi have taken 
leave, but Princess Marya would not let him go. 

* No, Natasha and I often do not go to bed till jiast two, 
please slay a little longer. We will have supper. (Jo down- 
stairs, wc will come in a moment.’’ 

Heforc Pierre went down, the princess said to him : * It is 
the first time she has talked of him like this.’’ 


xvn 

PrKRaK was conducted into the big, lighted-up dining-room. 
In a few minutes he heard footsteps and tlui })rinceHH and 
Natasha came into the room. Natasha was calm, though the 
stern, unsmiling expression Iwul come back again now into her 
face. Princess Marya, Natasha, and I^ierre all isiually experi'- 
enced that feeling of awkwanlucss which usually follows when 
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a serious and deeply felt conversation is over. To continue on 
the same subject is impossible ; to speak of trivial matters seems 
desecration, and to be silent is unpleasant, because one wants 
to talk, and this silence seems a sort of affectation. In silence 
they came to the table. The footmen drew back and pushed 
up the chairs. Pierre unfolded his cold dinner napkin, and 
making up his mind to break the silence he glanced at Natasha 
and at Princess Maiya. Both had plainly reached the same 
decision at the same moment; in the eyes of both there 
gleamed a satisfaction with life, and an admission that there 
was gladness in it as well as sorrow. 

‘Do you drink vodka, count.?'* said Princess Marya, and 
those words at once dispelled the shadows of the past. 

‘ Tell us about yourself,’ said Princess Marya ; ^ such in- 
credibly marvellous stories are being told about you.’ 

‘ Yes,’ answered Pierre, with the gentle smile of irony that 
had now become habitual with him. myself am told of 
marvels that I never dreamed of. Marya Abramovna invited 
me to come and see her and kept telling me what had happened 
to me, or ought to have happened. Stepan Stepanovitch too 
instructed me how I was to tell my story. Altogether I have 
noticed that to be an interesting person is a very easy position 
(I am now an interesting person); people invite mo and then 
tell me all about it.’ 

Natasha smiled and was about to say something. 

‘ We have been told that you lost two millions in Moscow. 
Is that true?’ 

* Oh, I am three times as rich,’ said Pierre, In spite of the 
strain on his fortune, of his wife’s debts, and the necessity of 
rebuilding, Pierre still said that he had become three times 
as rich. 

* What I have undoubtedly gained,’ he said, ‘ is freedom . . 
he was beginning seriously; but on second thoughts he did 
not continue, feeling that it was too egoistic a subject. 

* And you are building ?’ 

‘ Yes, such are Savclitch’s orders.’ 

^Tell me, you had not heard of the countess’s death when 
you stayed on in Moscow?’ said Princess Marya; and she 
flushed crimson at once, conscious that in putting this question 
to him after his mention of ‘freedom,’ she was ascribing a 
significance to his words which was possibly not intended. 
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‘ No,’ answered Pierre, obviously unconscious of any awkward- 
ness in the interpretation Princess Marya had put on his 
allusion to his freedom. ‘I heard of it in Orel, and you 
cannot imagine how it affected me. We were not an ex- 
emplary couple,’ he said quickly, glancing at Natasha and 
detecting in her face curiosity as to how he w'ould speak of his 
wife, ^ But her death affected me greatly. When two people 
quarrel, both are always in fault. And one becomes terribly 
aware of one’s shortcomings towards any one ^vho is no more. 
And then such a death . . . apart from friends and consola- 
tion. I felt very sorry for her,’ he concluded, and noticed 
with satisfaction a glad look of approval on Natasha’s face. 

^ And so you are once more an eligible said Princess 

Marya. 

Pierre flushed suddenly crimson ; and for a long while he 
tried not to look at Natasha. When he did venture to 
glance at her, her face was cold and severe, even, he fancied, 
disdainful. 

‘ But did you really see and talk to Napoleon, as we have 
been told?’ said Princess Marya. 

Pierre laughed. 

‘Not once, never. Every one always imagines that to be a 
prisoner is eciuivalent to being on a visit to Napoleon, I 
never saw, never even heard anything about him. I was in 
much lower company.’ 

Supper was over, and Pierre, who had at iirst refused to tiilk 
about his captivity, was gradually drawn into telling them 
about it. 

‘ But it is true that you slaved behind to kill Napoleon?’ 
Natasha asked him with a slight smile. ‘ I guessed that at 
the time when we met you by tbc Suliarev Tower; do you 
remember?’ 

Pierre owned that it was so; and from that question was 
led on by Princess Marya’s, ami still more by Natasha’s, 
questions to give a dctailetl account of his adventures. 

At first he told his story with that tone of gentle irony 
that he always had now towards men and especially towards 
himself. But as he came to describe the horrors and sufteriiigs 
he had seen, he was drawn on unawares, and began to speak 
with the suppressed emotion of a man living agaiii in imagina- 
tion through the intense impressions of the past. 
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Princess Marya looked from Pierre to Natasha Avith a gentle 
smile. In all he told them she sa^v only Pierre and his goodness. 
Natasha, her head supported in her hand, and her face chang- 
ing continually with the story, watched Pierre, never taking 
her eyes off him, and was in imagination passing through all 
he told her with him. Not only her eyes, but her exclama- 
tions and the brief questions she put showed Pierre that she 
understood from his words just what he was trying to convey 
by them. It was evident tliat she understood, not only what 
he said, but also what he would have liked to say and could 
not express in words. The episode of the child and of the 
woman in whose defence he Avas taken prisoner, Pierre de- 
scribed in this way. ‘ It was an awful scene, children aban- 
doned, some in the midst of the fire . . . Children wore 
dragged out before my eyes . . . and Avomen, Avho had their 
things pulled oflT them, candngs torn off . . 

Pierre Hushed and hesitated, ‘''llicn a patrol came up and 
all Avho were not pillaging, all the men, that is, they took 
prisoner. And me with them.'’ 

* I am sure you are tiot telling iis all ; I am sure you did 
some thing, \snkl Nalasha, and after a moment’s pause, ^some- 
thing good.’ 

Pierre went on with his story. When he came to the 
execution, lie would have passed over the horrible details of 
it, but Natasha insisted on his leaving nothing out. 

IMcrrc was beginning to tell them about Karataev ; he had 
risen from the table and was walking up and down, Natasha 
following him with her eyes, 

^No,"* he said, stopping short in his story, ®you cannot 
understand Avhat I learned from that illiterate man — that 
simple creature*.’ 

‘ No, no, us,’ said Natasha. ^ Where is he now ?’ 

‘ He was killed almost before my eyes,’ 

And Pierre l>egan to describe the latter part of their retreat, 
Karataev’s illness (his voice shook continually) and then his 
death. 

I^ierre told the talc of his adventures as he had never 
thought of them before. He saw now as it Avere a new signi- 
ficance in all he had been through. He experienced now in 
telling it all to Natasha that rare happiness given to men by 
women when they listen to them — not by elemr women, who, 
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as they listen, are either trying to remember what they are 
told to enrich their intellect and on occasion to repeat it, or 
to adapt what is told them to their own ideas and to 
bring out in haste the clever comments elaborated in their 
little mental factory. This rare happiness is given only by 
those real women, gifted with a faculty for picking out and 
assimilating all that is best in what a man shows them 
Natasha, though herself unconscious of it, was all rapt atten- 
tion ; she did not lose one word, one quaver of the voice, one 
glance, one twitching in the facial muscles, one gesture of 
Pierre's. She caught the word before it was uttered and bore 
it straight to her open heart, divining the secret import of all 
Pierre's spiritual travail. 

Princess Marya understood his story and sympathised with 
him, but she was seeing now something else tliat absorbed all 
her attention. She saw the possibility of love and hapj>iness 
between Natasha and Pierre. And this idea, w’hich struck her 
now for the first time, filled her heart with gladness. 

It was three o'clock in the night. '^Phe footmen, with 
melancholy and sevcTC faces, came in with fresh (iindlcs, but 
no one noticed them. 

Pierre finished his story. With shining, eager eyes Natasha 
still gazed intently and persistently at him, as thougii she 
longed to understand something more, tliat perhaps ho hatl 
left unsaid. In shamefaced and happy confusion, I’ierre 
glanced at her now and then, and was tllinking what to say 
now to change the subject. Princess Marya was mute. It did 
not strike any of them that it was three o'clock iii the night, 
and time to be in bed. 

‘They say; sufferings are misfortunes,'’ said Pierre. * But if 
at once, this minute, I was asked, would I remain wlmt I was 
before I was taken prisoner, or go through it all again^ I 
should say, for GodV sake let me rather bo a prisoner and eat 
horseflesh again, Wc imagine that ns soon ns we are torn 
out of our habitual path all is over, but it is only the 
beginning of something new and good. As long as there is 
life, there is happiness. There is a great deal, a great deal 
before us. That I sajf to you,’ ho said, turning to Nataslia, 

‘Yes, yes,’ she said, answering something allogel her dif- 
ferent, ‘and I too would ask for nothing bcltar than to go 
through it all again.' 
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Pierre looked intently at her. 

* YeSj and nothing more/ Natasha declared. 

® Not true, not true,’ cried Pierre. - ‘ I am not to blame for 
being alive and wanting to live ; and you the same.’ 

All at once Natasha let her head drop into her hands, and 
burst into tears. 

‘ What is it, Natasha ? ’ said Princess Marya. 

‘ Nothing, nothing.’ She smiled through her tears to Pierre. 
‘ Good-night, it ’s bedtime.’ 

Pierre got up, and took leave. 

Natasha, as she always did, went with Princess Marya into 
her bedroom. They talked of what Pierre had told them. 
Princess Marya did not give her opinion of Pierre. Natasha, 
too, did not talk of him. 

* Well, good-night, Marie,’ said Natasha. ‘ Do you know I 
am often afraid that we don’t talk of him ’ (she meant Prince 
Audrey), ^ as though we were afraid of desecrating our feelings, 
and so we forget him.’ 

Princess Marya sighed heavily, and by this sigh acknow- 
ledged the justice of Natasha’s words ; but she did not in words 
agree with her. 

‘ Is it possible to forget ? ’ she said. 

^ I was so glad to tell all about it to-day ; it was hard and 
painful, and yet I was glad to . . . Very glad,’ said Natasha; 
‘ I am sure that he really loved him. That was why I told 
him ... it didn’t matter my telling him ?’ she asked suddenly, 
blushing. 

® Pierre ? Oh, no ! How good he is,’ said Princess Marya. 

‘Do you know, Marie,’ said Natasha, suddenly, with a 
mischievous smile, such as Princess Marya had not seen for a 
long while on her face. ‘ He has become so clean and smooth 
and fresh ; as though he had just come out of a bath ; do you 
understand ? Out of a moral bath. Isn’t it so ? ’ 

‘ Yes,’ said Princess Marya, ‘ He has gained a great deal.’ 

‘And his short jacket, and his cropped hair; exactly as 
though he had just conic out of a bath . . . papa used 
sometimes . . 

‘I can understand how (Prince Andrey) ‘cared for no 
one else as he did for him,’ said Princess Marya. 

‘ Yes, and he is so different from him- They say men ai*e 
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better friends when they are utterly different. That must he 
true ; he is not a bit lilie him in anything, is he ?’ 

‘ Yes, and he is such a splendid fellow.’ 

‘Well, good-night,’ answered Natasha. And the same 
mischievous smile lingered a long while as though forgotten 
on her face, y 


XVIII 

For a long while I’iorre could not sleep that night, lie 
walked up and down his room, at one moment frowning, 
deep in some difllcnlt train of thought, at the next shrugging 
his shoulders and shaking himself, and at the next smiling 
blissfully. 

He thought of Prince Audrey, of Natasha, of their love, 
and at one moment was jealous of her past, and at the next 
reproached himself, and then forgave himself for the feeling. 
It was six o'clock in the morning, and still he paced the 
room. 

‘ Well, what is one to do, if there’s no escaping it.f What 
is one to do ? It must be the right thing, then,’ he said to 
himself; and hurriedly undressing, he got into bed, happy and 
agitated, but free from doubt and hesitation. 

‘However strange, however impos-siblc such happiness, I 
must do everything that wo may be man and wife,’ he said to 
himself. 

Keveral days previously Piern*. hml llxeil on the following 
Friday an the <lato on which he would set off to J’etershiirg. 
When lie waked up next <lay it was Thursday, and Savelitch 
came to him for orders about ]>acking the things for the 
journey. 

‘'I’o IVtaraburg? What is Petersburg? Who is in 
Petersburg?’ he unconsciously asked, though only of him- 
self. ‘ Yes, some long while ago, before this happened, I was 
meaning for some reason to go to Petersburg,’ he recalled. 
‘Why was it? And I shall go, i>erhap8. I low kind he is, 
and how attentive, how he rcnieni hers everything! ’ he thought, 
looking at HavcHtch's old facw. ‘ And what a pleasant smile ! ’ 
he thought. 
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* Well, and do you still not want your freedom, Savelitch?’ 
asked Pierre. 

‘What should I want my freedom for, your excellency? 
With the late count — ^the Kingdom of Heaven to him — we 
got on very well, and under you, we have never known any 
unkindness.** 

‘ Well, but your children ?’ 

‘My children too will do very well, your excellency; under 
such masters one can get all right.’ 

‘ Well, but my heirs ? ’ said Pierre. ‘ All of a sudden I shall 
get married ... It might happen, you know,’ he added, with 
an involuntary smile. 

‘ And I make bold to say, a good thing too, your excellency,’ 

‘ How easy he thinks it,’ thought Pierre. ‘ He does not 
know how terrible it is, how perilous. Too late or too early 
... It is terrible ! ’ 

‘What are your orders? Will you be pleased to go 
to-morrow ? ’ asked Savelitch, 

‘No; I will pub it off a little. I will tell you later. You 
must excuse the trouble I give you,’ said Pierae, and watching 
Savelitch’s smile, he thought how strange it was, though, that 
he should not know there was no such thing as Petersburg, 
and that that must be settled before everything. 

‘ He really does know, though,’ he thought ; ‘ he is only pre- 
tending. Shall I tell him ? What does he think about it ? 
No, another time.’ 

At breakfast, Pierre told his cousin that he had been the 
])revious evening at Princess Marya’s, and had found there — 
could she fancy whom — ^Natasha Rostov. 

The princess looked as though she saw nothing more extra- 
ordinary in that fact than if Pierre had seen some Anna 
Semyonovna. 

‘You know her?’ asked Pierre. 

‘ I have seen the princess,’ she answered, ‘ and I had heard 
they were making a match between her and young Rostov. 
That would be a very fine thing for the Rostovs ; I am told 
they arc utterly ruined.’ 

‘ No, I meant, do you know Natasha Rostov ?’ 

‘ I heard at the time all about that story. Very sad.’ 

‘She does not understand, or she is pretending,’ thought 
Pierre. ‘ Better not tell her either.’ 
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The princess, too, had prepared pro\isions for Pierre'^s journey. 

‘ How kind they all are,"* thought Pierre, " to trouble about 
all this now, when it certainly can be of no interest to them. 
And all for my sake ; that is what’s so marvellous. ‘ 

The same day a police officer came to see Pierre, with an 
offer to send a trusty agent to the Polygonal Palace to receive 
the things that were to-day to be restored among the owners. 

‘ And this man too,’ thought Pierre, looking into the police 
officer’s face, ^what a nice, good-looking officer, and how 
good-natured ! To trouble about such trifles 7io7c\ And yet 
they say he is not honest, and takes bribes. What nonsense ! 
though after all wliy shouldn’t he take bribes ? He has been 
brought up in that way. They all do it. But such a pleasant, 
good-humoured face, and he smiles w^hen he looks at me.’ 

Pierre went to Princess Marya’s bo dinner. As he drt)vc 
through the streets between the charrcid wrecks of houses, he 
admired the beauty of those ruins. The chimneys of stoves, 
and the tumbledown walls of houses stretched in long rows, 
hiding one another, all through the burnt (juarters of tin* 
town, and recalled to him the pictures(|ue ruins of the Rhine 
and of the Colosseum, 'fhe sledgc‘-dri vers and in<*n on hom^- 
back, the carpenters at work on the frames of the houses, tlie 
hawkers and shopkeepers all look<‘d at Pierre with <‘hcerful, 
beaming faces, and seemed to him to say; K)h, here he is! 
We shall see what comes of it.’ 

On reaching Princess Marya’s house, Pierr(‘ was beset by a 
sudden doubt wbclher it were true that he had be‘en tlH*rc the 
day before, and had r(‘ally seen Nahisha and falk(*d lo her. 
* Perhaps it was all niy own invenUon, perhaps I shall go in 
and see no one,’ But no sooner had lie enten‘d the room than 
in his whole being, from his instantaneous loss of freedom, he 
was aware of her presence. She was wearing the same blactk 
dress, that hung in soft folds, and had her hair arranged in the 
same way, but she was utterly different. Had she looktfd like 
this when he came in yesterday, he could not have failed to 
recognise hen 

She was just as he had known her almost as a child, and 
later when betrothed to Prince Audrey. A bright, (pK'stioning 
light gleamed in her eyes; there was a friendly and strangely 
mischievou,s expression in her face. 

Pierre dined, and would have spent the whole evening with 
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them ; hut Princess Marya was going to vespei's, and Pierre 
went with them. 

Next day Pierre ai*rived early, dined with them, and stayed 
the whole evening. Although Princess Marya and Natasha 
were obviously glad to see their visitor, and although the whole 
interest of Pierre’s life was now centred in that house, by the 
evening they had said all they had to say, and the conversation 
passed continually from one trivial subject to another and 
often broke off altogether. Pierre stayed so late that evening 
that Princess Marya and Natasha exchanged glances, plainly 
wondering whether he would not soon go. Pierre saw that, 
but he could not go away. He began to feel it irksome and 
awkward, but still he sat on because he could not get up and go. 

Princess Marya, foreseeing no end to it, was the first to get 
up, and complaining of a sick headache, she began saying 
good-night. 

‘ So you are going to-morrow to Petersburg ?’ she said. 

‘ No, I am not going,’ said Pierre hurriedly, with surprise 
and a sort of resentment in his tone. ^No . . . yes, to 
Petersburg. To-morrow, perhaps ; but I won’t say good-bye, 
I shall come to see if you have any commissions to give me,’ 
he added, standing before Princess Marya, turning very red, 
and not taking leave. 

Natasha gave him her hand and retired. Princess Marya, 
on the contraiy, instead of going away, sank into an armchair, 
and with her lumiuous, deep eyes looked sternly and intently 
at Pierre. The weariness she had unmistakably betrayed just 
before had now quite passed off. She drew a deep, prolonged 
sigh, as though preparing for a long conversation. 

As soon as Natasha had gone, all Pierre’s confusion and 
awkwardness instantly vanish<id, and were replaced by excited 
eagerness. 

lie rapidly moved a chair close up to Princess Marya. 
* Yes, I wanted to tell you,’ he said, replying to her look as 
though to words. * Princess, help me. What am I to do? 
Can I hope? Princess, my dear friend, listen to me. I know 
all about it. I know I am not worthy of her; I know that it 
is impossible to talk of it now. But I want to be a brother 
to her. No, not that, I don’t, I can’t . , He paused and 
passed his hands over his face and eyes. *lt’s like this,’ he 
went on, making an evident effort to speak coherently. ‘I 
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don’t know since when I have loved her. But I have loved 
her alone, only her, all my life, and I love her so that I cannot 
imagine life without her. I cannot bring myself to ask for 
her hand now ; but the thought that, perhaps, she might be 
my wife and my letting slip this opportunity , . . opportunity 
. . . is awful. Tell me, can I hope ? Tell me, what am I to 
do ? Dear princess,’ he said, after a brief pause, touching her 
hand as she did not answer. 

‘ I am thinking of what you have j ust told me,’ answered 
Princess Marya, ‘This is what I think. You arc right that 
to speak to her of love now . . .’ The princewi paused. She 
had meant to say that to speak to her of love now was impos- 
sible ; but she stopped, becau.se .she had seen during the last 
three days by the sudden change in Natasha that she would 
by no means bo oflended if Pienc were to avow his love, that, 
in fact, it was the one thing she desired. 

‘To speak to her now ... is out of the question,’ she 
nevertheless said. 

‘ But what am I to do ? ’ 

‘Ti‘ust the matter to me,’ said Princess Murya, ‘I 
know . . .’ 

PieiTe looked into her eyes, 

‘Well, well .. .’he said. 

‘ I know that she loves . . . that she will love you,’ Princess 
Marya correctc<l herself. 

She had hardly uttered the words, when Piem* leaped up, 
and with a face of consternation clutched at Princess Mnrya’s 
hand. 

‘ What makes you think so ? You think 1 may hoiMi ? 
You think so? . . .’ 

‘ Yes, I think so,’ said Princass Marya, smiling. ‘ Write to 
her parents. And leave it to me. I will tell her when it is 
|)os.siblc. I desire it to come to pass. And I Imve a feeling 
in my heart that it will be so.’ 

‘ 1^0, it cannot be 1 How happy I am ! But it cannot be ! 

. . . How happy I am ! No, it cannot he ! ’ Pierre kept saying, 
kissing Princess Marya’s hands. 

‘ You should go to Petersburg; it will be better. And I 
will write to you,’ she said. 

‘To Petersburg? I am to go? Yes, very well, I will go. 
But I can come and see you to-inorrow ? ’ 
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Next day Pierre came to say good-bye. Natasha was less 
animated than on the preceding days; but sometimes that 
day, looking into her eyes, Pierre felt that he was vanishing 
away, that he and she were no more, that there was nothing 
but happiness. ‘ Is it possible ? No, it cannot be,’ he said to 
himself at every glance she gave, every gesture, every word, 
that filled his soul with gladness. 

When, on saying good-bye, he took her thin, delicate hand 
he unconsciously held it somewhat longer in his own. 

‘Is it possible that that hand, that face, those eyes, all 
that treasure of womanly charm, so far removed from me, 
is it possible it may all one day be my own for ever, as 
close and intimate as I am to myself.? No, it’s surely 
impossible .P , . .’ 

‘ Good-bye, count,’ she said to him aloud, ‘I shall so look 
forward to seeing you again,’ she added in a whisper. 

And those simple words, and the look in the eyes and 
the face, that accompanied liiem, formed the subject of inex- 
haustible reminiscences, interpretations, and happy dreams for 
Pierre during two whole months. ‘I shall look forward to 
seeing you again.’ ‘ Yes, yes, how did she say it? Yes, “I 
.shall so look forward to seeing you again.” Oh, how happy 
I ami How can it be that I am so happy I’ Pierre said to 
himself. 


XIX 

There was nothing in Pierre’s soul now like what had 
passed within him in similar circumstances during the time 
of his being betrothed to Ellen. 

He did not go over, he had then, with a sickening sense 
of shame the words he had uttered; he did not say to himself ; 
‘ Oh, why did I not say that, and why, oh why, did I say then: 
I love you.’ Now, on the contrary, every word of hers and 
of his own, he went over in’ his imarination with every detail 
of look and smile, and wanted to add nothing, to take nothing 
away, he longed only to hear it over again. As for doubts — 
whether what he contemplated doing was right or wrong— 
there was never a trace of them now. Only one terrible doubt 
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sometimes assailed his mind. Was iL iiol all a dieaiii ? Was 
not Princess Marya mistaken P Am I not too conceited and 
self-confident ? I believe in it ; but all at once — ami it "s what is 
sure to happen — Princess Marya tells her; and slie smiles and 
answei's: ‘How queer! He has certainly xnade a mistake. 
Doesn’t he know' that he is a man, a mere man, whil<* I ? . . . 
I am something altogether dilferent, higher.’ 

This doubt alone often beset Pierre. lie made no plans 
of any sort now. The happiness before him seemed to him so 
incredible that the only thing that matlxu-ed was i,o bring 
it to pass, and nothing could be beyond. J^NerylJiiiig else 
was over. 

A joyful, unexpected frenzy, of which Pi<'rre had )>eh\*ved 
himself incapable, seized upon him. 'I’lie whok* meaning of 
life, not for him only, but for all the world, seemed to him 
centred in his love iind the possibility of her loving liini. 
Sometimes all men seemed to him to be absorbed in nolliing 
else than his future happiness. It seemed to hiui scmietimes 
that they wore all rejoicing as he was himself, and wttn* only 
trying to conceal that joy, by pretending to he (x^cuipied with 
other interests. In every" word and gest.iin* he saw an allusion 
to his happiness. He often surprised p(‘opk‘ by his significant 
and blissful looks and smiles, that seemed lo <*xpres.s some 
secret understanding with them. Put w'hen lx* realise<l that 
peo])lo could not know of his happiness, Ix* pitied ilxrm from 
the bottom of his heart, an<I felt an iinpulM* lo try to make* 
them somehow understand that nil fhal ihe\ \ver(‘*int(*resled 
in was utter nonsense and trifles not deserving of attention. 

When suggestions wa:re made Lo him that he should take 
office under government, or when <*nlieisms of any sort ou 
general, political (pieslions, or on tlu* war, wercf madt* b<*fbrt* 
him, on the supposition that one course of i*v(‘nl.s or another 
would affect the happiness of all men, he lisUmed wilh a gentle 
smile of commiseration, and asUxmcled tlx* jx‘rM>ns conversing 
with him by his strange obsorvalions. Hut l)olh I host* jH*m)ns, 
wlm seemed to J*ierre lo grasp the true signifkvuict* of lift*, 
that is, liis feeling, and thos(* luckless W’r(*tche« who obviously 
had no notion of it — all at this jjeriocl appeart'd to Pierre ill 
the radiant light of his own {^lowing fe(‘ling; so that on meet- 
ing any one, ho saw in him without the slightest effort every- 
thing that was good and deserving of love. 
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As he looked through his dead wife’s papers and belongings, 
he had no feeling towards her memory but one of pity that 
she had not known the happiness he knew now. Prince Vassily, 
who was particularly haughty just then, having received a new 
post and a star, struck him as a pathetic and kind-hearted 
old man, very much to be pitied. 

Often afterwards Pierre recalled that time of happy insanity. 
All the judgments he formed of men and circumstances during 
that period remained for ever true to him. Far from renounc- 
ing later on those views of men and things, on the contrary, in 
inner doubts and contradictions, he flew back to the view he 
had had during that time of madness ; and that view always 
turned out to be a true one. 

‘ Perhaf)s,’ lie thought, ^ I did seem strange and absurd 
then ; but I was not so mad then as I seemed. On the 
contrary, I was cleverer and had more insight then than at any 
time, and I understood everything worth understanding in 
life, because . • . I was happy.’ 

Pierre’s madness showed itself in his not waiting, as in old 
days, for those personal grounds, which he had called good 
(jualitics in people, in order to love them ; l)ut as love was 
brimming over in his heart he loved men without cause, and so 
never failed to discover incontestable reasons that made them 
worth loving. 


XXII 

Fiiom tliat first evening, when Nata.sha had said to Princess 
Marya, with a gaily mocking smile, that he looked exactly, 
yes, exactly, as if he had come out of a bath with his short 
(acket and his cropped hair— ft-om that minute something 
bidden and unrecognised by herself, yet irresistible, awakened 
in Natasha’s soxil. 

Everything— face, gait, eyes, voice— everything was at once 
transformed in her. To her own surprise, the force of life and 
hopes of happiness floated to the surface and demanded satis- 
faction. From that first evening Natasha seemed to have 
forgotten all that had happened to her. From that time she 
nem* once complained of nor position ; she said not one word 
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about the past, and was not afraid of already making light- 
hearted plans for the future. She s})oke little of Pierre; hut 
when Princess Marya mentioned him, a light that had long 
been dim gleamed in her eyes, and her lips curved in a strange 
smile. 

The change that took place in Natasha at first surprised 
Princess Marya; but when she understood what it meant, 
that change mortified her. ^Can she have loved my brother 
so little that she can so soon forget him?^ thought Princess 
Marya, when she thought over it alone. Hut when slu* was 
with Natasha she was not vexed with her, and did not blame 
her. The awakened force of life that had r(*g.'iiiu‘(l posseshion 
of Natasha was obviously so irresistible and so unexpetded 
by herself, that in Natasha’s presence Prim'ess Maiya felt 
that she had no right to blame her even in her heai*l. 

Natasha gave herself up with such compleloness and sincerity 
to her new feeling that she did not even atl<*mi)t to coJU'cal 
that she was not now sorrowful, but glad and happy. 

Wlien Princess Marya had returned to her room tlmt: night 
after her interview with Pierre, Natasha met her on tiu* 
threshold, 

‘He has spoken Yes? He 1ms spoken she repealed. 
And a joyful, and at the same time piteous, expression, that 
begged forgiveness for its joy, was in Natasha’s face. ‘ I 
wanted bo listen at the door; but 1 km*w yon w'ouhl tell me.’ 

Heady as Princess Marya was to uiufersiand and to be 
touched by the exi)rcssion with which Nalasha looked at her, 
and much as she felt for her agitation, yet her words for the 
first moment mortified her. She thought of her brother an<l 
his love. 

‘But what is one to do? She eaimot lielp it,’ thought 
Princess Marya; and with a sad and somewhat scvctc* face 
she repeated to Natasha all Pierre had said to her. Nnlaslm 
was stupefied to hear be was going to Peierslnirg. 
Petersburg!’ slie repeated, as though unable to take it in. 

Hut looking at the mournful cxpressioik of Princess Marya's 
face she divined the cause of her sadness, and siuhleiily burst 
into tears. 

‘ Marie,’’ she said, ‘ tell me what I am to do. I am afraid of 
being horrid. Whatever you say, I will <1() ; loll me . . 

‘ You love him ?’ 
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‘ Yes ! ’ whispered Natasha. 

* What are you crying for, then ? I am very glad for you/ 
said Princess Marya, moved by those tears to complete forgive- 
ness of Natasha’s joy. 

‘ It will not be soon . . . some day. Only think how happy 
it will be when I am his wife and you marry Nikolay ! ’ 

‘ Natasha, I have begged you not to speak of that. Let us 
talk of you.’ 

Both were silent. 

‘ Only why go to Petersburg ? ^ cried Natasha suddenly, and 
she hastened to answer herself. ‘ No, no ; it must be so . . . 
Yes, Marie? It must be . . 



EPILOGUE 


PART I 
I 

Seven years had passed by. The storm- tossed, historic oceati 
of Europe was subsiding within its shores. It seemed to liave 
grown calm ; but the mysterious forces moving hunmnity 
(mysterious, because the laws controlling their action are 
unknown to us) were still at work. 

Although the surface of the ocean of history scjemed 
motionless, the movement of humanity was an uninlcrnipted 
as the How of time. Various series of groups of men were 
joining together and separating; the (^aus(‘K werci being pre- 
pared that would bring about the formation and th<» dissolu- 
tion of empires and the migrations of peoples. 

The ocean of history was not now, as before, tossed violently 
from one shore to the other; it was seething in its depths. 
Historical (Igurcs were not dashing abru])tly from one side to 
the other ; now they seemed to be rotating on the same spot. 
The historical figures, that had in the preceding years at the 
head of armies reflected the movement of the masses, com- 
manding wars, and marches, and battles, now reflected that 
movement in political and diplomatic combinations, statutes, 
and treaties. 

Tills tendency on the part of tlu^ figures of history, the 
historians call the reaction. 

In describing the part played by these historical jx^rsonages, 
the historians criticise tliem severely, supposing them to lie 
the cause of what they call the reavtiou. All the cel(*bmted 
persons of that period, from Alexander ami Napoleon to 
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Madame de Stael, Foty, Schelling, Fichte, Chateaubriand, 
and so on, receive the severest criticism at their hands, and are 
acquitted or condemned according as they worked for progress 
or for reactim. 

In Russia, too, so they tell us, a reaction was taking place 
at that period , and the person chiefly to blame for that reaction 
was Alexander i. — the same Alexander who, by their own 
account, was chiefly responsible for the liberal movement at 
the beginning of his reign, and for the saving of Russia. 

In modern Russian literature there is no one, from the school- 
boy essay writer to the learned historian, who would not throw 
his stone at Alexander for the unprincipled acts of this later 
period of his reign. 

* He should have acted in such and such a way. On that 
occasion he acted well, and on that other, he acted ill. He 
behaved splendidly in the beginning of his reign and during 
1812; but he did ill in giving a constitution to Poland, in 
making the Holy Alliance, in letting Arakteheev have power, 
in encouraging CTolitsin and mysticism ; and later on, in 
encouraging Shishkov, and Foty. He acted wrongly in inter- 
fering with the army on active service; he acted wrongly in 
cashiering the Scmyonovwky regimen t, and so on.'' 

One might cover ten pages in enumerating all the faults 
found in him by the historians, on the assumption that they 
])ossess a knowledge of what is for the good of humanity. 

What do these criticisms mean ? 

Do not the very actions for which the historians applaud 
Alexander i., such as the liberalism of the early part of his 
reign, flie struggle with Napoleon, the lirmiiess shown in 1812, 
and the campaign of 1818, proceed from those very sources — 
the circumstances of birth and breeding and life that made 
Alexander's jjcrsouality what it was — ^from which proceed also 
the acts for which he is censured by the historians, such as the 
Holy Alliance, the restoration of Poland, the reaction from 
1820 onward ? 

What is the substance of the charge brought in these 
criticisms? It is a charge brought against an historical per- 
sonage standing at the highest jiossible pinnacle of human 
power, as it were, in the focus where all the rays of history 
concentrated their blinding light upon him ; a personage sub- 
jected to the strongest influences of intrigue, deceit, flattery, 
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and self-deception, inseparable from power ; a personage who 
felt himself at every moment of his life responsible foi* all 
that was being done in Europe; and a personageJSiot an 
invented character, but a live creature, like any other man, 
with his own personal idiosyncrasies, and passions and im- 
pulses towards goodness, beauty, and truth. And the charge 
brought against this personage is not that he was not virtuous 
(the historians have no reproach to make against him on this 
score), but that he, living fifty years ago, had not the same 
views as to the good of humanity as those held to-day l>v a 
professor who has, from his youth uj), been eiigag(‘(l in study, 
i.e. in reading books, listening to lectures., and making notes of 
those books and those lectures in a notc‘-book. 

Hut even if we assume that Alexander i., lifty years ago, was 
mistaken in his view of what was for the good of p(‘(>ples, wc 
can hardly help assuming that tin* historian, criticising Alex- 
ander, will, after a certain lapse of tiuus prove to be also 
incorrect in his view of what is for the good of humanity, it 
is the more natural and inevitable to assum(‘ this lan^ause, 
watching the development of history, we se<* that, with every 
year, with every n<uv writer, the vii‘w of what is for the go<wl 
of humanity is sonu'what shifted; so lhal, what did s(*ein good, 
after ten years, is regarch'd ns hunuful, and vhr u m/. ^I'liat 
is not all. We even find in history ilu' views of eontein- 
poraries as to what was good, and whht was harmful, utterly 
ojiposed to one another. Soim* regard tlu* giving of a con- 
stitution to Poland, and tlu* Holy Alliance, us highly to the 
credit of Alexander; while others regard the same aelums as a 
slur on his name. 

It is impohsible to say of* the careers of Alexander and of 
Napoleon that they weni benelieial or harmful, seeing that we 
cannot sa^ wherein the b(»nofll or harm of hmnanit^y lies. If 
any one dislikes the career of either, h<‘ only dislikes ft from its 
incompatihility with his own limited conception of what is the 
good of humanity. Even though I n‘gard as good the nre- 
servation of my father‘’s hoiisi* in Mo.s(’t)W' in I HI 2, or the glory 
of the Ilussian army, or the. flourishing of tin* IVt.ersburg or 
some other university, or the independence of Poland, or the 
supremacy of Russia, or tins balane<s of European pow<*r, or a 
special hraneh of European enlightenment progr(*ss— y(‘t I nin 
bound to admit that the aelivity of any historical persotmge 
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had, apart from such ends, other ends more general and beyond 
my gras25. 

But M us suppose that so-called science has the power of 
conciliating all contradictions, and has an invariable standard 
of good and bad by which to try historical personages and 
events. 

Let us suppose that Alexander could have acted quite 
differently. Let us assume that, in accordance with the 
prescription of those who censure him, and who profess a 
knowledge of the iinal end of the movement of humanity, he 
could have followed that programme of nationalism, of freedom, 
of ctjuality, and of progress (there seems to be no other) which 
his inotOTii critics would have selected for him. Lot us suppose 
that programme could have been ])ossible, and had actually 
been formulated at that lime, and that Alexander could have 
acted in accordance with it. What, then, would have become 
of the activity of all the persons who were opposing thc^ 
tendency of the government of that day — of the activity" 
which, in the opinion of the historians, was good anjL 
beneficial ? 'rhero would have been none of that activit 3 p* 
there would have been no life; there would have been 
nothing. 

Once admit that human life can be guided by reason, and 
all possibility of life is annihilated. 


II 

Ik one admits, as historians do, that great men lead humanity 
to the attainment of certain cuds, sucli as the aggrandisement 
of Russia or of France or the balance of power, or the diffu- 
sion of the ideas of the revolution, or of general progress, or 
anything else you like, it becomes impossible to explain the 
phenomena of history apart from the conceptions of chance 
and ffcnim. 

If the object of the European wars of the beginning of this 
century had been the aggrandisement of Russia, that object 
might have been attained without any of the preceding wars, 
and without invasion of foreign territory, 

If the object were the aggrandisement of Franco, that aim 
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might have been attained apart from the revolution and the 
empire. If the object were the diffusion of ideas, the printing 
of books would have attained that object much more effectually 
than soldiers. If the object were the progress"ofscj4i jjjsa tien^ 
one may very readily assume that there sure other more effectual 
means of diffusing civilisation than the slaughter of men and 
the destruction of their property. 

Why did it come to pass in t^s way and no other ? Because 
it happened so. ^Chance created the position; genius took 
advantage of it,’ says liistory. 

But what is chance ? What is genius ? 

The words chance genius mean nothing actually existing, 
and so cannot be defined. These words merely denote a certain 
stage in the comprehension of phenomena. I do not know 
how some phenomenon Is brought about; I believe that I cannot 
know ; consequently I do nob want to know and talk of chance. 

I see a force producing an effect out of proportion with the 
average effect of human powers ; I do not understand how this 
is brought about, and' I talk about 

To a flock of sheefp the sheep who is every evening driven 
by the shepherd int^ a special pen to feed, and becomes twice 
as fat as the rest, mi^st seem to be a genius. And the circum- 
stance that every cvjcning that sheep does not come into the 
common fold, but into a special pen full of oats, and that that 
same sheep grows fit and is killed for mutton, must present 
itself to the minds ^f the other sheep as a singular conjunction 
of genius with a wl^ole scries of exceptional c‘haiiccs. 

But the sheep only cease to assume that all that is 
done to them is with k view to the attainment of their sheepish 
ends; they need onl^ admit that the events that occur to 
them may have ondsf^beyond their ken, and they will at once 
see a unity and a cofticrcncc in what happens with the fatted 
sheep. Even thougW they will not know for what end he is 
fattened, at least thtfy will know that all that happens to him 
does not happen bw chance, and they will have no need to 
resort to the concejition of chance, nor to the conception of 
ge7tius. 

It is only by renouncing all claims to knowledge of an 
immediate comprcl) cnsible aim, and acknowledging the final 
aim to be beyond c m* ken, that we see a consistent whole in 
the life of liistoricjil persons. The cause is then revealed to 
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us of that effect produced by them out of proportion with the 
common powers of humanity, and we have no need of the 
words chance g enius. 

" admit that the object of the convulsions 

of the European natifi^s is beyond our knowledge, and that we 
know only the facts, co'h^isting mainly of murders committed 
at first in France, then in'd^ly? then in Africa, in Prussia, in 
Austria, in Spain, and in Russia, and that the movements from 
west to east and from east to ^"?st constitute the essence and 
end of those events, and we shalliiot need to see something 
exceptional — genius — in the chara8t®rs of Napoleon and of 
Alexander, and shall indeed be unaipl® to conceive of those 
persons as being in any way different everybody else. And 
far from having to explain as chance those petty events, which 
made those men what they were, it witl be clear to us that all 
those petty details were inevitable. 

When we give up all claim to a kno\V^odge of the final end, 
we shall clearly perceive that just as Ifve cannot invent any 
flower or seed more truly appropriate to a plant than those 
it produces, so we cannot imagine anyU^o persons, with all 
their past in such complete congruity, ^own to the smallest 
details, with the part they were destined fto i)lay. 


Ill 

Txik underlying essentially significant of the European 

events of the beginning of the present ®tury is the military 
movement of masses of European peojJ^ from west to cast, 
and again from cast to west. The orfsii^fl-l movement was 
that from west to east. That the peojf los of the west miffht 
be able to accom})lish the military marcl| upon Moscow, which 
they (lid accomplish, it was essential (IjVhat they should be 
combined in a military group of such oJ magnitude as to be 
able to withstand the resistance of the military group of the 
east; (2) that they should have renouncedl their established 
traditions and habits; and (3) that they fl^uuld have at their 
head a man able to justify in his own and theirs the 

perpetration of all the deception, robbcj|y 9 ^ud murder that 
accomj^any that movement. 
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And to start from the French Revolution, that old group 
of insufficient magnitude is broken up ; the old habits and 
traditions are destroyed ; step by step a group is elaborated 
of new dimensions, new habits, and new traditions ; and the 
man is prepared, who is to stand at the head of the coming 
movement, and to take upon himself the whole responsibility 
of what has to be done, 

A man of no convictions, no habits, no traditions, no name, 
not even a Frenchman, by the strangest freaks of chance, as 
it seems, rises above the seething parties of France, and with- 
out attaching himself to any one of them, advances to a 
prominent position. 

The incompetence of his colleagues, the weakness and in- 
significance of his opponents, the frankness of the deception, 
and the dfmling and self-confident limitation of the man raise 
him to the head of the army. The brilliant personal qualities 
of the soldiers of the Italian army, the disinclination to light 
of his opponents, and his childish insolence and conceit gain 
him military glory. Innumerable so-callcd chance cl rcinnstances 
attend him everywhere. The disfavour into which he falls 
with the French Directorate lurns to his advantage. His 
efforts to avoid the path ordained for him nre unsuccessful; 
he is not received into the Russian army, and his projects in 
Turkey come to nothing. 

During the wars in Italy he was several iinu's on the verge 
of destruction, and was every time saved in an unexpected 
fashion. The Russian troops — the very troops which were 
able to demolish his glory — owing to various diplomatic con- 
siderations, do not enter Europe until lie is there. 

On his return from Italy, he finds thc^ government in Paris 
in that process of dissolution in which all men who arc in the 
government are inevitably effaced and millifiod. And an escape 
for him from that perilous position offers itself in the shape 
of an aimless, groundless cxpcditioui to Afri<‘a. Again the 
same so-called chance circumstances acc‘ompany liiin. Malta, 
the impregnable, surrenders without a shot being fired ; the 
most ill-considered measures are crowned with succ(»ss. IMk? 
enemy'’s fleet, wliich later on docs not let one boat escape it, 
now lets a whole army elude it. In Africa a whole series of 
outrages is perpetrated on the almost unarmed inhabitants. 
And the men perpetrating these atrocities, and their leader 
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most of all, persuade themselves that it is noble, it is glory, 
that it is like Caesar and Alexander of Macedon, and that 
it is fine. 

That ideal of glory and of great7\es$^ consisting in esteeming 
nothing one does wrong, and glorying in every crime, and 
ascribing to it an incomprehensible, supernatural value — that 
ideal, destined to guide this man and those connected with 
him, is elaborated on a grand scale in Africa. Whatever he 
does succeeds. The plague does not touch him. The cruelty 
of murdering his prisoners is not remembered against him. 
His childishly imprudent, groundless, and ignoble departure 
from Africa, abandoning his comrades in misfortune, docs 
him good service ; and again the enemy’s fleet lets him twice 
slip through their hands. At the moment when, completely 
intoxicated by the success of his crimes and ready for the 
part lie has to play, he arrives in Paris entirely without 
any plan, the disintegration of the llcpublican government, 
which might have involved him in its ruin a year before, has 
now reached its utmost limit, and his presence, a man inde- 
pendent of parties, can now only aid his elevation. 

He has no sort of plan ; he is afraid of everything ; but all 
parties clutch at him and insist on his support. 

He alone — with the ideal of gloi*y and greatness he has 
acquired in Italy and Egypt, with his frenzy of self-adoration, 
with his insolence in crime, and hi.s frankness in mendacity — 
he alone can justify what has to be accomplished. 

He is needed for the place that awaits him, and so, almost 
apart from his own volition, and in spite of his uncertainty, 
the lack of plan, and the blunders he commits, he is drawn 
into a conspiracy that aims at seizing power; and that con- 
spiracy is crowned with success. 

He is dragged into the assembly of the rulers. In alarm 
he tries to flee, believing him.self in danger ; pretends to faint, 
says the most senseless ijiings that should have been his ruin. 
But the rulers of h\ance, once proud and discerning, now 
feeling their part is over, arc even more panic-stricken than 
he, and fail to utter the words they should have pronounced 
to preserve their jiowcr and crush him. 

Chance^ millions of chafweJi, give him power ; and all men, as 
though in league together, combine to confirm that power. 
Chance circumstauces create the characters of the rulers of 
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France, whd cringe before him ; chance creates the character 
of Paul I., who acknowledges his authority ; chance causes the 
plot against him to sti'engthcn his pouer instead of shakiiig 
it. Clumce throws the Due d’Enghien into his hands and 
accidentally impels him to kill him, thereby convincing the 
ci’owd by the strongest of all arguments that he has the right on 
his side since ho has the might. Chance brings it to pass that 
though he strains every nerve to fit out an expedition against 
England, which would unmistakably have led to Iiis ruin, In.* 
never puts this project into execution, and haj)j*ens to fall 
upon Mack with the Austrians, who surrender without a 
battle. C/iance and genUm give him the victory at Aust«*rlitz ; 
and by cluince it conics to pass that all men, not only the 
French, but all the countries of Europe except KngHund, 
which takes no jiart in the events that are to ho aeeomplishcd, 
forget their old horror and avci-sion for his crimes, an<l now 
recognise the power he has gained by them, acknowledge the 
title ho has bestowed upon himself, and accejiL his idt^al of 
greatness and gloiy, which seems to every one something (ini* 
and rational. 

As though jiractising and jireparing themselves for the 
great movement hefore them, the forces of (he west make 
several dashes — ^in 1805, 1806, 1807 and 1809 -into the east, 
growing stronger and more numerous. In 1811 a group of 
men formed in France is joined by an enormous group fi"*)!!! 
the peojdes of (Central Eurojie, As tin* numliers of the great 
mass increase, the [lower of justification of the man at llie head 
of tlie movement gathers more and more force. During the 
ten years of the pre[)aratory [leriod [ireeisling ihe great movi*- 
ment, this man forms relations with all 1 he crowned luvuts of 
Europe. The sovereigns of the world, stri[)|H*d hare by him, 
can oppose no rational ideal to the senseless Napoleonic ideal 
otghrj/ and greatness. They vie with one anulnor in <ieHion« 
stratiug to him their insignificance. The King of Prussia 
sends his wife to sue for the. goml graces of the great man ; 
the Emperor of Austria consiilers it a favour for this man to 
take the daughter of the Kaisers to his bod. 'Phe Poiie, the 
guardian of the faith of the [leoples, uses niligion to uiil the 
great man's elevation, Najiolcon does not so much jirejiare 
himself for the part he is to play as all ai-ound him lead him 
on to take upon himself the responsibility of what is being 
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done and is to be done. There is no act, no crime, no petty 
deceit which he would not commit, and which would not be 
at once represented on the lips of those about him as a great 
deed. The most suitable fete the Germans could think of in 
his honour was the celebration of Jena and Auei’stadt. Not 
only is he great ; his forefathers, his brothers, his step-children, 
and his brothers-in-law are great too. Everything is done to 
deprive him of the last glimmering of reason, and to prepare 
him for his terrible part. And when he is ready, his forces too 
are in readiness. 

The invading army flows towards the cast and reaches its 
final goal : Moscow, The ancient city is taken ; the Russian 
army suffers greater losses than were ever suflered by the 
opposing armies in the previous wars from Austerlitz to 
Wagram. But all at once, instead of that chance and genkts^ 
which had ho consistently led him hitherto by an interrupted 
scries of successes Lo his destined goal, an immense number of 
chance circumstances occur of an opposite kind from the cold 
caught at Borodino to the spark that fired Moscow ; and 
instead of genhtft there was shown a folly and baseness un- 
exampled in history. 

The invading army flees away, turns back and flees again ; 
and all the chances now arc consistently not for but against 
him. 

Then there follows the opposing movement from east to 
west, with a remarkable similarity to the eastward movement 
from the west that had preceded it. There were similar 
tentative movements westward as had in 1805, 1807 and 1809 
preceded the great eastward movement. There was the same 
cohesion together of all into one group of immense numbers ; 
the same adherence of the peo])leH of (Central Euro))e to the 
movement; the same hesitation midway, and the same in- 
creased velocity as the goal was approached. 

Paris, the furthest goal, was reached . Napoleon ’s government 
and armies are shattered. Napoleon himself is of no further 
consetjuence; all his actions are obviously paltry and mean ; 
but again inexplicable chance comes in. 'I'bo allies detest 
Napoleon, in whom they see the cause of all their troubles. 
Stripped of his power and his might, convicted of frauds and 
villanies, he should have been seen by them as he had been 
ten years before, and was a year later — a brigand outside the 
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pale of the law. But by some strange freak of chance no one 
sees it. His part is not yet played out. The man who ten 
years back, and one year later, was looked on as a miscreant 
outside the law, was sent by them to an island two days'* 
journey from Fi-ance, given to him as his domain, with guards 
and millions of money, as though to pay him for some service 
he had done. 


IV 

The commotion among tlie peoples })egins to subside. "I'lie 
waves of the great tem[)est begin to abate, and eddies begin 
to be formed about the calmer surface where diplomatists are 
busy, fancying the calm is their work. 

But all at once the (piiet sea is convulsed again. The 
diplomatists imagine that they, tlieir disagreements, arc llie 
cause of this fresh disturbance ; they look for wars between 
their sovereigns ; the position seems insoluble. But the .storm 
they feel brewing does not come from the ({uarU‘r where they 
look for it. It rises again from the same start.ing point — 
Paris. The last backwash of the westward movement follows — 
the backwash which was to .solve the seemingly inextricable 
diplomatic difficulties, anil to put an end to" tlie military 
unrest of the period. 

The man who has devastated Prance comes back to Prance 
alone, with no ])rojeel, and no soldiers. Any policeman can 
arrest him ; but by a strange freak of chanet? no one tloes 
seize him, but all meet with enlliusia.sm the man they have 
been cursing but a day before, and will curse again within 
a month. 

That man is needed for the Ia«st act winding up the drama. 

The act is performed. 

The last })arl is j)layed. The actor is bidden to undress, 
and wash off his powder and paint ; he will be needed no 
Jtiore. 

And for several years this ina]i, in solitude on hi,s island, 
T)lays his j)itifiil farce to himself, intrigues and lies, jnsUfying 
his conduct when a justiiication is no longer needed, *aml 
shows all the world what the thing was men took for power 
when an unseen hand guided it. 
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The stage manager, when the drama was over, and the 
puppet stripped, showed him to us. 

‘Look what you believed in! Here he is! Do you see 
now that it was not he but I that moved you.’ 

But blinded by the force of the movement men for long 
could not perceive that. 

Even moi’e colierence and inevitability is to be seen in the 
life of Alexander i., the personage who stood at the head of 
the counter-movement from east westward. 

What was needed for the man who, to the exclusion of 
others, should stand at the head of that movement from the 
east westward ? 

There was needed a sense of justice, an interest in the affairs 
of Europe, but a remote one, not obscured by petty interests, 
a moral pre-eminence over his peers — the sovereigns of the 
time; there was needed a gentle and attractive personal 
character ; there was needed too a personal grievance against 
Napoleon. And all that is to be seen in Alexander i.; it 
was all prepared beforehand by the innumerable so-called 
chance circumstances of his previous life, by his education and 
the liberalism of the beginning of his reign, and the coun- 
sellors around, and Austerlitz, and Tilsit, and Erfurt. 

During the war in defence of the country this personage is 
inactive ; he is not needed. But as soon as a general European 
war becomes inevitable, at the given moment, he is in his 
place, and bringing the European peoples togcthcjr ho leads 
them to the goal. 

The goal is reached. After the last war of 1815 Alexander 
finds himself at the highest possible pinnacle of human power. 
How docs he use it 

Wliile Napoleon in his exile was drawing up childish and 
lying schemes of the blessings he would have showered on 
Immanity if he had had the ])ower, Alexander, the })acillcator 
of Europe, the man w'ho, from his youth up, had striven for 
nothing but the good of the people, the first champion of 
liberal reforms in his country, now when he seemed to possess 
the greatest possible power, and consequent possibility of 
doing good to his people, felt his work was done, and God’s 
hand was laid upon him, and recognising the nothingness of 
that semblance of power, turnea from it, gave it up to 
despicable men, and men he despised, and could only say : 
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®Not to us, not to us, but to Thy Name! I too am a man 
like all of you ; let me live like a man, and think of my soul 
and of God.’ 

Just as the sun and every atom of ctlier is a sphere 
complete in itself, and at the same time is only a part of a 
whole inconceivable to man through its vastness, so every 
individuality bears within it its own ends, and yet boars them 
so as to serve general ends unfathomable by man. 

A bee settling on a flower has stung a child. And the 
child dreads bees, and says the object of the bc*c in to sting 
people, A poet admires the bee, sipping hoiuy from the cup 
of the flower, and says the object of the bee is to sip Hit? 
nectar of the flower. A beokec^per, noticing that the b(*i‘ 
gathers pollen and brings it to Llie hive, says that the object 
of the bee is to gather honey. Another l)eckoe|jer, who has 
studied the life of the swarm more closely, says the bee 
gathers honey to feed the, young ones, and to rear a <picen, 
that the object of the bee is tlic perpetuation of its niet^ 
The botanist observes that the bee flying willi Liu* ])oIlen 
fertilises the pistil, and in this he sees iht‘ ohjeet of the hi‘c. 
Another, watching the hyl)ridisation of plants, sees that the. 
bee contributes to that end also, and he may say that the 
bee’s object is that. Hut the final aim of the bee is not 
exhausted by one or another, or a third aim, which tin? 
human intellect is capable of di,seov<‘ring. The higher the 
human intellect rises in the discovery of su<*h aims, the m<»re 
obvious it becomes that the liiial aim is beyond its r(‘ach. 

All that is within the reach of man is the observation of 
the analogy of the life of the hoe with olJicr manifestiitions of 
life. And the same is true with the final aims of lustoriciil 
persons and of nations. 


V 

Natasha’s marriage to Bezuhov, winch look place in 1818, 
was the last happy event in the family of the old Hostovs. 
Count Ilya Andreivitch died the same year; and as is always tlie 
case, with the death of the father the family was broken up. 
The events of the previous year: the burning of Moscow 
vou. in. a c: 
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and the flight from that city; the death of Prince Andrey 
and Natasha’s despair ; the death of Petya and tlie grief of 
the countess fell like one blow after another on the old 
count’s head. He seemed not to understand, and to feel himself 
incapable of understanding, the significance of all these events, 
and figuratively speaking, bowed his old head to the storm, as 
though expecting and seeking fresh blows to make an end of 
him. By turns he seemed scared and distraught, and then 
unnaturally lively and active. 

Natasha’s marriage for a time occupied him on its external 
side. He arranged dinners and suppers in honour of it, and 
obviously tried to be cheerful; but his cheerfulness was not 
infectious as in old days, but, on the contrary, aroused the 
commiseration of those who knew and liked him. 

After Pierre and his wife had left, he collapsed and began 
to complain of depression, A few days later he fell ill and 
took to his bed. In spite of the doctor’s assurances, he 
knew from the first days of his illness that he would never get 
up again. For a whole fortnight the countess sat in a low 
chair by his pillow, never taking off bor clothes. Every time 
she gave him his medicine, he mutely kissed her hand, weep- 
ing. On the last day, sobbing, he begged forgiveness of his 
wife, and of his absent son, too, for squandering their pro- 
perty, the chief sin that lay on his conscience. After receiving 
absolution and the last unction, he (]uietly died ; and next 
day a crowd of acciuaintances, come to pay the last debt 
of respect to the deceased, filled the Rostovs’ hired lodgings. 
All those acquaintances, who had so often dined and danced 
in his house, and had so often laughed at his expense, were 
saying now with the same inward feeling of contrition and 
self-reproach, as though seeking to justify themselves: ^Yes, 
whatever he may have been, he was a splendid man. One 
doesn’t meet such men nowadays . . , And wlio has not his 
weaknesses? . . 

It was precisely when the count’s fortunes were so irretriev- 
ably embroiled that he could not conceive how, in another 
year, it would end, that ho suddenly died. 

Nikolay was with the Russian anny in Paris when the news 
of his father’s death reached him. He at once applied for his 
discharge, and without waiting for it, obtained leave and went 
to Moscow, Within a month after the count’s death the 
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financial position had been made perfectly clear, astounding 
every one by the immense sum of various petty debts, the 
existence of which no one had suspected. The debts were 
more than double the assets of the estate. 

The friends and relations advised Nikolay to refuse to 
accept his inheritance. But Nikolay looked on such a refusal as 
a slur on the honoured memory of his father ; and so he would 
not hear of such a course, and accepted the inheritaxice with 
the obligation of paying the debts. 

The creditors, who had so long been silent, held in check 
during the old count’s lifetime by the vague but ])ow'erfiil 
influence of his easy good-nature, all beset Nikolay at 
once. There seemed, as so often happens, a sort of rivalry 
among them, which should get paid first ; and the very peojjle, 
such as Mitcnka and others, who held promissory notes, not 
received in discharge of debts, but as i>rcsents, were now the 
most importunate of the creditors. They would give Nikolay 
no peace and no respite, and those who had shown pity 
for the old man, who was responsible for their losses (if they 
really had lost money by him), were now ruthless in their per- 
secution of the young heir, who was obviously guiltless as far 
as they were concerned, and had voluntarily undertaken to })ay 
them. 

Not one of the plans that Nikolay resorted to was successful ; 
the estate was sold by auctioii at half its valiu!, and half the 
debts remained still unpaid. Nikolay accepted a loan of thirty 
thousand roubles offered him by hfs hrolhcr-in-lnw Deznhov ; 
and paid that portion of the def)ts that lu* r(‘Cognis<‘d as genuine 
obligations. And to avoid being thrown into prison for the 
remainder, as the creditors threatened, he once mon* entered 
the government service. 

To return to the army, where at the tu*xt promotion he 
would have been colonel, was out of the (juestion, bettause his 
mother now clung to her son as her one hold on life. And so 
in spite of his disinclination to remain in Moscow, in the 
midst of a circle of acquaintances wlio had known him in 
former days, in spite of his distaste for the civil service, he 
accepted a civilian post in Moscow, and biking off his Indovcd 
uniform, established himself in a little lodging in Hivtsevoy 
Vrazhok with his mother and Sonya. 

Natasha and Pierre were living at this period in Petersburg, 
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and had no very distinct idea of Nikolay’s position. After 
having borrowed money from his brother-in-law, Nikolay did 
his utmost to conceal his poverty-stricken position from him. 
His situation was rendered the more difficult, as with his twelve 
hundred roubles of salary he had not only to keep himself, 
Sonya, and his mother, but to keep his mother in such a way 
that she would not be sensible of their poverty. The countess 
could not conceive of life being possible without the luxurious 
surroundings to which she had been accustomed from her 
childhood ; and without any idea of its being difficult for her 
son, she was continually insisting on having a carriage, which 
they had not, to send for a friend, or an expensive delicacy 
for herself, or wine for her son, or money to buy a present, as 
a surprise for Natasha, for Sonya, or for ‘Nikolay himself. 

Sonya kept house, waited on her aunt, read aloud to her, 
bore with her caprices and her secret dislike, and helped 
Nikolay to conceal from the old countess their poverty- 
stricken position. Nikolay felt himself under a debt of grati- 
tude to Sonya that ho could never repay, for all she did for 
his mother; he admired her patience and devotion, but he 
tried to keep himself aloof from her. 

In his heart he seemed to feel a sort of grudge against her 
for being too perfect, and for there being no fault to find with 
her. She had all the good qualilics for which people arc 
valued, but little of what would have made him love her. 
And he felt that the more he valued her the less he loved her. 
He had taken her at her word when she had written to him 
giving him his freedom, and now he behaved with her as 
though wliat had passed between them had been long, long 
ago forgotten, and could never under any circumstances be 
renewed. 

Nikolay’s position was becoming worse and worse. His 
hope of laying by something out of his salary proved to be 
an idle dream. IJ’ar from saving anything, he was even run- 
ning up some small debts to satisfy his mother’s exigencies. 
There seemed no means of escape from his position. The 
idea of marrying a rich heiress, which his female relatives 
suggested, was repulsive to him. The only other solution of 
his difficulties — the death of his mother — ^never entered his 
head. He desired nothing, and hoped for nothing ; and at 
the bottom of his heart he took a stern and gloomy satisfaction 
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in the unrepining endurance of his position. He tried 
his old acquaintances, with their commiseration and their mor- 
tifying offers of assistance ; shunned every sort of entertainment 
and amusement; and even at home did nothing but play 
patience with his mother, pace silently about tlie room, and 
smoke pipe after pipe. He seemed studiously to maintain in 
himself that gloomy temper, which alone enabled him to bear 
his position. 


VI 

At the beginning of the winter Princess Alarya arrived in 
Moscow. Prom the gossip of the town she heard of the 
position of the Rostovs, and of how ‘ the son was sacrificing 
himself for his mother,’ as the gossips said. ‘It is jiist 
what I expected of him,’ Princess Marya said to herself, find- 
ing in it a delightful confirmation of her love for him, Ro- 
membering her intimate relations with the whole family — 
almost as one of themselves — she thought it her duty to call 
on them. Hut thinking of liter relations with NiColay in 
Voronezh, she was afraid of doing so. A few wi*eks after her 
arrival in Moscow, she did, however, make an cdfbrl, and went 
to see the Rostovs. 

Nikolay was the first to meet her, since it was impossible to 
reach the countess’s room willioul passing tlirough liis room. 
Instead of the expression of delight Princess Ahirya had 
expected to sec on his face at the first glan<*e at her,* ho met 
her with a look of chilliness, stiffness, and pride tliul she hud 
never seen before. Nikolay inquired after her health, con- 
ducted her to his mother, and, after slaying five minutes, went 
out of the room. 

When Princess Marva left the countess, Nikolay again nuft 
her, and with marked formality and stifihess led her to the 
hall. He made no reply to her remarks afxmt the countess’s 
health. * What is it to you ? Leave me in peace,’ his expres- 
sion seemed to say. 

‘And why should she stroll in here? What does she 
want ? I can’t endure these ladies and all these civilities ! ’ lie 
said aloud before Sonya, obviously unable to restrain his 



406 WAR AND PEACE 

vexation, after the princess’s carriage had rolled away from 
the house. 

^ Oh, how can you talk like that, Mcoto.?,’ said Sonya, hardly 
able to conceal her delight. ‘ She is so kind, and maman is 
so fond of her.’ 

Nikolay made no reply, and would have liked to say no 
more about Pz'incess Marya. But after her visit the old 
countess talked about her several times every day. 

She sang her praises ; insisted that her son should go and 
see her ; expressed a wish to see more of her ; and yet was 
always out of temper when she had been talking of her. 

Nikolay tried to say nothing when his mother talked of 
Princess Marya, but his silence irritated her. 

‘ She is a very good and conscientious girl,’ she would say, 
*aud you must go and call on her. Any way, you will see 
some one; and it is dull for you, I expect, with us.’ 

‘But I don’t at all wish to*, mamma.’ 

‘ Why, you wanted to see people and now you don’t wish it. 
I really don’t understand you, my dear. At one minute you arc 
dull, and the next you suddenly don’t care to sec any one,’ 

^ Why, I never said I was dull,’ 

* Why, you said yourself you did not even wish to see her. 
She is a very good girl, and you always liked her ; and now 
all of a sudden you have some reasons or other. Everything 
is kept a secret from me.’ 

‘ Not at nil, inamina,’ 

* If I were to beg yon to do something unpleasant, but as it 
is, I simply beg you to drive over and return her call. Why, 
civility demands it, I should suppose ... I have begged you 
to do so, and now I will medale no further since you have 
secrets from your mother.’ 

* But I will go, if you wish it.’ 

^ It’s nothing to me ; it’s for your sake 1 wish it’ 

Nikolay sighed, and bit his moustache, and dealt the cards, 
trying to draw his mother’s attention to another subject. 

Next day, and the third, and the fourth, the same conversa- 
tion was repeated again and again. 

After her visit to the Rostovs, and the unexpectedly cold 
reception slie had met with from Nikolay, Princess Marya 
acknowledged to herself that she had been right in not wanting 
to be the first to call. 
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‘It was just what I expected/ she said to herself, summon- 
ing her pride to her aid. ^ I have no concern with him, and I 
only wanted to see the old lady, who was always kind to me, 
and to whom I am under obligations for many things. ** 

But she could not tranquiliise herself with these reflccLioiis : 
a feeling akin to remorse fretted her, when she thought of her 
visit. Although she was tirmly resolved not to call again on 
the Rostovs, and to forget all about it, she was continually 
feeling herself in an undefined jxjsition. And w'hcn she asked 
herself what it was that worried her, she was obliged to admit 
that it was her relation to Rostov. Ilis cold, ceremonious 
tone did not proceed from his feeling for her (of that shcj was 
convinced); but that tone covered something. What that 
sometliing was, she wanted to see clearly, and till then slni felt 
that she could not be at peace. 

In the middle of the winter she was silting in th(* school- 
room, supervising her nephew’s lessons, when the servant 
announced that Rostov was below. With the linn delenni- 
nation not to betray her secret, and not to mauif<‘st any 
embarrassment, she summoned Mademoiselle Bourienne, and 
with her went into the drawing-room. 

At the first glance at Nikoiay''s face, she saw I hat lie had 
come merely to perform the oliligations of ci\ilif.y, aixi she 
determined to keep to the tone he adopted towanls her. 

They talked of the health of the eounless, of common 
acquaintances, of the latest news of the war, and when the 
ten minutes required by jiropnety had ela|)s<‘d, Nikolay got up 
to say good-bye. 

With the aid of Mademoiselle Bouriitnne, Primusss Marya 
had kept up the conversati(m very well. Bui at th(‘ very last 
moment, just when he was getting u|), she was so weary of 
talking or what did not interest In^r, and she was so absorbed 
in wondering why to her aloiu^ ,so little joy had been v<nich- 
safed in life, that in a fit of abstraction, she sat inoHonless, 
gating straight before her with her luminous eyes, and not 
noticing that he was getting up. 

Nikolay looked at her, and anxious to appear not to notice 
her abstraction, he. said a few words to Mademoiselle Bourienne, 
and again glanced at the princ?ess. She was sitting in the same 
immovable pose, and there was a look of suflering on her soft 
face. He felt suddenly sorry for her, and vaguely conscious 
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that he might be the cause of the sadness he saw in her face. 
He longed to help her, to say something pleasant to her, but 
he could not think what to say to her. 

‘Good-bye, princess,’’ he said. She started, flushed, and 
sighed heavily, 

‘ Oh, I beg your pardon,’ she said, as though waking from 
sleep. ‘You are going already, count; well, good-bye! Oh, 
the cushion for the countess ? ’ 

‘ Wait a iiiiniite, I will fetch it,’ said Mademoiselle Bourienne, 
and she left the room. 

They were both silent, glancing at each other now and then. 

‘Yes, princess,’ said Nikolay at last, with a mournful smile, 

‘ it seems not long ago, but how much has happened since the 
first time wc met at Bogiitcharovo. We all seemed in such 
trouble then, but I would give a great deal to have that time 
back . . . and there’s no bringing it back.’ 

Princess Marya was looking intently at him with her 
luminous eyes, as he said that. She seemed trying to divine 
the secret import of his words, which would make clear his 
feeling towards her. 

‘Yes, yes,’ she said, ‘but you have no need to I'egret the 
past, count. As I conceive of your life now, you will always 
think of it with satisfaction, because the self-sacrifice in which 
you arc now . . .’ 

‘ I cannot accej)t your praises,’ he interrupted hurriedly ; ‘ on 
the contrary, I am always reproaching myself; but it is an 
uninteresting and cheerless subject.’ 

And again the stiff and cold ex)>ression came back into bis 
face. But Princess Marya saw in him again now the man she 
had known and loved, and it was to that man only she was 
speaking now. 

‘ I though I you would allow me to say that,’ she said. ‘I 
have been such intimate friends with you , . . and with your 
family, and I thought you would iiot fecl^ iny symi)athy 
intrusive; but I made a mistake,’ she said. Her voice 
suddenly shook. ‘ I don’t know why,’ she went on, recovering 
herself, ‘you used to be different, and . . .’ 

‘ There arc thousands of reasons (He laid special stress 
on the word why.) ‘ I thank you, princess,’ he added softly. 
‘ It is sometimes hard . . 

‘ So that is why ! That is why ! ’ an inner voice was saying 
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in Princess Marya’s soul. ^Yes, il was not only that gay, 
kind, and frank gaze, not only that handsome exterior I loved 
in him ; I divined his noble, firm, and self-sacrificing soul,"* she 
said to herself. 

* Yes, he is poor now, and I am rich . , . Yes, it is only 
that . . . Yes, if it were not for that . . / And recalling all 
his former tenderness, and looking now at his kind and sad 
face, she suddenly understood the reason of his coldness. 

^Why, count, why.?’ she almost cried all at once, involun- 
tarily moving nearer bo him ‘Why, do bell me. You must 
tell me.’ He was mute. ‘I do not know, count, your zcA?/,’ 
she went on. ‘Ihit I am sad, I ... I will own that to you. 
You mean for some reason to deprive me of our old friendship. 
And that hui‘ls me.’ There were tears in her eyes and in h(‘r 
voice. ‘ I h/ive had so little haj>pincss in my life that every 
loss is hard for me . . . Excuse me, good-bye,’ she suddenly 
burst into tears, and was going out of the room. 

‘ Princess ! stay, for God’s sake,’ he cried, trying to stop her. 
‘ Priiu^ess ! ’ 

She looked round. Eor a few seconds they gazed mutely in 
each other’s c'yes, and the romole and impossible l)(icam<‘ all 
at once close at hand, possible and inevitable. 


VII 

In the atitiimii of IHlJJ, Nikolay iuurried Princess Maryii, and 
with his wife, and motlier, and Sonya, took up his abode at 
Uleak Hills. 

Within four years he had paid ofi* the remainder «)f his 
debts without selling his wife’s estates, and coming into a small 
legacy on the death of a cousin, he re|>aid the loan he hufl 
borrowed from Pierre also. 

In another three years, by 1820, Nikolay hud so well 
managed his pecuniary afiairs that he was able to buy a sniatl 
estate adjoining Bleak Hills, and was opening negotialioiis for 
the repurchase of his ancestral estate of OtradiHx*, which was 
his cherislied dream. 

Though he took up the management of the land at first 
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from necessity, he soon acquired such a passion for agriculture, 
that it became his favourite and almost his exclusive interest. 
Nikolay was a plain farmer, who did not like innovations, 
especially English ones, just then coming into vogue, laughed 
at all theoretical treatises on agriculture, did not care for 
factories, for raising expensive produce, or for expensive 
imported seed. He did not, in fact, make a hobby of any 
one part of the work, but kept the welfare of the estate as 
a whole always before his eyes. The object most prominent 
to his mind in the estate was not the azote nor the oxygen 
in the soil or the atmosphere, not a particular plough nor 
manure, but the principal agent by means of which the 
azote and the oxygen and the plough and the manure were 
all made effectual — that is, the labourer, the peasant- When 
Nikolay took up the management of the land, and began to 
go into its clifterent branches, the peasant attracted his 
chief attention. He looked on the peasant, not merely as 
a tool, but also as an end in himself, and as his critic. 
At first he studied the peasant attentively, trying to un- 
derstand what he wanted, what he thought good and bad ; 
and he only made a pretence of making arrangements and 
giving orders, while he was in reality learning from the 
peasants their methods and their language and their views of 
what was good and bad. And it was only when he understood 
the tastes and im|)ulses of the peasant, when he had learned 
to speak his speech and to grasp the hidden meaning behind 
his words, when he felt himself in alliance with l)im, that he 
began boldly to direct him — ^to perform, that is, towards him 
the office expected of him. And Nikolay’s management pro- 
duced the most brilliant results. 

On taking over the control of the propert)^, Nikolay had 
at once by some unerring gift of insight ap])ointcd as bailiff, 
as village older, and as delegate the very men whom the 
peasants would have elected themselves, had the choice been 
in their hands, and the authority once given them was never 
withdrawn. Before investigating the chemical constituents 
of manure, or going into ‘debit and credit’ (as he liked sar- 
castically to call book-keeping), he found out the number 
of cattle the peasants possessed, and did his utmost to 
increase the number. He kept the peasants’ families to- 
gether on a large scale, and would not allow them to split 
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up into separate households. The indolent, the dissolute, 
and the feeble he was equally hard upon and tried to 
expel them from the connnunit3\ At the sowing and the 
carrying of the hay and corn, he watched over his own and 
the peasants’ fields with absolutely equal care. And few land- 
owners had fields so early and so well sown and cut, and few 
had such crops as Nikolay. 

He did not like to have anything to do with the house-serfs, 
he cal led them and everybody said that lie demoralised 

and spoiled them. When any order had to be given in regard 
to a house-serf, csjiecially when one had to lie punished, lie 
was always in a state of indecision and asked advice of every 
one in tlie house. But whenever it was possible to send a 
house-serf for a soldier in place of a peasant, he did so 
without the smallest compunction. In all his dealings with 
the peasants, he never experienced the slightest hesilation. 
Every order he gave would, he knew, be approved by tlic 
greater majority of them, 

lie never allowed liimself either to punish a man by adding 
to his burdens, or to reward him l)y lightening fiis tasks 
simply at the prompting of his own wishes. He could not 
have said what his standard w^as of what h(‘ ought and ought 
not to do ; but there was a standard firm and rigid in his sotil. 

Often bilking of some failure or irregularity, he would com- 
plain of *our Jlussian f)easantry,'’ and he imagined that ho 
could not bear the peasants. 

But with his whole soul ho did really love ^our Russian 
peasantry,’ and their ways; and it was through that he had 
perceived and adopted the only method of managing the land 
wdiich could be productive of good results, 

(kmntesH Marya was jealous of this passion of her luiHband’s 
for agriculture, and regrclted she could not share it. But 
she was iinal)Ie to comprehend the joys and disappointments 
he met with in that world apart that was so alien to her. She 
could not understand why he used to be so particularly eager 
and happy when after getting up at dawn and spending the 
whole morning in the fields or the threshing- floor he came back 
to l<‘a with her from the sowing, the mowing, or the harvest. 
She could not understand why he was so delighted when he 
told her with enthusiasm of the well-to-do, thrifty jn-asant 
Matvey Krmishin, who had l)eeu up all night with liis family, 
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carting his sheaves, and had all harvested when no one else had 
begun carrying. She could not understand wliy, stepping out 
of window on to the balcony, he smiled under his moustaches 
and winked so gleefully when a warm, fine rain began to fall 
on his young oats that were suffering from the drought, or 
why, when a menacing cloud blew over in mowing or harvest 
time, he would come in from the barn red, sunburnt, and per- 
spiring, with the smell of wormwood in his hair, and rubbing 
his hands joyfully would say : ^ Como, another day of this and 
iny lot, and the peasants’’ too, will all be in the barn.’ 

Still less could she understand how it was that with his 
good heart and everlasting readiness to anticipate her wishes, 
he would be thrown almost into despair when she brought him 
})etitions from ])oasants or their wives who had appealed to 
her to be let off tasks, why it was that he, her good-natured 
Nikolay, ol)slinatcly refused her, angrily begging her not to 
meddle in his business. She felt that he had a world apart, 
that was intensely dear to him, governed by laws of its own 
which she did not understand. 

Sometimes trying to understand him she would talk to him 
of the good work he was doing in striving for the good of his 
serfs; but at this he was angry and answered : ^ Not in the least ; 
it never even entered my liead; and for their good I would 
not lift my little linger. Thaf’s all romantic nonsense and 
old wives’ cackle — all that doing good to one’s neighbour. I 
don’t want our chiltlren to be beggars ; I want to build up our 
fortunes in my lifetime; that is all. And to do that one 
must have discipline, one must have strictness ... So there !’ 
he would declare, clenching his sanguine fist. ‘And justice 
loo — of course,’ he would add, ‘because if the peasant is naked 
and hungry, and has but one poor horse, he can do no good 
for himself or me.’ 

And doubtless because Nikolay did not allow himself to 
entertain th(! idea that he was doing anything for the sake 
of otliers, or for the sake of virtue, everything he did was 
fruitful. His fortune rapidly increased ; the ncighboming serfs 
came to beg him to purchase them, and long after his death 
the peasantry preserved a reverent memory of his rule. ‘ He 
was a master . . . The peasants’ welfare first and then his 
own. And to be sure he would make no abatements. A real 
good master — that’s what he was !’ 
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VIII 

The one thing that sometimes Lroubled Nik(*Ifi_v in his 
government of his serfs was liis hasty temper and his ol<l 
habit, acquii’ecl in the hussars, of making free use of his lists* 
At first he saw nothing blameworthy in this, Init in the si-eond 
year of his married life his views on that form of correction 
underwent a sudden change. 

One summer day he had sent for the vill/tgo elder who had 
taken control at Hogutrharovo on tlie death of J>ron, The 
man was accused of various acts of fraud ;uul m-glecl, 
Nikolay went out to the steps to see him, and at flu* first 
answers the village elder made, shouts aiui bltnvs \w*re hear<l 
in Llie Imll, On going back indoors to lunch, Nikolay went 
up to his wife, who was sitting with he*r head benf low over 
her embroidery franu*, and began l(‘lling her, as hi* always did, 
everything that had inier<*sied him during (he morning, mui 
among other things about the Hogulcharovo el<h*r. ('otinti*ss 
Marya, turning red and jnile and setting her lips, sal. in the 
same pose, making no reply lo her husband. 

‘The insolent rascal," fie said, getting hot at the mere 
recollection. ‘ Well, he should have told me he was ilrunk, he 
did not see . * • Why, what is it, Marie?*' he asked all at once. 

(\)untes.s Marya raised Hit head, Iriial let say .something, 
but hurriedly looked down again, frying to conlnd her lips* 

‘What i.s it? What is wrong, my darling? . . Ills 
plain wife always lookeil her best when she was in tears. She 
never wept for jiain or anger, but always from sadness and 
pity. And wlien she wept Imt luminous eyes gaine<l no 
Indescribable charm. 

As soon as Nikolay took her by the hand, slur was unalde to 
n^train herself, ami Inirst into tears. 

‘ Nikolay, I saw , . . he was in fault, but you, why did 
you ! Nikolay ! ^ and she hid her face in her baiids. 

Nikolay <Hd not speak ; he flusheil crimson, and walking 
away from her, h(*gan pacing up ami down in silence. He 
knew what she was crying atumt, bub he could not all at once 
agree with h(*r in his heart that w'hat he bail been used to 
from childhood, what he looked upon as n matter of course. 
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was wrong. ‘It’s sentimental nonsenscj old wives’ cackle — or 
is she right?’ he said to himself. Unable to decide that 
question, he glanced once more at her suffering and loving 
face, and all at once he felt that she was right, and that he 
had known himself to be in fault a long time before. 

® Marie,’ he said softly, going up to her: Mt shall never 
happen again ; I give you niy word. Never,’ he repeated in a 
shaking voice, like a boy begging forgiveness. 

The tears flowed faster from his wife’s eyes. She took his 
hand and kissed it. 

^Nikolay, when did you break your cameo?’ she said to 
change the subject, as she scrutinised the finger on which he 
wore a ring with a cameo of Laocoon, 

* To-day; it was all the same thing. O Marie, don’t 
remind me of it ! ’ He flushed again. ^ I give you my word 
of honour that it shall never happen again. And let this be a 
reminder to me for ever,’ he said, pointing to the broken ring. 

From that time forward, whenever in interviews with his 
village elders and foremen he felt the blood rush to his face 
and his fists? began to clench, Nikolay turned the ring round 
on his finger and dropped his eyes before the man who 
angered him. Twice a year, however, he would forgot himself, 
and then, going to his wife, he confessed, and again promised 
that this would really be the last tinu‘. 

^ Marie, you must des[)ise me,’ he said to her. I 
deserve it,’ 

^ You must run away, make haste and run away if you feel 
yourself unable to control yourself,’ his wife said mournfully, 
trying to comfort him. 

In the society of the nobility of the province Nikolay was 
respected but not liked. The local politics of the nobility 
didf not interest him. And in conseciueiice he was lookeS 
upon by some people as proud and by others as a fool. In 
summer his whole time from the spring sowing to the harvest 
was spent in looking after the land. In the autumn he gave 
himself iq) with the same busines.s4ikc seriousness to hunting, 
going out for a month or two at a time with his huntsmen, 
dogs, and horses on hunting expeditions. In the winter he 
visited their other properties and spent his time in reading, 
chiefly historical books, on which he spent a certain sum 
regularly every year. He was forming for himself, as he used 
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to say, a serious library, and he made it a principle to read 
through every book he bought. He would sit over his book 
in his study with an important air ; and what he had at first 
undertaken as a duty became an habitual pursuit, which 
afforded him a special sort of gratification in the feeling that 
he was engaged in serious study. Except when he went on 
business to visit their other estates, he spent the winter at 
home with his family, entering into all the petty cares and 
interests of the mother and children. With his wife he got 
on better and better, every day discovering fresh spiritual 
treasui'es in her. 

From the time of Nikolay’s inaiTiage Sonya had lived in his 
house. Before their marriage, Nikolay had told his wife all 
that had |)!iHsed between him and Sonya, blaming himself iind 
j)raising her conduct. He begged I’rincess Marya to be kind 
and affectionate to his cousin. His wife was fully sensible of 
the wi’ong her husband had done his cousin ; she felt herself 
too guilty toward Sonya; she fancied her wealth had iuflu” 
onced Nikolay in his choice, could find no fault in Sonya, and 
wished to love her. But she could not like her, and often 
found evil feelings in her soul in regard to her, which she 
could not overcome. 

One day she was talking with her friend Natasha of Sonya 
and her own injustice towards her. 

‘ Do you know what,’ said Natasha; ‘yon have read the 
Gospel a great deal ; there is a passage there tlmt applies 
exactly to Konya.’ 

‘ Wliul. is it?’ Oouutoss Marya asked in surprise. 

‘“To him that hath shall he given, and to him that hath 
not shall he taken oven that tiuit he hath,” <lo you remcintjcr? 
She is tlie one tliat hath not ; why, I (loii’t know ; perhaps 
she has no egoism. I don’t know; hut from her is taken 
away, and everything has Ikhui taken away, I am sometimes 
awfully sorry for her. I used in o!<l days Ut want Nikolay to 
marry* her; hut I always had a sort of presentiment that it 
would not happen. She is a hurnm Jhwr, you know, like 
what one finds among the strawh(*rry flowers. Sometimes I 
am sorry for her, and soinelitnes I think slie dcK's not feel it 
as wo should have felt it’ 

And although Countess Marya argued with Nabisha that 
those words of the Gospel must not be taken in that sense, 
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looking at Sonya, she agreed with the explanation given by 
Natasha. It did seem really as though Sonya did not feel 
her position irksome, and was quite reconciled to her fate as 
a harren^flower. She seemed to be fond not so much of people 
as of the whole family. Like a cat, she had attached herself 
not to persons but ho the house. She waited on the old 
countess, petted and spoiled the children, was always ready 
to perform small services, which she seemed particularly clever 
at; but all she did was unconsciously taken for granted, 
without much gratitude. . . . 

The Bleak Hills house had been built up again, but not on 
the same scale as under the old prince. 

The buildings, begun in days of straitened means, were more 
than simple. The immense mansion on the old stone founda- 
tion was of wood, plastered only on the inside. The great 
rambling house, with its unstained plank floors, was furnished 
with the simplest rough sofas and chairs and tables made of 
their own birch-trees by the labour of tlieir serf carpenters. 
The house was very roomy, with quarters for the house-serfs 
and accommodation for visitors. 

The relations of the Rostovs and the Bolkonskys would 
sometimes come on visits to Bleak Hills with their families, 
sixteen horses and dozens of servants, and stay for months. 
And four times a year — on the namedays ancl birthdays of 
the master and mistress — as many as a hundred visitors would 
be put up for a day or two. The rest of the year the regular 
life of the household went on in unbroken routine, with its 
round of duties, and of teas, breakfasts, dinners, and suppers, 
all provided out of home-grown produce. 


IX 

It was on the eve of St. Nikolay’s day, the 5th of December 
1820, That year Natasha with her husband and children had 
been staying at Bleak Hills since the beginning of autumn, 
l^ierre was in Petersburg, where he had gone on private 
business of his own, as he said, for three weeks. He had 
already been away for six, and was expected home every minute. 
On this 6th of December there was also staying with the 
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Rostovs Nikolay’s old friend, the general on half-pay, Vassily 
Fedorovitch Denisov. 

Next day visitors were coming in celebration of his name- 
day, and Nikolay knew that he would have to take of!‘ his 
loose Tatar coat, to put on a frockcoat, anti narrow boots with 
pointed toes, and to go to the new church he had built, and 
there to receive congratulations, and to offer refreshments to 
his guests, and to talk about the provincial elections and the. 
year’s crops. But the day before he considered he had a right 
to spend as usual. Before dinner-time Nikolay had gone over 
the bailiff’s accounts from the Ryazan estate, the property of 
his wife’s nephew; written two business letters, and walked 
through the corn barns, the cattleyard, ami the stables. After 
taking measures against the general drunkenness he expected 
next da^ among his peasants in honour of the fete, he came 
in to dinner, without having had a moment’s conversation 
alone with his wife all day. He sat down to a long table 
laid with twenty covers, at which all the household were 
as.sembled, consisting of his moUier, old Mtuinme Byelov, who 
lived with her as a eonipaniou, his wife and thres; children, 
their governess and tutor, his wife's nephew with his tutor, 
Sonya, Denisov, Natasha, her three childr<‘ji, their govtTness, 
and Mihail Ivanitch, the old prince’s architee.l, who was living 
out his old age in peace at Bleak Hills. 

Countess Mai-ya was sitting at the opposite end (»f the tabh*. 
As soon as her husband s<il down to the table, from the 
gesture with whicli he took up his lahh'-napkin and <piiekly 
pushed luick the tumbler and witnr-glass sid. at his |)lAe(‘, she 
knew that he was out of humour, as he sometimes was, particu- 
larly before the sou{>, arul when he came stmight in to dinner 
from his work. Countess Marya undersi.ood lids mood in her 
husband very well, and when she was herself in a good temper, 
she used to wail ({uictiv till he had swallowed his soup, and 
only then began to tulk to liim and to make him admit that 
he had no reason to be out of U'mjxT. But to-day slie totally 
forgot this principle of hurs ; she had a miserablt! semse of hfs 
being vexed with her without cause, and she felt wretched. 
She asked him where he had been. He answered. She askcii 
again whether everything were going well on the estate. He 
frowned disagreeably at her unnatural tone, and made a 
hasty reply, 

voi,. III.’ a I) 
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‘ I was right then,’ thought Countess Marya, * and what is he 
cross with me for ? ’ In the tone of his answer she read ill-will 
towards her and a desire to cut short the conversation. She 
felt that her words were unnatural ; but she could not restrain 
herself, and asked a few more questions. 

The conversation at dinner, thanks to Denisov, soon became 
general and animated, and she did not say more to her 
husband. When they rose from table, and according to 
custom came up to thank the old countess, Countess Marya 
kissed her husband, offering him her hand, and asked why he 
waus cross with her. 

^You always have such strange ideas; I never thought of 
being cross,’ lie said. 

But that word always answered her: Yes, I am angry, and 
I don’t choose to say. 

Nikolay lived on such excellent terms with his wife that 
even Sonya and the old countess, who from jealousy would 
have been pleased to see disagreement between them, could 
find nothing to reproach them with ; but there were moments 
of antagonism even between them. Sometimes, particularly 
just after their happiest periods, they had a sudden feeling of 
estrangement and antagonism ; that feeling was most frequeilt 
during the times when Countess Marya was with child. They 
happened to be just now at such a ])criocl of antagonism. 

‘ Well, memeim ct mesdavws^ said Nikolay loudly, and with 
a show of cheerfulness (it seemed to his wife that this was on 
purpose to mortify her), ‘ I have been since six o’clock on my 
legs. T’o-morrow will be an infliction, so to-day I’ll go and 
rest.’ And saying nothing more to Countess Marya, he went 
off to the little divan-room, and lay down on the sofa. 

^That’s how it always is,’ thought his wife, * He talks to 
everybody bub not to me. I see, I see that I am repulsive 
to him, especially in this condition.’ She looked down at her 
high waist and then into the looking-glass at her sallow and 
sunken face, in which the eyes looked bigger than ever. 

And everything jarred \xpon her: licnisov’s shout and 

f uffaw and Natasha’s chatter, and above all the hasty glance 
onya stole at her. 

Sonya was always the first excuse Countess Marya pitched 
on for her irritability. 

After sitting a little while with her guests, not understand- 
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ing a word they were saying, she slipped out and went to the 
nursery. 

The children were sitting on chairs playing at driving to 
Moscow, and invited her to join them. She sat down and 
played with them, but the thought of her husband and his 
causeless ill-temper worried her all the time. She got up, and 
walked with difficulty on tiptoe to the little divan-room. 

‘ Perhaps he is not asleep. I will speak plainly to him,' she 
said to herself. Andryusha, her elder boy, followed her on 
tiptoe, imitating her. His mother did not notic'c him. 

‘ Dear Marie, I believe he is asleep ; he was so tired,’ said 
Sonya, meeting her in the next room (it seemed to Countess 
Marya that she was ovci’ywhere). ‘ Andiyusha had better 
not wake him.’ 

Countess Marya looked round, .saw Andryusha behind her, 
felt tliat Sonya was right, and for that very reason flushed 
angrily, and with evident difficulty restrained herself from a 
cruel retort. She said nothing, and, so os nub to obey her, let 
Andryusha follow her, hut signed to him to he (piict, and 
went up to the door. .Sonya went out by the other door. 
Prom the room where Nikolay was a.sloep, his wife couhl hear 
his even breathing, every tone of which was so familiar. As 
she listened to it, she could see his smooth, handsome brow', 
his moustaches, the whole face she had so often gazed at 
in the stillno.ss of the night when ho was asleep. Nikolay 
suddenly stirred and clean'd his throat. And at the same 
instant Andryusha slioutod from the door, ^ Papa, mamma 's 
here!' His mother turned pale with dismay and made signs 
to the boy. He was (|uict, and there followed a terrible 
silence that lasted a minute. Hhc know how Nikolay disliked 
being waked, tiuddcnly she heard him stir mid clear his 
throat again, and in a tone of displeasure he said ; 

*I’m never given a moment’s peace. Marie, is it you? 
Why did you bring him here?’ 

‘I only came to look ... I did not see ... I’m so 
sorry . . .’ 

Nikolay coughed and said no more. His wife went away, 
and took her son back to the nursery. Pive minutes later 
little, black-eyed, threc-ycar-old Natasha, her father’s favourite, 
hearing from ncr brother that papa was osleen, and mamma in 
the next room, ran in to her father, unnoticed by her mother. 
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The black-eyed little girl boldly rattled at the door, and 
her fat, little feet ran with vigorous steps up to the sofa. 
After examining the position of her father, who was asleep 
with his back to her, she stood on tiptoe and kissed the hand 
that lay under his head. Nikolay turned round to her with 
a smile of tenderness on his face. 

^Natasha, Natasha!’ he heard his wife whisper in dismay 
from the door. ‘ Papa is sleepy.’ 

‘No, mamma, he isn’t sleepy,’ little Natasha answered with 
conviction. ‘ He’s laughing.’ 

Nikolay set his feet down, got up, and picked his little 
daughter up in his arms. 

‘ Come in, Masha,’ he said to his wife. She went in and sat 
down beside him. 

‘ I did not see] him run in after me,’ she said timidly. ‘ I 
just looked in . , .’ 

Holding his little girl on one arm, Nikolay looked at his 
wife, and noticing her guilty expression, he put the other arm 
round her and kissed her on the hair. 

‘May I kiss mamma?’ he asked Natasha. The little 
girl smiled demurely, ‘ Again,’ she said, with a peremptory 
gesture, pointing to the spot where Nikolay had kissed her 
mother. 

‘I don’t know why you should think I am cross,’ said 
Nikolay, replying to the question which he knew was in his 
wife’s heart, 

‘You can’t imagine how unhappy, how lonely, I am when 
you are like that. It always seems to me . . .’ 

‘Marie, hush, nonsense! You ought to be ashamed,’ he 
said gaily, 

‘It seems to me that you cmi’t care for me; that I am 
so ugly ... at all times, and now in this . . 

‘ Oh, how absurd you arc! It’s not those who are hand- 
some we love, but those wc love who arc handsome. It is 
only Malvinas and such heroines who are loved because they 
are beautiful. And do you suppose I love my wife ? Oh no, 
I don’t love you, but ouily , , , I don’t know how to tell 
you. When you are away, and any misunderstanding like 
this comes between us, I feel as though I were lost, and can 
do nothing. Why, do I love my finger? I don’t love it, 
but only try cutting it off , . 



WAR AND PEACE 421 

‘ No, I doirt feel like that, but I untlerstaiid. I'hen you 
are not angry with me ? ^ 

am awfully angry I’ he said, smiling, and getting up, and 
smootliing his hair, he began pacing u[) and down i.he room. 

^Do you know, Marie, what I have been thinking?” he 
began, beginning at once now that })eace was made between 
them, thinking aloud before his wife. He did not incjuire 
whether she were disposed to listen; that did not matter to 
him. An idea occurred to him ; and so it must to her, too. 
And he told her that he meant to persuade Pierre to stay 
with them till the spring. 

Countess Marya listened to him, madt* some comments, 
and then in her turn began thinking her thoughts aloud. 
Her thoughts wore of the children. 

‘ How one can see th(i woman in hi^r iilready,” she .said in 
Fnaich, ])ointi)ig to little Natasha. ^ You reproach us w^omen 
for being illogical. You see in her our logi<». I say, papa is 
sleepy; and she says, no, he “'s laughing. And she' is right, ^ 
said Countess Marya, smiling blissfully. 

* Yes, yes,*’ and Nikolay, lifting up his little girl in his 
strong arm, raised her high in the air, sat her on his shoulder, 
holding her little feet, and began walking tip and down with 
her. There was just the sauu; look of thonghtless happine».s 
on the faces of father and daughter. 

‘Hut do you know, you may lie unfair. You are too fond 
of this one,'’ his wife whispered in French. 

‘ Yes, but what can I do? ... I try not to show it . . 

At that monuMifc then* was heard from Mu* hall and tlie 
vestibule tlie sound of the block of the door, and foolslepH, 
as though some one had arriv<*<l, 

‘Somebody has come." 

‘ I am sure it is Pierre. I will go ami find out," said 
Countess Marya, and she went out of the room. 

While she was gone Nikolay allowed himself to round 

the room with his little girl! Panting for breath, he (luickly 
lowered the laughing child, and hugged her to his ureasl. 
His capers made him think of dancing; and looking at the 
eliildish, round, happy little face, he wondered what h1h» 
would be like when he would Ik^ an old man, taking her out 
to dances, and he remembered how his fathcu' use<l to dance 
Daniel Cooper and the masuirka with his daughter. 
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Ir he, it is he, Nikolay I' said Countess Marya, returning 
a few minutes later. ‘Now our Natasha is herself again. 
You should have seen her delight, and what a scolding he 
came in for at once for having outstayed his time, ('ome, let 
us go ; make haste ; come along ! You must part at last,' she 
said, smiling, os she looked at the little girl nestling up to her 
father. Nikolay went out, holding his daughter by the hand. 

Countess Marya lingered behind. 

‘ Never, never could I have believed,’ she murmured to hei’- 
self, ‘ tliat one could be so happy.’ Her face lighted up with 
a smile; but at the same moment she sighed, and a soft 
melancholy came into her thoughtful glance. It was as 
though, apart from the happiness she was feeling there 
was another happiness unattainable in this life, which she 
could not help remembering at that moment. 


X 

Natasha was married in the early spring of 1813, and by 
18S0 she had three daughters anef a son. The latter hml 
been eagerly desired, and she was now nursing him herself. 
She had grown stouter and broader, so that it was hard to 
recognise in the robust-looking young mother the slim, mobile 
Natasha of old days. Her features had become mure defined, 
and wore an expression of calm softness and serenity. Her 
face hod no longer that ever-glowing fire of eagerness that had 
once constituted her chief charm. Now, often her face and 
body were all that was to be seen, and the soul was not visible 
at all. All there was to be seen in her was a vigorous, 
handsome, and fruitful mother. Only on rare occasions 
now the old fire glowed in her again. That hapjienid only 
when, as now, her husband returned after absence, when a sick 
child recovered, or when she spoke to Cbuntess Marya of 
Prince Andrey (to her husboua she never spoke of Prince 
Andrey, fancying he might be jealous of her love fur him), or 
on the rare occasions when soinething happened to attitmt her 
to her singing, which she had entirely laid aside since her 
marriage. And at those rare moments, when the old fire 
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glowed again, she was more attractive, with her handsome, 
fully-developed figure, than she had ever been in the past. 

Since her marriage Natasha and her husband had lived in 
Moscow, in Petersburg, on their estate near ^loscow, and at 
her mother’s ; that is to say, at Nikolay "s. The voting 
Countess Bezuhov was little seen in society, and lliose who 
had seen her there were not greatly pleased with her. She 
was neither charming nor amiable. It was not that Nataslm 
was fond of solitude (she could not have said whether she liked 
it or not ; she rather supposed indeed that she did not) ; but as 
she was bearing and nursing children, aiul taking interest in 
every minute of her husbamr.s life, she could not meet all these 
ilemands on her except l)y renouncing society. hA<‘r\ one who 
had known Natasha before her marriage marvelled at tin* 
change that liad taken place in her, as though it. were some- 
thing extraordinary. Only the old counti*ss, wdlh her mother’s 
insight, had seen that what was at the root of all Nalaslia’s 
wild outbursts of feeling was simply th<‘ ne<'<l of children ami a 
husband of her own, as she often used to dedans more in 
earnest than in joke, at Otradiioe. ^rhe motluT was surjirised 
at the wonder of jieople who did not und(*rstand Nalasim, 
and rc])eate(l that she had always knowm that she wouhl make 
an exemplary wife and mother. 

^Only she does carry her devotion to her hnshand and 
children to an extremes'* the countess would «uy ; *so mueli so, 
that it’s positively foolish,’ 

Natasha did not follow thi* golden ruh* preached by so 
many prudent persons, especially l>y the French, tluil recom- 
mends that a girl on marrying should not neglccf herself, 
should not give up her nceompliKhnieuts, should think t*V(*n 
more of her appearance Ibnn when a young girl, and shouhl 
try to fascinate ncr hiishand as she hairfiisciualecl him before 
he was her husband. Natasha, on the contrary, I iiul at om*e 
abandoned all Iut accompUshments, of whieli the greatest, was 
her sinking. She gave that up just iMfcause it was such a gn.'at 
attraction. Niitasha trouhlea herself little about manners or 
delicacy of speech; nor did she think of showinfr herself to 
her husband in the most iH^coniing attiludes and eostumi^s^ 
nor strive to avoid worrying him hv luring over-exacting. 
She acted in direct contravenUon of afl lliose rules. She felt 
that the arts of attraction that instinct had taught tier to 
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use before would now have seemed only ludicrous to her 
husband, to whom she had from the first moment given her- 
self up entirely, that is with her whole soul, not keeping a 
single comer of it hidden from him. She felt that the tie 
that bound her to her husband did not rest on those romantic 
feelings which had attracted him to her, but rested on some- 
thing else undejSiied, but as strong as the tie that bound her 
soul to her body. 

To curl her hair, put on a crinoline, and sing songs to 
attract her husband would have seemed to her as strange as 
to deck herself up so as to please herself. To adorn herself 
to please others might perhaps have been agreeable to her — 
she did not know — ^but she had absolutely no time for it. 
The chief reason why she could not attend to her singing, nor 
to her dress, nor to the careful choice of her words was that 
she simply had no time to think of those things. 

. It is well known that man has the faculty of entire absorp- 
j tion in one subject, however trivial that subject may appear 
(to be, AjkI it is well known that there is no subject so trivial 
that it will not grow to indefinite proportions if concentrated 
/attention be devoted to it 

The subject in which Natasha was completely absorbed was 
her family, that is, her husband, whom she kept such a hold 
on so that he should belong entirely to her, to his home and 
her children, whom she had to carry, to bear, to nurse and to 
bring up. 

And the nioi*e she put, not her mind only, but her whole 
soul, her whole being, into the subject that absorbed her, the 
more that subject seemed to enlarge under her eyes, and the 
feebler and tlie more inad<*cjuate her own powers seemed for 
coping with it, so that she concentrated them all on that one 
sunject, and still had not time to do all that seemed to her 
necessary. 

There wore in those days, just as now, arguments and 
discussions on the rights of women, on the relations of 
husband and wife, and on freedom and rights in marriage, 
though they were not then, as now, called qucittiom* But 
those questions had no interest for Natasha, in fact she had 
absolutely no comprehension of them. 

Those questions, then as now, existed only for those persons 
who see in marriage only the satisfaction the married receive 
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from one another, that is, only the iirst beginnings of marriage 
atid not all its significance, which lies in the family. 

Sucli discussions and the (]uestions of to-day, like the 
question liow to get tlie utmost possible gratification out of 
one’s dinner, then, as now, did not exist for persons for whom 
the object of dinner is nourishment, and the object of wedlock 
is the family. 

If the end of dinner is the nourishment of the body, the 
man who eats two dinners obtains possibly a greater amount 
of pleasure, but he docs not attain the object of it, since two 
dimiex's cannot be digested by the stomach. 

If the end of marriage is t he family, the person who prefers 
to have several wives aiul several husbands may possibly 
derive a great deal of satisfaction therefrom, but will not 
in any case have a family. If the end of dinner is nourishment 
and the end of marriage is tlie family, tine whole ({uestion is 
only solved by not eating more than the stomach can digest 
anfl not having more husbands or wives than as many as are 
needed for the family, that is, one wife and one husband. 
Natasha needed a husband. A husband was given her; and 
her husband gave her a family. And she saw no need of 
another better husband, and indeed, as all her spiritual 
energies were devoted to serving thathiishaiKl and hischildrfm, 
she could not picture, and found no interest in trying to 
picture, what would hav<» happened had things been difTerent. 

Natasha did not care for sodety in gent»ral, but sin* gr(*ally 
prized the society of her kinsfolk— of (’ounless Marya, ht*V 
brother, her mother, and Sonya. Sla* cared for the society of 
thos(^ persons to whom she could rush in from tlit* nursc^ry in 
a dressing-gown with her hair down ; to whom she could, with 
a joyful face, show a baby’s napkin 8tain<*(I yellow instead of 
green, and to receive thVir comforting assiiranccs that that 
proved that baby was now n^ally belter. 

Natasha negleclc<l herself to such a degree that her dresses, 
her untidy hair, her inappropriately blurted-out vi^ords, and 
her jealousy— she was jealous of Sonya, of the? governess, of 
every woman, pretty and ugly — wtw a continual s«hj<a‘t of 
jests among her friends, Thc'gencral opinion was that Pierre 
was tied to his wife’s apron strings, and it really was so. From 
the earliest <layH of their marriage Natasha hod miule plain her 
claims, Pictrre had been greatly surjxrised at his wife’s view~ 



426 


WAR AND PEACE 


to him a completely novel idea — that every minute of his 
life belonged to her and their home. He wa.s surprised at 
his wife’s demands, but he was flattered by them, and he 
acquiesced in them. 

Pierre was so far under petticoat government that he did 
not dare to be attentive, or even to speak with a smile, to any 
other woman ; did not dare go to dine at the club, without 
good reason, simply for entertainment ; did not dare spend 
money on idle whims, and did not dare to be away from home 
for any long time together, except on business, in which his 
wife included his scientific pursuits. Though she understood 
nothing of the latter, she attached great consequence to them. 
To make up for all this Pierre had complete power in his own 
house to dispose of the whole household, as well as of himself, 
as he chose. In their own home Natasha made herself a slave 
to her husband ; and the whole household hod to go on tiptoe 
if the master were busy reading or writing in his study. 
Pierre had only to show the slightest preference, for what he 
desired to be at once carried out. He had but to express a 
wish and Natasha jumped up at once and ran for what he 
wanted. 

The whole houseliold was ruled by the supposed directions 
of the master, that is, by the wishes of Pierre, which Natasha 
tried to guess. Their manner of life and ])lace of residence, 
their acquaintances and ties, Natasha’s piu'suits, and tlie 
bringing up of the children — all followed, not only Pierre’s 
expressed wishes, but even the deductions Nata.sha strove to 
draw from the ideas he explained in conversation with her. 
And she guessed very correctly what was the essential point of 
Pierre's wishes, and having once guessed it she was steadfast in 
adhering to it : even when Pierre himself would have veered 
round she opposed him with his own weapons. 

In the troubled days that Piei-re could never forget, after 
the birth of their first child, tliey had tried three wet nurses, 
one after another, for the delicate baby, and Nata.sha liad 
fallen ill with anxiety. At the time Pierre had explained to 
her Rousseau’s views on the unnaturalncss and hurmfulness of 
a child being suckled by any woman but its own mother, and 
told her he full^ agreed with those views. When the next 
baby was bom, in spite of the opposition of her mother, the 
doctors, and even of her husband himself, who all looked on 
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it as something unheard of, and injurious, she insisted on 
having her own way, and from that day had nursed all her 
children herself. It happened very often in moments of 
irritability that the husband and wife tjuarrelled; but long 
after their dispute Pierre had, to his own delight and suri)rise, 
found in his wife'^s actions, as well as words, that very itfea of 
his with which she had quarrelled. And he not only found 
his own idea, but found it purified of all that was superfluous, 
and had been evoked l)y the heat of argument in his own 
expx'ession of the idea. 

After seven years of married life, Pierre had a firm and 
joyful consciousness that he was not a bad fellow, anti he felt 
this because he saw himself reflectetl in hi.s wile. In himself 
he felt all the good and bad mingled logelher, and obscuring 
one another. But in his wife he saw reflected only what was 
really good; everything not tjuite good was left out. And 
tins result was noc reached by the way of logical thought, but 
by way of a mysterious, direct reflection of himself- 


XI 

Two mouths previously, PitTre was already sell led at the 
llostovs** when ho n*.ceived a letter from a eerlain Prince 
Pyodor, urging him to come to Petersburg for I he discussion 
of various imporUuit (juestions that wer(» agitating the Pclers- 
burg members of a society, of which Pierre had been one i)f 
the chief founders, 

Natasha read this letter, as she did imbued all her iiu.sban<rs 
letters, and bitterly as she always fell his absence, she urged 
him herself to go to Petersburg. To everything appertaining 
to her husbaiul’s intelU‘ctiial, abstract pursuits, she ascribed 
iimnenHc conHcqui‘nce, though she hml no midcrslanding of 
them, and she was always in dread of being a hindrance to her 
husbaiul ill such matters. To Pierre's timid glance of in<iuir\ 
after rcfuJing the letter, she replied by begging him to go, and 
all she asked was that lie would fix an alisolutely ci*rluin <lale 
for his return. And leave of absence was given* lum for lour 

Ever since the day fixed for his return, a forluiglii t«*fore, 
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Natasha had been in a continual condition of alarm, depression, 
and irritability. 

Denisov, a general on the retired list, very much dissatislied 
at the present position of public affairs, had arrived during 
that fortnight, and he looked at Natasha with melancliolv 
wonder, as at a bad likeness of a person once loved, A bored, 
dejected glance, random replies, and incessant talk of the 
nursery was all he saw and heard of his enchantress of old 
days. 

All that fortnight Natasha had been melancholy and 
irritable, especially when her mother, her brother, Sonya, or 
Countess Marya tried to console her by excusing Pierre, and 
inventing good reasons for his delay in returning. 

‘It’s all nonsense, all idiocy,’ Natasha would say; ‘all his 
projects that never lead to anything, and all those fools of 
societies,’ she would declare of the very matters in the immense 
importance of which she firmly believed. ’ And she would 
march off to the nursery to nurse her only boy, the baby 
Petya. 

No one could give her such sensible and soothing consolation 
as that little three months’ old creature, when it lay at her 
breast, and she felt the movement of its lips and the snuffling 
of its nose. That little creature said to her : ‘ You arc angry, 
you arc jealous, you would like to punish him, joii arc afraid, 
but here am I — ^I am he. Hei’e, I am he . . And there was 
no answering tlial. It was more than true. 

Natasha had so often during that fortnight had recourse to 
her baby for comfort, that she had over-nursed him, and he 
liad fallen ill. She was terrified at his illness, but still this 
was just what she needed. In looking after him, she was able 
to bear her uneasiness about her husband better. 

She was nursing the baby when Pierre’s carriage drove 
noisily up to the entrance, and the nurse, knowing how to 
please her mistress, came inaudibly but i|iuckly to the door 
with a beaming face. 

‘lie has come?’ asked Natasha in a ra])id whisper, afraid to 
stir for fear of waking the baby, who was dropping asleep. 

* He has come, ma’am,’ whispered the nurse. 

The blood rushed to Natasha’s face, and her feet involun- 
tarily moved; but to jump up and run was out of the 
question. The baby opened its little eyes again, glanced, as 
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though to say, ‘ You are here,’ and gave another lazy smack 
with its lips. 

Cautiously withdrawing her breast, Natasha dandled it, 
handed it to the nurse, and went with swift steps towards the 
door. But at the door she stopped as tliough her conscience 
pricked her for being in such haste and joy to leave the baby, 
and she looked back. The nurse, with lier elbows raised, was 
lifting the baby over the rail of tlie cot. 

‘ Yes, go along, go along, ma’am, don’t worry, run along,' 
wMspered the nurse, smiling with the familiarity that was 
common between nurse and mistress. 

With light steps Natasha ran to the vestibule. Denisov, 
coming out of the stud^ into the hall with a pijH; in his 
mouth, seemed to see Natasha agiun for the first time. A 
vivid radiance of joy shed stroumsof light from her transfigured 
countenance. 

‘He luis come!’ she called to him, as she Hew by, and 
Denisov felt that he was thrilled to hear that Pierre ha<f come, 
though ho did not jMirticularly care for him. Running into 
the vestibule, Natasha saw a tall figure in a fur clonk futnbliiig 
at his scarf, 

‘Ho! he! It’s true. Here he is,' she .said to herself, and 
darting up to him, she hugged him, stpieezing her head to his 
breast, and thou drawing back, glanced at the frosty, red, and 
happy face of IMerre. * Yes, here he is ; happy, satisfied . . .' 

And all at once she remembered all the tortures of suspense 
she had j^iuscd through during llu? Inst fortniglut. Thi‘ joy 
l)eniniug in lier hwe vnnislied ; she frowiu'd, and a torrent <»f 
rcpromihcH and angry words broke ujion Pii'rre. 

* Yes, you are all riglit, you have been happy, you have been 
enjoying yourself . . . But what about ine!* You might at 
least think of your children. I am nursing, my milk went 
wrong . . . Petjra nearly died of it. And yoit have been 
enjoying yourself. Yes, enjoying your.self . . .' 

Pierre knew he was not to hlamc, heeausn he could in»t 
have come sooner. He knew this outburst on her part was 
unseemly, and would Iw all over in two minutes. Above ail, 
he knew that he was himself ha}>py and joyful. He would 
have likcjl to smile, but dared not even think of Uiat. H«‘ 
made a piteous, dismayed face, ami bowed before ibe storm. 

‘ I could not, upon iny word. But how is Petya 
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‘He is all right now, come along. Aren’t you ashamed? 
If you could see what I am like without you, how wretched I 
am . . 

‘ Are you quite well ? ’ 

‘ Come along, come along,’ she said, not letting go of his 
hand. And they went off to their rooms. When Nikolay and 
his wife came to look for Pierre, they found him in the 
nursery, with his baby son awake on his broad right hand, 
dandling him. There was a gleeful smile on the ba%’s broad 
face and open, toothless mouth. The storm had long blown 
over, and a bright, sunny radiance of joy dowed all over 
Natasha’s face, as she gazed tenderly at her husband and son. 

‘And did you have a good talk over everything with Prince 
Fyodor ? ’ Natasha was saying. 

‘ Yes, capital.’ 

‘ You see, ho holds his head up ’ (Natasha meant the baby). 
‘ Oh, what a fright he gave mo. And did you see the princess ? 
Is it true that .she is in love with that . . .’ 

‘ Yc.s, can you fancy . . .’ 

At that moment mkolay came in with his wife. Pierre, not 
Icttini^ go of his son, stooped down, kissed them, and answered 
their inquiries. But it was obvious that in spite of the many 
interesting things they had to discuss, the baby, with the 
wobbling head in the little cap, was absorbing Pierre’s whole 
attention. 

‘ How sweet he is ! ’ said Countos.s Marya, looking at the 
baby and playing with him. ‘That’s a thing I can’t under- 
stand, Nikolay,’ she said, turning to her busMnd, ‘ how it is 
you don’t feel the charm of these exquisite little creatures ? ’ 

‘Well, I don’t, I can’t,’ said Nikolay, looking coldly at the 
baby. ‘Just a morsel of flesh. Come along, Pierre.’ 

‘ The great thing is, that ho is really a devoted father,’ said 
Countess Marya, apologising for her husband, ‘ but only after 
a year or so . . .’ 

‘ Oh, Pierre is a capital nui'se,’ said Natasha ; ‘ he says his 
hand is just msdic for a baby’s back. Just look.’ 

*Oh yes, but not for this,’ X’icrro cried laughing, and 
hurriedly snatching up the baby, he handed him Wk to his 
nurse. 
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XII 

As in every real family, there were several quite separate 
worlds living together in the Bleak Hills house, and while 
each of these preserved its own individuality, they made con- 
cessions to one another, and mixed into one harmonious whole. 
Every event that occuiTcd in the house was alike important 
and joyful or distressing to ail those circles. But each circle 
had its own private grounds for rejoicing or uiouvning at every 
event quite apart from the rest. 

So Pierre’s arrival was a joyful and important event, reflected 
as such in all the circles of tlic household. 

The servants, the most infallible judges of their masters, 
because they judge them, not from their conversation and 
expression of their feelings, but from their actions and tlicir 
manner of living, were delighted at Pierre’s return, liecause 
they knew that when he was there, the count, their master, 
would not go out every day to superintend the pasants on 
the estate, and would be in better temper and spirits, and also 
liecause they knew there would be valuable presents for all of 
them for the fete day. 

The children and their governesses were delighted at 
Bezuhov’s return, because no one drew them into the general 
social life of the house as Pierre did. He it was who could 
play on the clavichord that ecossaise pds oin* piece), to which, 
as he said, one could dance all )>oKsihle tiaiices ; and h<> was 
(|uitc sure, boo, to have brought all of them pn>M‘iitH. 

Nikolinka Bolkonsky, who was now a ihiii, dedicate, intelli- 
gent boy of fifteen, with curly light hair and beautiful eyes, 
was delighted because Uncle Piems as he called him, was the 
object of his passionate love and adoration. No one had 
instilled a particular affection for Pierre into Nikolinka, and 
he only rarely saw him. (kmntess Maryn, who had brought 
him up, had done her utmost to make' Nikolinka love her 
husliand, as she loved him; and the hoy did like his uncle, 
but there was a scarcely perceptible shade of eoulciiipi. in his 
liking of him. Pierre he adored. He did not waul to he 
an hussar or a Cavalier of St. (Jeorge like his ITjicIe Nikolay ; he 
wanted to be learned, clever, and kind like Piernv In Pierre's 
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presence there was always a happy radiance on his face, and 
he blushed and was breathless when Pierre addressed him. 
He never missed a word that Pierre uttered, and afterwards 
alone or with Bessalle recalled every phrase, and>pondcrcd its 
exact significance. Pierre^s past life, his unhappiness before 
1812 (of which, from the few words he had heard, he had 
made up a vague, romantic picture), his advcntuins in Moscow, 
and captivity with the French, Platon Karataev (of whom he 
had heal'd from Pierre), his love for C^atasha (whom the boy 
loved too with quite a special feeling), and, above all, his 
friendship with his father, whom Nikolinka did not remember, 
all made Pierre a hero and a saint in his eyes. 

From the phrases he had heard dropped about his father 
and Natasha, from the emotion with which PicJre spoke of 
him, and the circumspect, reverent tenderness with which 
Natasha spoke of him, the boy, who was only just beginning 
to form his conceptions of love, had gathered the idea that 
his father had loved Natasha, and had bequeathed her at his 
death to his friend. That father, of whom the boy had no 
memory, seemed to him a divine being, of whom one could 
have no clear conception, and of whom he could not think 
without a throbbing heart and tears of sorrow and rapture. 

And so the boy too was happy at Pierre’s arrival. 

The guests in the house were glad to see Pierre, for he was 
a person who always enlivened every party, and mode its 
different dements mix well together. 

The grown-up members of the household were glad to see 
a friend who always mode daily life run more smoothly and 
easily. 

The old ladies were pleased both at the presents he brought 
them, and still more at Natasha’s being herself again. 

Pierre felt the varioms views those different sets of people 
took of him, and made haste to satisfy the expectations of 
all of them. 

Though he was the most absent-minded and forgetful of 
men,, by the help of a list his wife made for him, he had 
bought everything, not forgetting a single commission from 
his mother-in-law or brother-in-law, nor the presents of a dress 
for Madame Byelov and toys for his nephews. 

In the early days of his married life his wife’s expectation 
that he should foiget nothing he had undertaken to buy had 
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struck him as strange, and he had been impressed by her 
serious chagrin when after his first absence* he had returned 
having forgotten (‘verj^thing. But in Lime he liad grown usetl 
to this. Knowing that Natasha gave hin» no eomniissions on 
her own account, and for others only asked him to get things 
when he had himself offered to do so, he now look a eliildish 
pleasure, that w'as a surprise to himself, in those purchases of 
presents for all the lioiisehold, and never forgot an\ Hu!ig. If 
he incuiTcd Natasha^s ccnsilre now, it was only for buying lo«» 
much, and paying Loo much for his purchases. her other 
defects in the eyes of the world — good <(iifilities in I'lerre's 
eyes — her untidiness and negligence, Natasha atl(h*d that of 
stinginess. ^ 

Ever since Pierre had begun living a home life, involving 
increased expenses in a large house, he ha<l nolice<l to his 
astonishment that he was spending half what, he had spent 
in the past, and that his circumstances, somewhat straitened 
latterly, especially by his first wiflAs debts, were beginning lo 
improve* 

Living was much cheaper, because his lif<» was cohori*nl: 
the most expensive luxury in his former manner of liie, that 
is, the possibility of a complete change in it al any moment, 
Pierre Imd not now, and had no <lesir(* for. He felt that his 
manner of life was settled now once (or all till death ; that to 
change it was not in his fmwer, and then*fore that manner of 
lift* was cheaper. 

With a beaming, smiling (countenance, Pierre was unpacking 
his purchases. 

*Look!’ he said, unfolding a piece of material like a slum- 
man. Natasha was sitting opposilt* hin» with l>cr eddest girl 
on her knee, and slie turne<l her sparkling «‘ye» from her 
liusbatid to wliat he w*w showing her. 

^Thafs for Madame Hyelov.^' Splendid.*’ She touched it 
to feel the goodness of the material.* ‘ It must have a 
rouble a yard ? ’ 

Pierre mentioned the price. 

fi Very dear,’ said Nuluslia. * Well, how pleased lh<* children 
will he and maman too. Only you sliouldirt have bought me 
this," she added, unable to suppress a smile, as she admired 
tin* gold and jiearl comb, of a {latteni just then coming info 
fashion. 

VOIm hi. Ji K 
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‘ Adclc kept on at me to buy it,^ said Pierre. 

‘ When shall 1 wear it ?' Natasha pul it in her coil of hair. 
^ It will do when I have to bring little Masha out ; perhaps 
they will come in again then. Well, let us go in.** 

And gathering up the presents, they went first into the 
nursery, and then in to sec the countess. 

The countess, as her habit was, was sitting })laying patience 
with Madame Byelov when Pierre and Natasha went into the 
drawing-room with parcels under their arms. 

The countess was by now over sixty. Her hair was com- 
pletely grey, and she wore a cap that surrounded her whole face 
with a frill. Her face was wrinkled, her upper lip had sunk, 
and her eyes were dim. 

After the deaths of her son and her husband that had 
followed so quickly on one another, she had felt herself a 
creature accidentally forgotten in this world, with xio object 
and no interest in life. She ate and drank, slept ami lay 
awake, but she did not live. Life gave her no impressions. 
She wanted nothing from life but peace, and that j)cace she 
could find only in death. But until death came to her she 
had to go on living — that is, using her vital forces. There 
was in the highest degree noticeal>le in her what may he 
observed in vej’y small children and in very old people. No 
external aim could be seen in her existence ; all that could l)e 
seen was the need to exercise her various (^a[)acities and pro- 
pensities. She had to eat, to sleep, to think, to talk, to 
weep, to work, to get angry, and so on, simply because she 
had a stomach, a brain, muscles, nerves, and spleen* All this 
she did not at the promptings of any external motive, as 
people do in the full vigour of life, when the aim towards 
which they strive screens from our view that other aim of 
exercising their powers. She only talked because she ne<*ded 
to exercise her lungs and her tongue* She cried like a cliild, 
because she needed the physical relief of tears, and so on. 
What for people in their full vigour is a motive, with her was 
obviously a i>retext. 

Thus in the morning, especially if she had eaten anything 
too rich the night before, she sought an occasion for anger, and 
pitched on the first excuse — the deafness of Madame Byelov. 

From the other end of the room she would begin to say 
something to her in a low voice* 
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fancy it is wanncT to-day, my dear,*’ she would say in a 
whispei\ And when Madame Byelov replied : ‘ To be sure, 
they have come,’’ she would mutter aiif^rily : ‘■Mercy on us, 
how deaf and stupid she is ! ’ 

Another excuse was her snulF, which she fancied cither too 
dry, or too moist, or badly pounded. After these outbursts of 
irritability, a bilious hue came into her face. Aiul lier mnitls 
knew by infallible tokens when Madame Byelov would l)e deaf 
again, and when her snuff* would again be damp, and her face 
would again be yellow. Just as she had to exercise her spleen, 
she had sometimes to exercise her remaining faculties; and for 
thought the pretext was patience. Wlicn she wanled to crjs 
the subject of her tears was the late count. When she iieedeil 
excitement, the subject was Nikolay and anxiety about his 
health. When she wanted to say something spiteful, the 
pretext was the (lountess Marya. VVhen she reejuired exendse 
for her organs of speech — this was usually jiI)out seven o'clock, 
after she liad had lier after-dinner rest in a <larki‘ned room~ 
then the pretext was found in repetition of anecdotes, always 
the same, and always to the same listeners. 

The old countess's condition was undez'stood by all the house* 
hold, though no one ever spoke of it, and every |)osHihle effort 
was made by evtTy one to satisfy her re<(uiVeinenls. Only 
rarely a mournful Imlf-smile passed l)etw(>en Nikolay, Pierre, 
Natasha, and Oount<‘ss Marya that h(*traycd iludr comprehen- 
sion of her condition. 

Hut thoH(* glanc<‘s said something el,s(? bchides, Th(*y said 
that she had done h(*r work in life alrt‘ady, that slie was not 
all here in what was seen in her now, that tlley wouhi all be the 
same, and that th<‘y wi^rc gliwl to give way to her, to restmin 
themselves for the sake of this poor cn^alurt*, once so dear, once 
as full of life as they. Memento mori^ said tiiose glancoM. 

Only quite heartless and stupid people ami little children 
failed to luidcrstuiul this, ami helil themsedves aloof from her. 


xm 

Whknt Piern* and Ids wife came into tin? drawing-room, the 
countess hap[)ened to be in her cuHlomary condition of need- 
ing the mental exercise of a game of patience, and tberefons 
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although from habit she uttered the words, she always repeated 
on the return of Pierre or her son after absence : ‘ It was 
high time, high time, my dear boy ; we liave been expecting 
you a long while. Well, thank God, you are here.’ And on 
the presents being given her, pronumreed another stock phrase : 
‘ It’s not the gift that is precious, my dear. . . . Thunk you 
for thinking of an old woman like me. . , It was evident 
that Pierre’s entrance at that moment was unwelcome, be- 
cause it interrupted her in dealing her cards. She finished her 
game of patience, and only then gave her attention to the 
presents. The presents for her consisted of a card-case of fine 
workmanship, a bright blue Sevres cup with a lid and a 
picture of shepherdesses on it, and a gold snuff-box with the 
count’s portrait on it, which Pierre hod had executed by a 
miniature-painter in Petersburg. The countess had long wislied 
to have this; but just now she had no inclination to wo(>)), 
and so she looked unconccntedly at the })ortrait, and took 
more notice of the card-case. 

‘Thank you, my dear, you are a comfort to me,' she said, 
as she always did. ‘ But best of all, you have brought your- 
self back. It has been beyond everything; you nuist really 
scold your wife. She is like one possessed without you. She 
sees nothing, thinks of nothing,’ she said as usuaf. ‘Look, 
Anna Timofyevna,’ she added, ‘ what a curd-case my son has 
brought us.’ 

Madame Byelov admired the present, and was enchanted 
with the dress material. 

Pierre, Natasha, Nikolay, Countess Marya, and Denisov had 
a great deal they wonted to talk about, which was not talked 
of before the old countess; not 1>ucausc anything was concealed 
from her, but simply because she luul dropped so out of things, 
that if they had begun to talk freely before her they would 
have had to answer so piany questions put by her at random, 
and to repeat so many things that had been repeated to her so 
many times already ; to tell her that this ]>crson was dead and 
that person was married, which she could never remember. 
Yet they sat as usual at tea in the drawing-room, and Pierre 
answered the countess’s quite su}>crf!uous questions, which 
were of no interest even to her, and told her that Prince Vassily 
was looking older, and that Countess Marya Alexeyevna sent 
her kind regards and remembrances, etc. 



WAR AND PEACE 


487 


Such conversation, of no interest to any one, but inevitable, 
was kept up all tea-time. All the grown-up members of the 
family were gathered about the round tea-table with the 
samovar, at which Sonya presided. The children with their 
tutors and governesses had already had tea, and their voices 
could be heard in the next room. At tea every one sat in 
their own habitual places, Nikolay sat by the stove at a little 
table apart, where his tea was handed liiin. An old terrier 
bitch, with a perfectly grey face, Milka, the daughter of the 
first Milka, lay on a chair beside him. Denisov, with streaks 
of grey in Ms curly hair, moustaches, and whiskers, wearing bis 
general’s coat unbuttoned, sat beside Countess Marya. Pierre 
was silting between his wife and the old countess. lie was 
telling what he knew might interest the old lady and be intel- 
ligible to her. Ho talked of external social events au<l of the 
pemons who had once made up the circle of the old countess's 
contemporaries, and had once been a real living circle of people, 
but were now for the most part scattered about the world, 
and, like her, living out their remnant of life, gleaning up the 
stray ears of what they had sown in life. Hnt they, tliesc 
contemporaries, seemed to the old countess to make up the 
only real world that was worth consi<lering. Jiy JMcrre's 
eagerness, Natasha saw that his visit hod been an intentsting 
one, that he was longing to tell them about it, but dared not 
speak freely before the countess. Denisov, not being a member 
of the family, did not imdemtand IMerre’s circumspectness, 
and, moreover, being dissatisfied with the eoum* ot (tvents, 
took a very groat interest in all that was going forward at 
Petersburg, He was coutinually Irving Lo gel Pierre to 
tell him about the recent scandal about the Semyonovsky 
regiment, or about Arakteheev, or about the Bible Society. 
Pierre was sometimes led on into beginning to talk about 
those subjects, but Nikolay atid Natasha always brought 
him back to the health of IMnce Iran and Countess Marya 
Antonovna. 

‘ Well, what is all this idiocy, Gossner «ind Madame Tatnr- 
inov,’ Denisov asked, * is that still going on ?’ 

‘Going on?’ said Pierre. ‘Worse than ever. I’he Hihlo 
Society is now the whole govemmeut.’ 

‘ What is that, ymm cher amt?’ aHk(>d the old countess, who, 
having drunk her tea, was obviously stteking a j»rctt‘Xt for ill- 
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humour after taking food. * What are you saying about the 
goveniment ? I dotft understand that.’ 

® Why, you know, mman^ put in Nikolay, who knew how 
to translate things into his mother’s language. * Prince Alex* 
ander Nikolaevitch Golitsin has founded a society, so he has 
great influence they say.’ 

"‘Araktcheev and Golitsin,’ said Pierre incautiously, ‘arc 
practically the govcmment now. And what a government 1 
They see conspiracy in everything, they are afraid of every- 
thing.’ 

* What, Prince Alexander Nikolaevitch found fault with ! 
He is a most estimable man. I used to meet him in old days 
at Marya Antonovna’s,’ said the countess in an aggrieved tone. 
And still more aggrieved by the general silence, she went on, 
^Nowadays people find fault with every one. A Gospel 
Society, what harm is there in that ’ and she got up (every- 
one rose too), and with a severe face sailed out to her table in 
the adjoining divau-rooin. 

In the midst of the mournful silence that follow(Ml, they 
heard the sound of children’s voices and laughter from the 
next room. There was evidently some joyful excitement 
afoot among the children. 

^Finished, finished !’ the gleeful shriek of little Nata,sha was 
heard above all the rest. I^icm* exchanged glances with 
Countess Marya and Nikolay (Natasha he was looking af, all 
the time), and he smiled happily. 

‘ Delightful music ! ’ he said. 

* Anna Makarovna has finished her stocking,’ said Countess 
Maryn, 

‘Oh, I’m going to have a look at tlumi,’ said Pierre, jumj)- 
ing up. ‘You know,’ he said, stopping at tin* door, ‘why it 
is I so particularly love that music — it is what first leLs me 
know that all’s well. As I came to-day, tlu* nt*arer I got to 
homo, the greater my imnic. As I came into l;l*e vestibule, I 
heard Andryusha in ])c/ds of laughi.<*r, and then I knew all 
was well . . 

*I know, I know that feeling,’ Nikolay chimed in. ‘I 
mustn’t come — the stockings arc a surf)rise in store for me,’ 

Pierre went in to the children, and the shrieks and laughter 
were louder than ever. ‘ Now, Anna Makarovna,’ cried Pierre’s 
voice, * here in the middle of the room and at the word of 
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command — one, two, and when I say three, you stand here. 
You in my arms. Now, one, two . . there was complete 
silence. ‘ Three ! ’ and an enthusiastic roar of children's voices 
rose in the room. ‘ Two, two !’ cried the children. 

They meant the two stockings, which, by a secret only 
known to her, Anna Makarovna u.sed to knit on her needles 
at once. She always made a solemn ceremony of nulling one 
stocking out of the other in the presence of the children when 
the pair was finished. 


XIV 

Soon after this the children came in to say good-night. The 
children kissed every one, the tutors and governesse.s said good- 
night and went away. Dcssalle alone remained with his pupil. 
The tutor whi.specca to his young charge to come downstairs. 

‘No, M. DosKille, I will ask my aunt for leave to stay,’ 
Nikolinka Bolkonsky answered, also* in a whisper. 

‘Ma tante, will you lot me stay P ’ said Nikolinka, going up 
to his aunt. His face was full of entreaiy, excitement, ami 
enthusia.sm. (k)untu!!s Marya looked at him and lnrne<! to 
I’ierre. 

‘ When you are here, there is uo tearing him away . . 
she said. 

‘ I will bring him directly, M. Dessalle. (iood-night,' said 
IMerre, giving hi.s hand to the. Swiss tutor, and he turned 
smiling to Nikolinka. ‘ W«! have not seen each other at all 
yet. Marie, how like he is growing,’ he mided, turning lo 
’Countess Marya. 

‘Like my father?’ said the boy, f!ii.shing criuisoii and 
looking up at I’ierre with ru}>tun)us, shining eyes. 

I’ierre nodded to hini, and wemt on with the conversa- 
tion that had be<<n interrupted bji the children. Countess 
Marya had, some canvas embroidery’in her inuids; Natalia sat 
with her eyes fixed on her hushaiuf. Nikolay and Detiisov got 
up, asked 'for pipes, smoked, and took eufw of l(>a from Sonya, 
still sitting with weary pertinacity at the samovar, and asked 
(nicstions of Pierre. The curly-h’eiwletl, delicate hoy, with his 
shining eyes, sat unnoticed by any one in a corner. Turning 
the curly head and tlie slender neck above his laydown collar 
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to follow Pierrc'*s movements, he trembled now nnd then, and 
murmured something to himself, evidently thrilled by some 
new and violent emotion. 

The conversation turned on the scandals of the day in the 
higher government circles, a subject in which the majority 
of people usually find the chief interest of home politics. 
Denisov, who was dissatisfied with the government on account 
of his own disappointments in the service, heard wnth glee 
of all the follies, as he considered them, that were going on 
now in Petersburg, and made his comments on Pierre’s words 
in harsh and in cutting phrases. 

‘ In old days you had to be a Grerman to be anybody, now- 
adays you have to dance with the Tatarinov woman and 
Madame Kriidner, to read . . . Eckartshausen, and the rest 
of that crew. Ugh ! I would let good old Bon«T.partc loose 
again ! He would knock all the nonsense out of them. Why, 
isn’t it beyond everything to have given that fellow Schwartz 
the Seniyonovsky regiment?’ he shouted. 

Though Nikolay had not Denisov’s disposition to find every- 
thing amiss, he too thought it dignified and becoming to 
criticise the government, and he believed that the fact, that 
A. had been appointed minister of such a department, and H. 
had been made governor of such a province, and the Tsar had 
said this, and the minister had said that, were all matters of 
the greatest importance. And he thought it incumfient upon 
him to take an interest in the subject and to t|uestion Pierre 
about it. So the questions put by Nikolay arul Denisov kept 
the conversation on the usual lines of gossip about the higher 
government circles. 

Hut Natasha, who knew every thought and expression in 
her husband, saw that Pierre all the while wanted to lead lh(‘ 
conversation into another channel, and to open his heart; on 
his own i<lea, Uuj idea which he had gone to Petersburg to 
consult his new friend Prwicc Fy<»dor about. She saw too that 
he could not lead up to this, and she came to the reHcite with 
a ({uostion: How had he settled things with Prince Pyodor? 

* What was that?*^ ask<*d Nikolay. 

* All the same thing over and over again,’ said Pierre, look- 
ing about him. ^ Every one sees that things are all going *o 
wrong that they can’t be endured, and that it’s the duly of 
all honest men to opi>otte it to the utmost (»f their power.’ 
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‘ Why, what can honest men do ?’ said Nikolay, frowning 
slightly. ‘ What can be done ? ’ 

‘ Why, this . . 

‘ Let us go into the study,’ said Nikolay. 

Natasha, who had a long while been expecting to be fetched 
to her baby, heard the nurse calling her, and went off to the 
nursery. Countess Marya went with hei*. The men went to 
the study, and Nikolinka Bolkonsky stole in, unnoticed by his 
uncle, and sat down at the writing-table, in the dark by the 
window. 

‘ Well, what are you going to do ’ said Denisov. 

‘ Everlastingly these fantastic schemes,’ said Nikolay. 

‘ Well,’ Pierre began, not sitting down, but pacing the room, 
and coming to an occiisional .standstill, lisping and gesticulat- 
ing rapidly as be talked. ‘This is the jMisition of things in 
Petersburg: the 'L'sjir lets evisrylhing go. He is entirely 
wrapped up in this mysticism’ (mystici.sm Pi<>rrc could not 
forgive in anybody now), ‘ All he asks for is pcuc(! ; and he can 
only got peace through thc.st‘ men of no faith tuul iu> con- 
science, who arc stifling ami de.slroyiug everything, .Magnitsky 
and Araktchcev, and Mtl quanti . , . You will admit that 
if you did not look after your projjerty yoiirsidf, anti only 
asked for ueaoc and quiet,” the cnielleryour bailiff were, the 
more readily you would attain your object,' Ik* .said, lunting 
to Nikolay. 

‘ Well, but what is the <irin. of all this sahl .Nikolay. 

‘Why, everything is going to ruin. Briherj' in tlic law- 
courts, in the army nothing but coercion and 'drill : <‘xile- ■ 
people are being tortured, ami eidighleniiicnt is suppressed. 
Everything youthful and honourable — they arc* enislting! 
Everybody sees that it can’t go on like thia 'I’hc stredn is 
too great, and the string must snap,’ said Pierre (as men 
always do say, looking into the? working of any government 
so long as governments have t*xisted). ‘I tolcl them one 
thing in Petersburg.’ 

‘ Told whom?’ asked Denisov. 

‘ Oh, you know whom,’ said Pierre, with a meaning Icxik 
from under his brows, ‘ Prince Kycwlor and all of them. iCcral 
in educational and philantluropic work is all very good of 
course. Their object is excellent and all the n*Ht of it; but 
in prcsKiut circumstances what is wanted is someihing else.' 



442 WAR AND PEACE 

At that moment Nikolay noticed the presence of his nephew. 
His face fell ; he went up to him. 

‘ Why are you here ? ’ 

* Oh, let him be,’ said Pierre, taking hold of Nikolay’s arm ; 
and he went on. ‘ That ’s not enough, I told them ; something 
else is wanted now. While you stand waiting for the string 
to snap every moment; while every one is expecting the 
inevitable revolution, as many people as possible should join 
hands as closely as they can to withstand the general cata- 
strophe. All the youth and energy is being drawn away and 
dissipated. One lured by women, another by honours, a third 
by display or money — ^they are all going over to the wrong side. 
As for independent, honest men, like you and me — there arc 
none of them left. I say : enlarge the scope of the society : 
let the mot Sonlre be not loyalty only, but independence and 
action.’ 

Nikolay, leaving his nephew, had angrily moved out a chair, 
and sat down in it. As he listened to Pierre, he coughed in 
<a dissatisfied way, and frowned more and more. 

‘But action with what object?’ he cried. ‘And what 
attitude do you take up to the government ? ’ 

‘ Why, the attitude of supporters ! The society will [perhaps 
not even be a secret one, if the government will allow it. So 
far from being hostile to the government, we are the real 
conservatives. It is a society of in the full sipii- 

ficance of the word. It is simply to prevent Pugatcdiov from 
coming to massacre my children and yours, to prevent Arak- 
tcheev from transporting me to a military settlement, that wc 
arc joining hands, with the solo object of the common welfare 
and'security.’ 

‘ Ves; but it’s a secret society, and consequently a hostile 
and mischievous society, which can only lead to evil.’ 

‘Why so? Did the T’Ugenil-lmnil which saved Kurope 
(people did not yet ve^iture to believe that Russia had saved 
Europe) lead to* evil? A Tuffmd-himd it is, an alliance of 
virtue; it is love and mutual help ; it is what Christ preached 
on the cross , . 

Natasha, coming into th<^ room in the middle^ of the conversa- 
tion, looked joyfully at her husband. She was not rejoicing 
in what he was saying. It did not interest her inchted, because 
it seenjed to her that it was all so excessively simplts and 
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that she had known it long ago. She fancied this, becaaso 
she knew all that it sprang from — all Pierre’s soul. But she 
was glad looking at his eager, enthusiastic figure. 

Pierre was watched with even more rapturous gladness by 
the boy with the slender neck in the layciown collar, who had 
been forgotten by all of them. Every word Pierre uttered 
set his Iicart in a glow, and his fingers moving nervously, lu* 
unconsciously picked up and broke to pieces the sticks of 
sealing-wax and pens on his uncle’s table, 

‘ It’s not at all what you imagine, but just such a society 
as the German Tugend-hund is what I propose.’ 

‘ Well, my boy, that’s all very w'ell for the sausage-eaters — 
Tugend-hnnd — but I don’t undorsland iUand 1 can't even 
pronounce it,’ Denisov’s loud, positive voice broke in, ‘ Every* 
thing’s rotten and corrupt ; I a|p*oe there; only your TvgvntU 
biml I don’t iinderstanu, but if one is dissaiisfied, — a bunt 
now’ (i.^. riot or mutiny), ^je mis mire hoiinner 
Pierre smiled, Natasha laughed; but Nikolay knitted his 
brows more than ever, and Ingan arguing with I^ierre that no 
revolution was to be expected, and that the <Iangc»r he talked 
of had no existence but in his imagination. Pierre maintained 
hiH view, rand as his intellectual faculties w<*r(‘ keener and 
more resourceful, Nikolay was soon al, a loss for an aiKswcr. 
This angered him still more, ns in his heart h(‘ felt convinced, 
not by reasoning, but by something stronger Ibnii rt?asoning, 
of the indubitable trutli of his own view. 

‘ Well, let me tell you,’ he said, gt^Uing up and nervon.sly 
setting his pipe down in llie corn<u% ami then flinging it away ; 

‘ I can’t prove it you. You say everything is all rotten, and 
there will ho a revolution; I <1ion’t see it; but you say mir 
oath of allegiance is a conditional thing, atul ns to that, let 
me tell you, you arc my greatest friend, yoti know that, but 
you maxc a .secret society, you begin working against the 
government— whatever it mav be, V know it’s rny duty to 
obey it- And if Araktehoev bids me march against yoti with 
a squadron and cut you down, I slian’t hesitate for a second, 
I shall go. And then you may think what you like about it-’ 
An awkward silence followed these words, Natasha was the 
first to break it by defending her husband and attacking her 
brother. Her defence was weak and clumsy- But it attained 
her object. The conversation wjw taken up again, and no 
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longer in the unpleasantly hostile tone in which Nikolay’s 
last words had been spoken. 

Wlion they all got up to go in to supper, Nikolinka Bolkonsky 
went up to Pierre with a pale face ana shining, luminous eyes. 

‘ Uncle Pierre • . . you ... no ... If papa had been 
alive ... he would have been on your side ? ’ he asked. 

Pierre saw in a flash all the original, complicated and 
violent travail of thought and feeling that must have been 
going on independently in this boy during the conversation. 
And recalling all he had been saying, he felt vexed that the 
boy should have heard him. He had to answer him, however. 

^ I believe he would,’’ he said reluctantly, and he ^vent out 
of the study. 

The boy looked down, and then for the first time seemed 
to become aware of the havoc he had been making on the 
writing-table. He ilushed hotly and went up to Nikolay. 

^ Uncle, forgive me; I did it — not on purpo.se,’ he said, 
pointing to the fragments of .sealing-wax and pens. 

Nikolay bounded up angrily. ‘Very good, very good,’ he 
said, throwing the bits of jiens and sealing-wax under the 
table. And with evident effort mastering his fury, he turned 
away from him. 

* You ought not to have been here at all,’ he said. 


XV 


Ar supper no more was said of politics and societies, hut a 
conversation turned on the subject most agreeable to Nikolay 
— reminiscences of 1812, Denisov started the talk, and I^ierre 
was particularly cordial and amusing. And the party broke 
up on the friendliest terms. Nikolay, after undressing in 
his study, and giving ^ustriu*.tion.s to his steward, who was 
awaiting liim, went in his dressing-gown to his betiroom, and 
found his wife still at her writing-table: she was writing 
something. 

* What arc you writing, Marie?’ asked Nikolay. (Jouutess 
Marya flushed She was afraid that what she' was writing 
would not be understood and approved by her husband. 

She would have liked to conceal wlmt she was writing from 
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him, and at the same time she was glad he had caught her, 
and she had to tell him. 

‘It’s my diary, Nikolay," she said, handing him a blue note- 
book, filled with her firm, bold handwriting. 

‘ A diary ! ’ , . . said Nikolay, with a shade of mockery, 
and he took the note-book. He saw written in French : 

^December 4. — Andryusha’ (their elder boy) " would not he 
dressed when he waked up this morning, and Afademoisellc 
Louise sent for me. He was naughty and obstinate. I tried 
threatening him, but he only got more ill-tempered. Then I 
undertook to manage hitn, left him, and helped nurse get the 
other children up, and told him I (lid not love him. For a 
long while he was quiet, as though he were surprised. Then 
he rushed out to me in his night-shirt, and sobbed so that 1 
could not soothe him for a long while. It was clear that what 
distressed him most wiis having grieved iikj. ^J'lien, when I 
gave him his report in the evening, he cried piteously again 
as he kissed me. One can do anything with him by tender 
ness.’ 

‘What is his reixjrt.?*’ asked Nikolay. 

‘I have begun giving the (dder ones little marks in the 
evening of how they have l>ehaved.’ 

Nikolay glanced at tlie luminous eyes watching him, and 
went on turning over, and rojwl the diary. Kvervlhing in 
the children’s lives was noted down in it that s(‘eim‘(i to the 
mother of inten^st as showing the chai'a(d(*r of the children, 
or leading to general conclusions as to methods of bringing 
them u|). It consisted mostly of the most trifling details; but 
they did not seem so either to the mother or the fatlier, as 
he now, for the first time, read this record of his children's 
lives. On the 6th of Decenilwr there was the note; 

‘ Mitya was naughty at table. Papa said he should have 
no pudding. lie had none ; but he looked so misorahly and 
greedily at the others while they were eating. I beli<?ve that 
punishing them by depriving them of sweet things only develops 
greediness. Must tell Nikolay.’ 

Nikolay put the book down and looked at his wife. The 
luminous eyes looked at him doubtfully, to s<»c whether he 
approved or not* There could be no doubt of Nikolay’s 
approval, of his enthusiastic admiratiott of his wifi*. 

IVrhapK there was no need to do it so pedantically ; perliaps 
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there was no need of it at all, thought N ikolay ; but this untiring, 
perpetual spiritual eifort, directed only at the children’s moral 
welfare, enchanted him. If Nikolay could have analysed his 
feelings, he would have found that the very groundwork of his 
steady and tender love and pride in his wife was always this 
feeling of awe at her spirituality, at that elevated moral world 
that he could hardly enter, in which his wife always lived. 

He was proud that she was so clever and so good, recognising 
his own insignificance beside her in the spiritual world, and he 
rejoiced the more that she, witli her soul, not only belonged to 
him, but was a part of his very self. 

^ I (luite, quite approve, my darling ! ’ he said, with a signi- 
ficant air. ‘ And,’ after a brief pause, he added, ^ And I have 
behaved badly to-day. You wcr*e not in the study. Pierre 
and I were arguing, and I lost my temper. I couldn’t help it. 
He is such a cliild. I don’t know what would become of him 
if Natasha didn’t keep him at her apron-strings. Can you 
imagine what he went to Petersburg about ? . . . They have 
made a . . .’ 

* Yes, I know,’ said Countess Mary a, * Natasha told me.’ 

‘Oh, well, you know, then,’ Nikolay went on, getting hot at 

the mere recollection of the discussion. ‘ He wants to persuade 
me that it’s the duty of every honest man to work against tlie 
government when one’s sworn allegiance and duty. ... I am 
sorry you were not there. As it was, they all fell upon me, 
Denisov, and Natasha, too. . . . Natasha is too amusing. We 
know she twists him round her little finger, but when it comes 
to discussion — she hasn’t an idea to call her own — she simply 
repeats his words,’ added Nikolay, yielding to that irresistible 
impulse that tempts one to criticise one’s nearest and dearest, 
Nikolay was unaware that what ho was saying of Nattisha 
might he said word for word of himself in relation to his wife. 

* Yes, I Itave noticed that,’ said Countess Marya. 

‘ When I told him 2hat duty and sworn allegiance come 
before everything, he began arguing (Jod knows what. It 
was n pity you were not there. What would you have said ?’ 

‘To my thinking, you were quite right. I told Natasha so. 
Pierre ways that every one is suffering, and being ill-treated 
and corrupted, and that it 's our duty to help our neighbours. 
Of course, he is right,’ said Countess Marya; ‘ but he forgets 
that we have other nearer duties, which God Himself has 
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marked out for us, and tliul we may run risks for ourselves, but 
not for our cliildren.’ 

‘Yes, yes, that's just what I told him,' cried Nikolay, wlio 
actually fancied he had said just that, ‘-\nd they had all 
their say out about loving one's neighbour, and CJhi’istianity, 
and all the rest of it, before Nikolinka, who had slipped in 
there, and was pulling all my things to pieces.' 

‘Ah, do you know, Nikolay, I am so often worried about 
Nikolinka,' said Countess Marya. ‘ He is such an exceptional 
boy. And I am afraid I neglect him for my own. All of 
us have our children ; we all have our own lies; while he has 
nobody. He is always alone with his thoughls.' 

‘Well, I don't think you h#i.ve anything to reproach your- 
self with on his account. Kvcrything the fondest mother 
could do for her son you have done, and are doing, for hitn. 
And of course I am glad you do. lie is a splendid boy, 
splendid! Tliis evening he was lost in a sort of dream 
listening to rierre. And only fancy, we got up to gt* into 
supper. I look; and there he* has broken everything on niy 
table to fragments, and he told mo of it at once, t have 
never known him tell a fib. He's a sphmdhi boy!' repealed 
Nikolay, who did not in his heart like Nikolinka, hut always 
felt moved to acknowledge that he wiis a splendid fellow. 

‘Still I am not the same m a motheiV said Countess 
Marya. ‘I feel that it's not the same*, and it worries me- 
He's a wonderful boy; but I am awfully afraid for him. 
Companionship will be good for him.' 

‘()h, well, it's not for long; next summer I shall bikit him 
to Petersburg,’ said Nikolay. ‘ Pierre always was, and 
always will be, a dreamer,' he went on, reliirniiig to tlie diRciw- 
sion in the study, which ha<l evidently worke<l on his feelings. 

‘ VVhy, what concern is all that of mine-— Araklchee^v's mis- 
doings, and all the rest of it — what concern was it of mine, 
when at tlie time of our marriage I IT(mI so many debts that 
they were going to put me in prison, and a tnoLher who 
couldn’t see it or umlcrstand it And tlu*n you, and the 
children, and my work. It's not for my own [>leasure I 
am from morning lo night looking after the men, or in 
the counting-house. No, I know I must work to comfort my 
mother, repay you, and not leave in v children in beggary* as 
I was lt*ft ujyself.' 
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Countess Marya wanted to tell him that man does not live 
by bread alone ; that he attached too much importance to 
this work. But she knew that she must nob say this, and that 
it would be useless. She only took his hand and kissed it. He 
accepted this gesture on his wife’s part as a sign of assent and 
approval of his words, and after a few moments of silent 
thought he went on thinking aloud. 

‘Do you know, Marie,’ he said, ‘Ilya Mitrofanitch’ (this 
was a steward of his) ‘was here to-day from the Tambov 
estate, and he tells me they will give eighty thousand for the 
forest.’ And with an eager face Nikolay began talking of the 
possibility of buying Otradnoe back within a very short time, 
I Another ten years of life, and I shall leave the children . . . 
in a capital position.’ 

Countess Marya listened to her husband, and understood 
all he said to her. She knew that when he was thus thinking 
aloud, he would sometimes ask what he had been saying, and 
was vexed when he noticed she had been thinking of something 
else. But she had to make a great effort to attend, because 
.she did not feel the slightest interest in what he was saying to 
her. She looked at him, and though she would not exactly 
think of other things, her feelings were elsewhere. She felt 
a submissive, tender love for this man, who could never under- 
stand all that she understood ; and she seemed, for that very 
reason, to love him the more, with a shade of passionate 
tenderncs.s. Apart from that feeling, which absorbed her 
entirely, and prevented her from following the details of her 
husband’s plans, thoughts kept floating through her brain 
that had nothing in common with what he was saying. She 
thought of her nephew (what her husband had said of his 
excitement over Pierre’s talk had made a great impression on 
her), and various traits of his tender, sensitive character rose 
to her mind ; and while she thought of her nephew, she 
thought, too, of her owii children. She did not compare her 
nephew with her own children, but she compared her own 
feeing for him, and her feeling for her children, and felt, 
with sorrow, that in her feeling for Nikolinka there was some- 
thing wanting. 

Sometimes the idea had occuiTed to her that this difference 
was due to his age ; but she felt guilty towards him, and in 
her soul vowed to amend, and to do the impossible, that is, in 
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this life, to love her husband, and her children, and Nikolinka, 
and all her fellow-creatures, as Christ loved men. Countess 
Marya's soul was always striving towards the inhuite, the 
eternal, and the perfect, and so she could never be at peace. 
A stern expression came into her face from that hidden, 
lofty suffering of the spirit, weighed down by the flesh. 
Nikolay gazed at her. ‘My God! What will liecome of 
us, if she dies, as I dread, when she looks like that?’ he 
thought, and standing before the holy images, he began to 
repeat his evening prayer. 


XVI 

Natasha, as soon as she was alone with her husband, had 
begun talking too, as only husl>and and wife can talk, tlwit is, 
understanding and communicating their thoughts to nich 
other, with extraordinary clearness and rapidity, by a (juilu 
peculiar method opposed to all the rules of logic, without the 
aid of pi'cmiscs, deductions, and concIiiKions. .Nataslwi was so 
used to talking to her husband in this fashion that a logical 
seepumee of thought on I’ierrcs’s part was to her an infallible 
symptom of .something being out of tune between them. 
When he liegan arguing, talking rcMisonably and calmly, and 
when she was led^ on by Ins example into doing the same, she 
know it would infallibly Iwwl to a (piiirrel. 

From the moment they were alone together and Natasha, 
with wide-open, happy eyes, crept softly up to him and 
suddenly, swiftly seizing his hea<l, pressed it to her Ixjsoni, 
saying, ‘Now you’re all mine, mine! Y<m shan’t escape!’ 
that conversation began that contravened every rult* of logic, 
especially hccMuise they talkcsl of several diilercnl subjects at 
once, 'i’his discussion of all sorts of* things at oiuv, fiir from 
hindering cltsirncss of comprehension, was the surest token 
that they understood one another fidly. 

As in a dream everything is uncerUiin, meaningless, and 
con trad ictorjr except the feeling that ilirwls the dream, so in 
this communion of ideas, apart from every law of reason, what 
is clear and consecutive is not what is said, but ti»e feeling 
tliat proirjpts the words. 

vou ni. g V 
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Natasha talked to Pierre of the daily round of existence at 
her brother'^s ; told him how she had suftered and been half-dead 
without him ; and that she was fonder of Marie than ever, and 
Marie was better in every way than she was. In saying this 
Natasha was quite sincere in acknowledging Marie’s superiority, 
but at the same time she expected Pierre to prefer her to Marie 
and all other women, and now, especially after he had been 
seeing a great many women in Petersburg, to tell her so anew. 
In response to Natasha’s words, Pierre told her how intolerable 
he had found the evening paii:ics and dinners with ladies in 
Petersburg. 

^ I have quite lost the art of talking to ladies,’ he said ; ‘ it 
was horribly tiresome. Especially as I was so busy.’ 

Natasha looked intently at him, and went on : ‘ Marie, now 
she is wonderful 1 ’ she said. * The insight she has into children. 
She seems to see straight into their souls. Yesterday, for 
instance, Mitenka was naughty , , 

* And isn’t he like his father.? ’ Pierre put in, 

Natasha knew why he made this remark about Mitenka’s 
likeness to Nikolay. He disliked the thought of his dispute 
with his brother-in-law, and was longing to hear what she 
thought about it. 

‘It’s a weakness of Nikolay’s, that if anything is not 
generally accepted, he will never agree with it. And I see 
that that’s just wliat you value to oux'rir unc mmm:,’ she 
said, repeating a phrase Pierre had onoo uttered. 

‘ No, the real thing is that to Nikolay,’ said Pierre, ‘thoughts 
and ideas are an amusement, almost a pastime. Here he’s 
forming a library and has made it a rule not to buy a new 
book till he has read through the last ho has bought — 
Sismondi and Rousseau and Montcs(|uieu,’ Pierre added with 

a smile. You know how I he was beginning to soften 

his criticism; but Natasha interrupted, giving him thereby to 
understand that that wjfs not necessary. 

‘ So you say ideas to him are not serious . . 

‘Yes, and to me nothing else is serious. All the while I 
was in Petersburg, I seemed to be seeing every one in a dream. 
When I am absorbed by an idea, nothing else is serious.’ 

‘ Oh, what a pity I didn’t see your meeting with the chil- 
dren,’ said Natastia. ‘ Which was the most pleased ? liza, of 
course?’ 
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* Yes,’ said Pierre, and he went on with what interested him. 
‘Nikolay says we ought not to think. Put I can’t help it. 
To say nothing of the fact (I can say so to you) that in 
Petersburg I felt that the whole thing would go to pieces 
without me, every one pulled his own way. But 1 succeeded 
in bringing them all together ; and then my idea is so clear 
and simple. I don't say we ought to work against so and so. 
We may be mistaken. But I say: let those join hands 
who care for the good cause, and let our one standard be 
energy and honesty. Prince Sergey is a capital fellow, and 
clover.’ 

Natasha would have had no doubt that Pierre's idea was a 
gi-and idea, but that one thing troubled her. It was his 
being her husband. ‘ Is it possible that a man of such value, 
of such importance to society, is at the same time my 
husband? How can it have happen«“d?’ She wanted to 
express this doubt to him. * Who are tlie persons who could 
decide po.sitivcly whether he is so much cleverer than all of 
them ? ’ she wondered, and she went over in imagination the 
people who were very much i-espcctcd by I’ierrc. Tliere was 
nobody whom, to judge by his own account, he had respected 
so much as I’laton Karataev, 

‘Do you know what I am thinking about?' she said. 
‘About Platon Karataev. What would he have said ? Would 
he have approved of you now ?’ 

l^ieiTC was not in the least Hur|)ris(>d at this (|ucKtioi>. He 
understood the connection of his wife’s ideas. 

‘Platon Karataev?’ he said, ami he ponden^d, evidently 
trying sinatroly to picture wbat Karatmw's judgment would 
have been on the subject. ‘He would not have undenttood, 
and yet, perhaps, he would.’ 

‘ I like you awfully ! ’ said Natasha all at once. ‘ Awfully ! 
awfully ! ’ 

‘No, he wouldn’t have approvetf,’ said Pierre, musing. 
* What he would have approved of is our home life. He did 
ao like to see sccmliness, happiness, peace in everything, and 
1 could have shown him all of us with pride. You talk about 
separation. But you would not believe what a special feeling 
I have for you after separation . . .’ 

‘ And, besides, . . .’ Natasha was beginning. 

‘No, not so, I never leave off loving you. And one 
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couldn’t love more; but it’s something special. . . He did 
not finish, because their eyes meeting said the rest. 

‘What nonsense,’ said Natasha suddenly, ‘it all is about 
the honeymoon and that the greatest happiness is at first. On 
the contrary, now is much the best. If only you wouldn’t go 
away. Do you remember how we used to quarrel ? And I was 
always in the wrong. It was always my doing. And what 
we quarrelled about — I don’t remember even.’ 

‘Always the same thing,’ said Pierre smiling. ‘ Jea . . .’ 

‘ Don’t say it, I can’t bear it,’ cried Natasha, and a cold, 
vindictive light gleamed in her eyes. ‘ Did you see her.?’ she 
added after a pause. 

‘ No ; and if I had, 1 shouldn’t have known her.’ 

They were silent. 

‘ Oh ! do you know, when you were talking in the study, I 
was looking at you,’ said Natasha, obviously trying to drive 
away the cloud that had come between them. ‘ And do you 
know you are as like him as two drops of water, like the boy.’ 
That was what she called her baby son. ‘ Ah, it ’s lime I went 
to him. . . . But I am sorry to go away.’ 

They were botli .silent for some seconds. Then all at once, 
at the same moment, they turned to each other and begun 
talking. Pierre was beginning with self-satisfaction and 
enthusiasm, Natasha with a soft, happy smile. Intc(rruj)ting 
each other, both stopped, waiting for the other to go on. 

‘ No, what is it? Tell me, tell me.’ 

‘ No, you tell mo, it wasn’t anything, only nonsense,’ said 
Natasha. 

Pierre said what he had been going to say. It was the 
sequel to his complacent reflections on his success in Peters- 
burg. It seemed to him at that moment that he was destined 
to give a new direction to the progress of the whole of Russian 
society and of the whole_ world. 

‘ 1 only meant to say that all ideas that have immense results 
arc always simple. All my idea really is that if vicious people 
are united and form a power, honest men must do the same. 
It’s 80 simple, you see.’ 

‘Yes.’ 

‘ But what wore you going to say ? ’ 

‘ Oh, nothing, nonsense.’ 

‘ No, say it though.' 
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‘ Oh, nothing, only silly nonsense,’ said Natasha, breaking 
into a more beaming smile than ever. ‘ I vras only going to 
tell you about Petya. Nurse came up to take him from me 
to-day, he laughed and puckered up his face and squeezed up 
to me — I suppose he thought he was hiding. He’s awfully 
sweet. . . . There he is crying. Well, good-bye!’ and she 
ran out of the room. 

Meanwhile, below in Nikolinka Bolkonsky’s bedroom a 1/imp 
was burning as usual (the boy was afraid of the dark and 
could not be cured of this weakness). Dessalle was asleep 
with his head liigh on his four pillows, and his Boniun nose 
gave forth rhythmic sounds of snoring. Nikolinka luid just 
waked up in a cold sweat, and was sitting up in bed, gazing 
with wide-open eyes straight before him. He had been waked 
by a fearful dream. In his dream his Hncle Pierre and he in 
helmets, such us appeared in the illustrations in his Plutarch, 
were marching at the heatl of an immense army. This army 
was made up of slanting, white threads that filled the air like 
those spider-webs that fit)at in autumn and that Dessalle used 
to cal] kyil de ht P/Vrgv'. Ahead of them was glory, which was 
something like those threads too, only somewluit more <>{»upte. 
They — he and Piern* — wore flying lightly and liappily tiearcr 
and nearer to their goal. All at once the threa<is that movcid 
them seemed to grow weak and tangled; and it was all diffi- 
cult. And Uncle Nikolay stood before them in a stem and 
ntenacing attitude. 

‘ Have you d«»no this?* he said, pointing to broken pens ami 
sticks of sealing-wax, ‘I did lov<‘ yon, but AnikUmeev has 
hidden me, and I will kill the first that moves forwurd.’ 

Nikolinka looked round for Pierre; but Pierre was not there. 
Instead of Pierre, there wns his father — I’rinec Audrey — and 
his father had no .shape or form, Intt he was there ; and seeing 
him, Nikolinka felt the weakness of love ; he felt powerless, 
limp, and relaxed. His father rarc.sscd him and pitied him, 
but his Uncle Nikolay was moving down upon them, coining 
closer and closer. A great horror came over Nikolinka, and 
he waked up. 

‘My father!’ he thought. (Although there ww two very 
good portraits of Prince Andrcy in the house, Nikolinka never 
thougnt of his father in human form.) * My father has lK>cn 
with me, and has caressed me. He iipproveil of me; he 
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approved of Uncle Pierre. Whatever he might tell me, I 
would do it. Mucius Scacvola burnt his hand. But why 
should not the same sort of thing happen in my life? I 
know they want me to study. And I am going to study. 
But some day I shall have finished, and then I will act. One 
thing only I pray God for, that the same sort of thing may 
happen with me as with Plutarch's men, and I will act in the 
same way. I will do more. Every one shall know of me, shall 
love me, and admire me.’ And all at once Nikolinka felt his 
breast heaving with sobs, and he burst into tears. 

‘ Arc you ill ?’ he heard Dessallc's voice, 

‘ No,’ answered Nikolinka, and he lay back on his pillow. 
‘ How good and kind he is ; I love him ! ’ He thought of 
Dessallc. ‘But Uncle PioiTe! Oh, what a wonderful man! 
And my father? Father! Father! Yes, I will do some- 
thing that even he would be content with . . 



PART II 


I 

The subject of liisLory is the life of peoples and of humanity. 
To catch and pin down in wonls — that is, to deserilK! directly 
the life, not only of humanity, but even of a single people, 
appears to be impossible. 

All the ancient historians employed the .same method for 
describing and catching what is seemingly elusive — that is, the 
life of a people. They described the career of individual 
persons ruling peoples; and their activity was to them an 
expression of the Jictivily of the whole peophf. 

The questions : In what way individual persons made nations 
act in accordance with their will, and by what the will of those 
individuals themselves was controlled, the ancients answered. 
By the will of God ; which in the iimt case made llui nation 
suhiect to the will of one chosen person, and, in tiu* second, 
guided the will of that chosen monarch to the ordained end. 

For the ancients these (pieslious weis* solved hy faith in 
the immediate participallon of the Deity in the aifairs of 
mankind. 

Modern history luui theoretically rejected both those posi- 
tioms. One would luive thought that rejiu'ling tiie convic- 
tions of the ancients of men's subjm’.bion to the Deity, and of a 
deiined goal to which nations arc It’d, modern history should 
have studied, nob the manifestations of power, hub the causes 
that go to its formation. But modern history has not done 
that. While in theory rejecting the views of the ancients, it 
follows them in practice. 

Instead of men endowed with divine authority and directly 
led by the will of the Deity, modern history has set up either 
heroes, endowed with extraordinary, su|K!rhumau fmwors, or 
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simply men of the most varied characteristics, from monarchs 
to journalist, who lead the masses. Instead of the old aim, 
the will of the Deity, that to the old liistorians seemed the end 
of the movements of peoples, such as the Gauls, the Greeks, 
and the Romans, modern history lias advanced aims of its own 
— the welfare of the French, the German, or the English 
people, or its highest pitch of generalisation, the civilisation of 
all hunmnity, by which is usually meant the peoples inhabiting 
a small, nor tli- western corner of the great mother-earth. 
Modern history has rejected the faiths of the ancients, 
without putting any new conviction in their }>lace ; and the 
logic of the position has forced the historians, leaving behind 
them the rejected, divine right of kings and fate of the ancients, 
to come back by a difierent path to the same point again : to 
the recognition, that is (1), that peoples are led by individual 

E ersons; and (2) that there is a certain goal towards which 
umanity and the peoples constituting it ar<‘ moving. 

In all the works of the more modern liisLoriuns, from (iibbon 
to Buckle, in spiteof their apparent diflerences and the ajiparent 
novelty of their views, these two old inevitable positions lie at 
the basis of the argument. 

In the first place the historian describes th(» conduct of 
separate persons who, in bis opinioji, lead lunnanity (one 
regards as such only monarchs, military gen<‘rals, amrminis- 
ters of state; another includes besides, monarchs, orators, 
scientific men, rciforimirs, philosopliers, and j>o(‘ts). Keeondly, 
the goal towards which humanity is being led is known to llW 
liistorian. To one this goal is tlie greatiUNSs of the Roman, or 
the Spanish, or the French state; for anotluT, it is freedom, 
ccfuality, a certain sort of civilisation in a little corner of Lh(» 
world called Knropt*. 

In 1789 there was a ferment in Paris: it grew and spread, 
and found expression in the inovenu^nt of peoples from west 
to cash. Several limes tinat movement is ma<le to the east, 
and comes into collision with a coauter-un)vement from east 
westwards. In the year 18158 it nwhes its furthest limit, 
Moscow, and then, with a remarkal)Ie symmetry, the eounter- 
movement follows from east to west; drawing with it, like the. 
first movement, the peoples of Central Europe. 'I'he counter- 
movement reaches the starting-point of the first movement— 
Paris— and subsides.y^ 
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During this period of twenty years an immense number of 
fields arc not tilled; houses arc burned; trade changes its 
direction; millions of men grow poor and grow rich, and 
change their habitations ; and millions of ChristiunSi, professing 
the law of love, murder one another. 

What does all this mean ? What did all this proceed from ? 
What induced these people to burn houses and to murder Iheir 
fellow-creatures ? What were the causes of these events ? 
What force compelled men to act in this fashion? ''rhose 
are the involuntary and most legitimate questions that, in 
all good faith, Immanity puts to itself when il stumbles on 
memorials and traditions of that past age of restlessness. 

To answer these questions the eonunon-sense of humanity 
turns to the science of history, the objecl of which is tljo s<*lf- 
knowledge of nations and of humanity. 

Had history retained the view of the ancients, it would have 
said: The Deity, to reward or to punish Ills people, gave 
Napoleon power, and guided his 'will for the attainment of 
His own divine ends. And that answer would have been com- 
plete and clear. One might believe or disbelieve in the <livine 
significance of Napoleon* For one who bt*liev(‘d in it, all the 
history of that period would have been c(>mprelu.*nsil)le, and 
there would have been nothing contradictory in it. 

But modern history cannot answer in that way. Science 
does not accept the view of tins ancients as to the direct par- 
ticipation of the Deity in the affairs of mankind, and there- 
fore must give other answers. 

Modern history, in answer to these (|in\stionR, says: **You 
want to know what this movement means, what it arose from, 
atid what force pnxluced these events ? Listen. 

‘Louis XIV. was a very haughty and self- willed man ; he had 
such and such mistresses, and BuVh and such ministers, and lie 
governed France bmlly* Louisa's su<?ecsKors, too, were weak 
men, and they, too, governed Vrancdb ImwIIv. And they had 
such and such favourites, and such and such mistresses. 
Moreover, there wore certain men writing books at this 
period. At the end of the eighteenth cvntury there wore 
some two dozen men in Paris who began to talk all about 
nuiu being etjual and free* This led people all over France to 
fall to hewing and hacking at each other. These people killed 
the king and a great many more. At that time there was in 
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France a man of genius — Napoleon. He conquered every one 
everywhere, that is, he killed a great many people, because 
he was a very great genius. And for some reason he went to 
kill the Africans ; and killed them so well, and was so cunning 
and clever, that on returning to France he bade every one obey 
him. And they all did obey him. After being made Emperor 
he went to kill people in Italy, Austria, and Prussia. And 
there, too, he killed a great many. In Ilussia there was an 
Emperor, Alexander, who was resolved to re-establish order in 
Europe, and so mode war with Napoleon. But in 1807 he 
suddenly made friends with him, and in 1811 he quarrelled 
again, and again they began killing a great many people. 
And Napoleon took six hundred thousand men into Hussia, 
and conquered Moscow, and then he suddenly ran away out of 
Moscow, and then the Emperor Alexander, aided by the counsels 
of Stein and others, united Europe for defence against the 
destroyer of her pcacc.y All Napoleon’s allies suddenly be- 
came fiis enemies ; and the united army advanced against the 
fresh trooj>s raised by Napoleon. The allies vanquished 
Naj)oleon; entered Paris; forced Napoleon to abdicate, and 
sent him to the island of Elba, not depriving him, however, 
of the dignity of Emperor, showing him, in fact, every respect, 
although five years before, and one year later, he was regarded 
ll)y every one as a brigand outside the pale of the law. And 
Louis xvin,, who, till then, had been a laughing-stock to the 
French and the allies, began to reign. Napoleon shed Lears 
before the Old Guard, abclicatcid the throne, and went into 
exile. Then the subtle, political people and diplomatists 
(conspicuous among them Talleyrand, who succeeded in sitting 
down in a particular chair before anyone else, and thereby 
extended the frontiers of France) had conversatiems together 
at Vienna, and by these conversations made nations happy or 
imhapj)y. All at once the diplomatists and nionarchs all but 
quarrelled ; they were ou the point of again commanding their 
armies to kill one another; but at that time Napol<»on entered 
France with a battalion, and the Fnmcli, who had been haling 
him, at once submitted to him. But the allied monarchs were 
angry at this, and again went to war with the French. And 
the genius, Napoleon, was conciuered ; and suddenly recognising 
that he was a brigand, they took him to the island of St. Helena. 
And on that rock the exile, parted from the friends of his 
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heart, and from his beloved France, died a lingering death, 
and bequeathed all his great deeds to posterity. And in 
Europe the reaction followed, and all the sovereigns began 
oppressing their subjects again.** 

It would be quite a mistake to suppose that this is mockery 
— a caricature of historical descriptions. On the contrary, it 
is a softened-down picture of the contradictory and random 
answers, that are no answers, given by all history, from the 
compilers of memoirs and of histories of scpai'ale states to 
general histories, and the new sort of histories of the culhtrvoi 
that period. 

What is strange and comic in these answers is due to the 
fact that modern history is like a deaf man answering (piestions 
which no one has asked him. 

If the aim of history is the description of the movem<*nt 
of humanity and of nations, the first question which must lie 
answered, or all the rest remains unintelligible, is the follow- 
ing: What force moves nations? ''Po meet tin's (lucstion 
modern history carefully relates that Napoleon was a very 
great genius, and that Louis xiv. mm very haughty, or that 
certain writers wrote certain books. 

All this may very well bo so, and humauilv is ready to 
acquiesce in it; but it is not what it asks about. All that 
might be very interesting if we recognised a divine power, 
based on itself and always alike, guiding its peoples through 
Napoleons, Louis, and writers ; but wc do not acknowledge 
sucii a power, and therefore before faUking about Napohions, 
and Louis, and great writers, wc must show IJk* connection 
existing between those persons and the movcMiumt of the 
nations. If another force is put in the place of the divine 
power, then it should be explained what that force consists 
of, since it is precisely in that force that the whole interest 
of history lies. 

History seems to assume that this force is taken for granted 
of itself, and is known to cvmy one. But in despite of cv(M'v 
desire to admit this new force as known, any one who reads 
through very many historical works cannot but doubt whether 
this new force, so differently understood by the historians 
themselves, is perfectly well known to every o>e. 
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VVn.vr is Hip force that, iikivcs uaiions? 

lt5o;^ra]ihicul historians, anil hihlorians writing of separate 
nations, tunk'rsiand this force as a power residing in heroes 
and scaereigns. According to their narratives, the events 
wereenlirely (liie to the wills of Napoleons, of Alexandei's, or, 
gcm‘rally speaking, of tliose persons wlio form the subject of 
historical memoirs. 'Hie answei*s given by historians of this 
class to the (piesUon iis to the force which l>rings about events 
are salisfact<M*\\ but only so long as there is only one historian 
for any evcuU Ihil. as soon m historians of different views 
and diflcnMil nationalities begin dt'seribing tlie same event, 
the answ(‘is given by tlniin immediately lose all their value, as 
this force is umlerslood by them, not only difleivntly, but often 
in HlhoIuUdv opjiosile ways. One historian asserts that an 
4fveiit is line to the powta- of Najioleon; another maintains 
that it is jirtiduced by tluj power of Alexander; a third 
ascnln‘S it to the influence of some third ])ersom Moreover, 
hislorians of t.lds class coniradicl, one another even in their 
explanation of the force tm which the influence of the same 
jnThon is haHe<L 'riders, a Honapartist, says that Napol<*on\s 
]>ow4'r reste<l tm his virtue and his genius; Lanfrey, a Uepuh- 
licaii, d("t*Inres that it rested on his <lupli<‘itv and dec<‘|>tion 
of the people. So that historians of this class, mutually 
deslrtiyitig <»acli other's position, at the same lime tleslrov the 
conception of the force producing events, and give no answer 
to the essential (piestion of hist<»rv. 

Writer* of univm'sal history, wlm have to deal with all the 
nations at onc«‘. appear to nrognise tin* ineorreelness of the 
vi**ws of historians of senarale countries as to the force that 
pfcnlucc'- evi'ids. 'riiey^lo not recognise this ft>rc(' as a power 
|H*ftaining to heroes and sovereigns, hut regiu'tl it as the 
reHttltuni of many foret*s working in different directions. In 
describing a war or lh«' Mibjugation uf a pt^ople, the writer of 
gimeml hislory M*eks the cause of the event, not in the power 
of one person, in tin* mutual action on one another of 
many perM>nH eonnectetl with ilw evc^ni, 

Ilu* |K»wifr of Idxf.orieal personngc*s coiu-eiveil as the pnaluel 
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of several forces, according to this view, can hardly, one would 
have supposed, be regarded as a self-sufficient force independ- 
ently producing events. Y et writers of general history do in 
the great ma-jority of cases employ the conception of power 
again as a self-sufficient force producing events and standing in 
the relation of cause to them. According to their exposition 
now the historical personage is the j>roduct of his time, and 
his power is only the product of various forces, now his power 
is the force producing events. Gervinns, Schlosser, for instance, 
and others, in one place, explain that Napoleon is the product 
of the Revolution, of the ideas of 1789, aiwl so on ; anti in 
another plainly state that the campaign of ISlfi and other 
events not to their liking are simply the wt)rk of Napoleon’s 
wrongly directed will, and that the' very ideas of 1789 were 
arrested in their development by Napoleon’s arbitrary rule. 
The ideas of the Revolution, the general temper of the age 
produced Napoleon’s power. T.'lie power of Napoleon sup- 
pressed the ideas of the Revolution and tho general temper 
of the Jigo. 

This strange inconsistency is not an accidental one. It 
confronts us at every turn, and, in fact, whole works ujKm 
universal history arc imwle up of constiCuLive series of such 
inconsistencies. This inconsistency is due to the fact that 
aRcr taking a few steps along the road of analysis, these 
historians have stopircd short halfway. 

To find the compoueut forces that make up the comjKrsite 
or resultant forc(‘, it is essential that the sum of the c(*in- 
ponent parts should equal the resultant. This condition is 
never olrscrvwl by historical writers, and consetiuentiy, to 
explain the resultont force, they must inevitably adroit, in 
addition to those insufiicient wmtrihutory forces, .some further 
unexplained force that affeots jilso the resultant action. 

The historian describing the campaign of 181S, or the 
restoration of the Bourbons, says Muntly timt these events 
wore producwl by the will of Alexander. But the philosophic 
historian Gervii'ms, controverting the view of the special 
historian of those events, seeks to [>rove tImt the campaign 
of 1813 and the restoration of the Bourbons was due not only 
to Alexander, hut also to the work of Stein, Metteniich, 
Madame dc Staiil, Talleyrand, Fichte, Ghateaubriand, and 
otlrors. Thu historiiui obviously analyses the ])«)wer of Alex- 
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ancler into component forces : Talleyrand, Chateaubriand, and 
BO on, and the sum of these component forces, that is, the effect 
on one another of Chateaubriand, Talleyrand, Madame de 
Stai‘l, and others is obviously not etjual to the resultant eftect, 
that is, the phenomenon of millions of Trenchmen submitting 
to the Bourbons. Such and such words l>eing said to one 
another by Cliateaubriaud, Madame de Stnel, and others, only 
affects their relation to one another, and does not account for 
the submission of millions. And therefore to explain how the 
submission of millions followed from their relation to one 
another, that is, how from component forces equal to a given 
quantity A, there followed a resultant equal to a thousand 
times A, the historian is inevitably bound to admit that force 
of power, which he has renounced, accepting it in the resultant 
fortic, that is, he is obliged to admit an unexplained force 
tliat acts on the resultant of those components. And this is 
just what the philosophic historians do. And nonsccjucntly 
they not only contradict the writers of historical memoirs, but 
also contradict themselves. 

Country people who have no clear idea of the cause of rain 
say. The wind has blown jiway the rain, or the wind is blowing 
«[> for rain, according as they arc in want of rain or of fair 
weather. In the same way, philosophic historians at times, 
when they wish it to be so, when it fits in with their theory, 
say that power is the result of events; and at times, when 
they want to prove something else, they say [lower produces 
the' events. 

A third class of historians, the wrifers of the so-called 
history of culture, following on the lines laid down by the 
writers of uiiivei'sal history who sometimes aee(*[>t writers and 
Iwlies as forces producing events, yet underslami that force 
ipiite diflcrently. 'I’lu'y see that force in so-called culture, in 
Intel icHitual activity, i'he historians of eullure an* (juite con- 
sistent as n'j^anls lheir‘j)rot<ilypes — the writers of universal 
history — for if iiistois’eal events can l«* ex)>lnined by eertain 
persons having said eertain things to one another, why not 
explain them liy certain peiwms having wriUeii certain books? 
Out of all the immense luuiiber of tokens that, aceoinpany every 
living phenomenon, these historians select I lie syiimtoni of 
intellectual activity, and assert that tliissyniptoni i's the oanse. 
But in spite of ail their endeavours to provtt that the eaumi 
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of events lies in intellectual activity, it is only by a great 
stretch that one can agree that there is anything in common 
between intellectual activity and the movement of peoples. 
And it is altogether impossible to admit that intellectual 
activity has guided the actions of men, for such phenomena as 
the cruel murders of the French Revolution, resulting from 
the doctrine of the equality of man, and the most wicked 
wars and massacres arising from the Gospel of love, do not 
confinn this hypothesis. 

But even admitting that all the cunningly woven arguments 
with which these histoi-ies abound are correct, admitting 
that nations are governed by some indefinite force called an 
idea — the essential ({uestion of history still i*eniains un- 
answered ; or to the power of inonarchs and the influence of 
counsellors and other persons, introduced by tht‘ philosophic 
historian, another new force is now joined — the fdm, the con- 
nection of which with the masses demands c^xplanation. One 
can understand that Napoleon had power and so an event came 
to pass ; with some efibrt one can even conceive that Napoleon 
together with other influences was the cause of an event. 
But in what fashion a book, lAi (Umtrat Social^ led the Fnaicli 
to hack each other to pieces cannot be understood without an 
explanation of the causal connection of this new force with 
the event. 

There undoubtedly exists a conn(*ction b(‘tw(,‘en all the 
people living at one time, and so it is possible to find some 
sort of connection between the intclleclual activity of men and 
their historical movements, just as one may find a connection 
between the movements or humanity anef commerce, handi- 
crafts, gardening, and anything you like. But why intcllecstual 
activity should be concciVed of hy the historians of ctilture as 
the cause or the expression of a whole historical movement, it 
is l)ard to understand. Historians can only he led to such a 
conclusion by the following considerations : ( 1 ) 'fhat history is 
written by learned men ; and so it is natural and agreeable to 
them to believe that the pursuit of their calling is the basis of 
the movement of the whole of humanity, just as a similar belief 
would be natural and agreeable to merchants, agriculturists, 
or soldiers (such a belief on their part does not find expression 
simply because merchants and soldiers don’t write history); 
and (2) that spiritual activity, enHghtenmcnt, civilisation, cul- 
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ture, ideas ai’e all vague, indefinite conceptions, under cover of 
which they can conveniently use phrases having a less definite 
signification, and so easily brought under any theory. 

But to say nothing of the inner dignity of histories of this 
kind (possibly they are of use for some one or for something), 
the histories of culture, towards which all general histories 
tend more and more to approximate, are noteworthy from the 
fact that though they give a serious and detailed analysis of 
various religious, philosophic, and political doctrines as causes 
of events, every time they have to describe an actual historical 
event, as, for instance, the campaign of 1812 , they uncon- 
sciously describe it as the effect of the exercise of power, 
frankly saying that that campaign was the work of Napoleon’s 
will. In saying this, the historians of culture unconsciously 
contradict themselves, or prove that the ne^v force they have 
invented is not the expression of historical events, and that 
tlui HoUi means of exjiluining history is by that power which 
they had apparently rejected. 


Ill 

A .sTKAM-KNc.iSK movcs. The qutisLiou is asked, Ilijw is it 
movo(l ? A ])easant answers. It is the devil moving it. Another 
man says, 'i'he steam-engine moves because the wheels are 
going round. A third maintains that the caust! of the motion 
is to bo found in the smoke floated from it by the wind. 

The peasant’s contention is irrefiitable. To refute him some 
one must prove to him that there is no devil, or another 
peasant must exjdain that it is not a devil, but a German who 
moves the steamer. Then fnnn their contnulictory views they 
see that both are wrong. But the man who says the cause is 
the movement of the*" wheels refutes himself', seeing that 
having once enteix'd on the path of analysis, he ought to pro- 
ceed further and further along it; he ought to explain the 
cause of the wheels moving. And he has not to stoj) in his 
search for a cause till he finds the ultimate cause ()f the nmve- 
mentof the steam-engine in the steam compressed in the imilcr. 
As for the man who explained the movement of the steam- 
engine as due to the smoke being blown back from it, he has 
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simply noticed that the wheel explanation w\as insuflicient, 
and pitching on the first accompanying sYnij)tom, gave that 
out as his cause. 

The only conception which can explain the inovenientof the 
steamer is the conception of a force ecjiial to the ino\enienL 
that is seen. 

The only conception by means of which the nioveincnls of 
nations can be explained is a conception of a force e(jual to 
the whole movement of the nations. 

Yet under this conception there are included by various 
historians forces of the most various kind, and all inuajual to 
the movement that is seen. Some see in it a force direel ly 
pertaining to lieroes, as the peasant set‘s tiu* devil in the 
steam-engine. Others, a force resiilting from s(*vt‘ral other 
forces, like the movement of the wheels; a third class, intel- 
lectual influence, like the smoke. 

So long as histories anj written of individual persons- ■ 
whether they arc (Ja*sars and Alexanders, or Lulh<‘rs an<l 
Voltaircs— and not the history of <tll^ wilhoiil one exception, 
(til the people taking part in an (‘vciii, there* is possibility 
of describing the movement of himnuni.y witbout a coiio<»pli()li 
of a force impelling men ho direct their nclivily |o one end. 
And the only conception of I his kind familiar to historians is 
power. 

This conce])tion is the sole handle by nu‘ans of which I he 
material of history, as at present exponiulVd,ean be d4‘alt. with ; 
and the historian who should, like Huekle, break (dfilds hamllci 
without discovering any other means of dealing with hisiorieal 
material, would only lx* depriving himself of the lust chance 
of dealing with it, * 'Che necessity of the concepHon of the 
exercise of power to exjdain the |>henomeiui of history is 
most strikingly shown by the very writers of universal 
In'story and the history of cultuns'who, after professedly 
rejecting the conception of jxjwer, ifttwitahly resort to it at 
<jvery step. 

Historical science in relation to the (luestions of humnnilv 
has hitherto been like money in circulation- - paper notes and 
metal coins. The historical memoirs and histories of separate 
peoples are like paper money. "ITicy may j>ass and be 
accepted, doing their part without mischief to any one, and 
even being useful, so long as no question arises as to their 
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value* One has only lo for^^efc the (jnchtion how the will of 
heroes produces events, and Thiers'’s histories will be interest- 
ing, instructive, tiud will, moreover, not be devoid of a certain 
poetry. But just as a doubt of the stability of pa|)er money 
arises, either because from the ease of making it, too miieb is 
put into circulation, or because of a desire Lo replace it by 
gold, so a doubt of the real value of history of this kind arises 
either because too many such liistories appear, or because 
some one in the sinijdiclty of his heart asks : By what force did 
Napoleon do that? — that is, wishes to chnng<* ih<‘ current 
paper for the pure gold of a true conc(‘ption, 
nie writers of gen(*ral history ami the history of euli.ure 
are like men who, recognising tln^ inconveni*M»ce of pap(*r 
money, should decide to make instead of paper notes, jingling 
coin of inet,al not of the density of gold. And sueh coin 
would he jingling coin, and only jitiglitig coin, A paper 
note might (h‘ei‘iv<‘ Llie ignorant; Imt coin n(»l of precious 
metal could deeeive no one. Just as gold is only gold 
when it is of value, not only for eKcluinge, but also for use, 
so the writers of univtTsal liiskory will only prove theinse!v(‘s 
of real value when they are able to answer tlu‘ (*ss(‘nt.ial 
ijuestion of history ; What is power ? 'Tlu^se historians 
give contradictory answers to this ((uesiion, wln'le t.lie his- 
torians of cultiirc altogether evade it, aiiswi*ring something 
cjuite diffident, Atid as counters in imitation of gold can 
only be used in a community of j)crsonH who agree to 
accept them for gold, or wlm arc ignorant of the true 
character of gold, so do the historians who do not answ^er the 
essential questions of Immauity servo for some objects of their 
own as current coin at the universities and with that crowd of 
readers— fond of serious rejuling, as they eull ii. 


IV 

SiKCK history has abandoned the views of the ancients as to 
the divine subjcctioti of the will of a people to one chosen 
vessel, and the subjection of the will of that chosen vessel to 
the Deity* it cannot take a single stop without encountering 
contradictions. It must choose one of two alternatives: either 
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to return to its old faith in the direct intervention of the 
Deity in the affairs of humanity ; or to find a definite explana- 
tion of that force producing historical events that is called 
power. 

To return to the old way is out of the question : the old 
faith is shattered, and so an explanation must be found of the 
meaning of power. 

Napoleon commanded an army to be raised, and to niiu’ch 
out to war. This conception is so familiar to us, we are so 
accustomed to this idea, that the ({uestion why six hundred 
thousand men go out to fight when Na})oluon utters certain 
words seems meaningless to us. He had the power, and so 
the commands he gave were carried out. 

This answer is completely satisfactory if we Iwlieve that 
power has been given him from God. ilut as soon ns we do 
not accept tiiat, it is essential to define what this ])ower is of 
one man over others. 

This power cannot be that direct power of the physical 
ascendency of a strong civuture over « weak one,* that 
ascendency based on the ap}>lieatiou or the threat of the 
application of physical force — like the power of Hercules. 
Nor can it be Iwscd on the asiiendency of moral force, as 
in the simplicity of their hearts several historians sup|iose, 
maintaining that the leading historical figures are heroes — 
that is, meu endowed with ti special force of soul ami mind 
called genius. This power cannot he Isised on tin* astuunlency 
of moral force ; for, to .say nolliing of hi.storical hcr<K‘s, like 
Nm)olc<m, coiuieruiiig whose moral qualities opinions greatly 
differ, history pi*oves to us that neither Louis xi. nor Metter- 
iiich,_who governed millions of men, had any marked cliar- 
acteristics of moral force, hut that they were, on the contmry, 
in most rcspecls morally weak«fr than any one of the inillious of 
men they govern<‘d. , 

If the source of |)ower lies not in the physical and not in 
the moral charaeterislics of the person possessing, it is evident 
that the source of this power must be found outside the 
person— in those relations in which the person possessing the 
power stands to the masses. 

That is precisely how power is interpreted by the science of 
law, that cash bank of history, that undertakes to change the 
historical token money of iwwer for sterling gold. 
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Power is the combined wills of the masses, transferred by 
their expressed or tacit consent to tlie rulers chosen by the 
masses. 

In the domain of the science of law, made up of arguments 
on how a state and power ought to be constructed, if it were 
possible to construct it, all this is very clear; but in its appli- 
cation to history this definition of power calls for elucidation. 

The science of law regards the state and power, as the 
ancients regarded fire, as something positively existing. But 
for history tlie slate and power are merely phenomena, just 
as for the physical science of to-day fire is not an element, 
but a phenomenon. 

From this fundamental difference in the point of view of 
history and of the science of law, it comes to pass that the 
science of law can discuss in detail how in the scientific 
writer’s opinion power should be organised, and what is power, 
existing immovable outside the conditions of lime; but to 
historical cjuestious as to the significance of power, undergoing 
visible transformalion in time, it can give no answer. 

If powcM* is the combined will of the masses tiunsferrcd to 
tluiir rulers, is Pugaichof a representative of the will of the 
masses ? If he is not, how tlien is Napoleon r, such a rc|)i*e.sc*n- 
tativeP Why is it that Napoleon in., when he was seiml at 
Boulogne, was a (Tiiniiial, and afterwards those who had been 
seized by him were criminals ? 

In palace revolutions — in which sometimes two or three per- 
sons only take part — is the will of the masses transferred to a 
new jmrsou ? In international relations, is the will of the 
masses of the people transfeired to their compicror? In 1808 
was the will of the Rhine Alliance league transferred t.o 
Napoleon ? Was the will of the mass of the Russian people 
transferred to Napoleon in 18(>{), wlnm our army in alliance 
with th<^ French made wi^r upon Austria? 

These questions may be answered in tbr(K‘ ways: (1) By 
maintaining that the will of the masses is always uncondi- 
tionally delegated over to that ruler or lliose rulers whom 
they have chosen, and that consecjiiciiitly every rising up of 
new power, every struggle against the power once delegated, 
must be regarded as a contravention of the real |>(>wer. 

Or (2) by maintaining that the will of the masses is dele- 
gated to the rulers, under certain definite conditions, and by 
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showing that all restrictions on, conflicts with, and even aboli- 
tion of power are due to non-observance of the rulers of those 
conditions upon which power was delegated to them* 

Or (3) by maintaining that the will of the masses is dele- 
gated to the rulers conditionally, but that the conditions are 
uncertain and undefined, and that the rising up of several 
authorities, and their conflict and fall, are due only to the 
more or less complete fulfilment of the rulers of the uncertain 
conditions upon which the will of the masses is transferred 
from one set of persons to another. 

In these three ways do historians explain the relation of 
the masses to their rulers. 

Some historians — those most distinctively biograjdiers and 
writers of memoirs, of whom we have spoken above — failing in 
the simplicity of their liearts to understand the question as 
to the moaning of power, seem to believe that the combined 
will of the masses is delegated to historical loaders uncoiuii- 
tionally, and therefore, describing any such authority, these 
historians assume that that authority is the one absolute and 
real one, and that every other force, opposing that real autho- 
rity, is not authority, but a violation of authority, and 
unlawful violence. 

Their theory (its in well with primitive and peaceful periods 
of history; but in its application to compli<rafe(‘(l and stormy 
periods in the life of nations, when setvoral <li(fercnt autho- 
rities rivso up simultaneously and struggle! together, the in- 
convenience arises that the legitinn’st historian will assert 
that the National Assembly, the Directorate, and Bon/ipartt* 
wore only violations of real authority ; wliilc the Hopuhlican 
and the JJonapartist will maintain, one that the Republic, 
and the other tliat the Kmpirc were the real authority, atul 
that all the rest was a violation of authority* It is <*vidc«t 
that the explanations given by these historians, being mutually 
contradictory, can satisfy none but children of the tcndt'ivst 
age. 

Recognising the decepliveness of this view of bist<mY, 
another class of historians assert that authority rcsi.H on Uie 
conditional delegation of the combined will of the masses to 
their rulers, and that historical leaders possess power only 
condition of carrying out the programme which the will of* the 
people has by tacit consent dictated to tlumi. But what this 
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programme consists of, those historians do not tell us, or if 
tliey do, they continually contradict one another. 

In accordance with his view of what constitutes the goal of 
the movements of a people, each historian conceives of this 
progi-amme, as, for instance, the greatness, the wealth, the 
freedom, or tlie enlightenment of the citizens of Fnince or 
some other kingdom. Hut putting aside the contradictions 
between Iiistorians as to the nature of such a progrumiue, 
and even supposing that one general })rogrnmmc to exist 
for all, l,he facts of history almost always contnulict this 
theory. 

If the conditions on which power is vested in rulers arc to 
be found in the wcaltli, frccaoni, and enlightenment of the 

f >cople, how is it that kings like liouis xiv. and John iv, 
ived out their reigns in peace, while kings like Louis xvi. 
and Charles r. wore jmt to death by their peojples.? To 
this (Question these historians reply, that the cflect of the 
actions of liouis xiv. contrary to the programme wore re- 
ac‘tcd upon IjOUIS xvi. Hut why not reflected on Louis xiv. 
and Ixiuirt xv.? Why precisely on Louis \vi, .>■ And what 
limit is there to such reflection? To these (|ueslioiw there 
is and can lie no reply. Nor docs this view explain the 
reason that the combined will of a people nunaiim for several 
centuries vested in its rulers and their heirs, and then all 
at once during a jieriod of fifty years is transferred to a 
Convention, a Directory, to Napoleon, to Alexainler, to 
IjOuis xvrii., again to NapolcMni, to Charles x., to Louis 
Philippe, to a republican government, and to Napoleon in. 
To explain these rapid transferences of the people's will 
from one person to another, especially when eomplieateil by 
international relations, wars, and alliances, tlu‘su liistoriuns 
arc unwillingly otiligcd to allow that a projiortion of these 
phenomena arc not normal transfcren<)(^s of the will of the 

G iople, hut co-sual inciclents, depending on the vuuning, or the 
uudering, or the craft, or the weakness of a diplomatist or 
a monareTi, or the leader of a party So tluit the greater 
number of tlie phenomena of history-civil wars, revolutions, 
wars— are regarded by these historians as not being produced 
by the delegation of the freewill of the people, biit as being 
produced by the wrongly dinxited will of one or several 
{wnons, that is, again by a violation of authority. And so 



WAR AND PEACE 471 

by this class of historians, too, historical events are conceived 
of as exceptions to their theory. 

These histoidans are like a botanist who, observing tliat 
several plants grow by their seed parting into two cotyledons, 
or seed-leaves, should insist that everything that grows only 
grows by parting into two leaves ; and that the palm-tree and 
the mushroom, and even the oak, when it sj)reads its branches in 
all directions in its mature growth, and has lost all semblance 
to its t\vo seed-leaves, are departures from their theory of the 
true law of growth. A third class of historians admit that 
the will of the masses is vested in historical leaders condi* 
tionally, but say that those conditions a)’e not known to us. 
They maintain that historical lenders have power only because 
they are carrying out the will of the masses deUgated to 
them. 

But in that case, if the force moving the peojdes lies not 
in their historical leaders, but in the peoples lhems(dves, when* 
is the significance of those historical lead^u’s ? 

Historical leaders are, so those historians tell us, the self- 
expression of the will of the nuisses; the activity of the 
historical leaders serves as a type of the activity of tfie nmss<*s. 

But in that case the <|uesVion arises, l)o<*s all the activity 
of historical lenders serve as an expre^ssion of the will of the 
masses, or only a cerbiin side of it? If all the life-aettivity «>f 
historical leaders serves as an exi)ressiou of the will of the 
masses, ius som<‘ indeed believe, then the biographi(*K of 
Napoleons and Oatherines, with all tlie clebiiis of court 
scandal, serve as the (*xpressioii of the life of their peoples, 
which is an obvious ul)surdity. If only one side of the activity 
of an historical loader serves ns tiur expression of tlui life of 
a people, as other supposed philosophical historians believe, 
then to define what side of the activity of an historical leader 
docs express the of a p<fopl(‘, one must know first what the 
life of the people consists of, « 

Being confronted with this difliculty, historians of this class 
invent the most obscure, intangible, and general abstraction, 
under which to chws the gR^atest possible number of events, 
and declare that in this abstraction is to bt* found the aim of 
the movements of humanity. The most usual abstracliorm ac- 
cepted by almost all historians are : freedom, e<|uaHty, enlight- 
enment, progress, civilisation, culture. Postulating some such 
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ubsbniction as the goal of the movements of humanity, the 
historiiins study those persons who have left the greatest 
manber of memorials behind them — kings, ministers, generals, 
writers, reformers, popes, and journalists — from the point of 
view of the effect those persons in their opinion hacl in pro- 
moting or hindering tliat abstraction. But as it is nowliore 
proven that the goal of humanity really is freedom, 0(iuality, 
«mlighh‘nment, or civilisation, and as the connection of the 
mass<*s with their rulc‘rs and w'ith the leaders of humanity only 
rests on the arbitrary assumption that the comlnned will of 
the masses is always vested in these figures which attract our 
atUmtion - the fact remains that the activity of the millions 
of men who move from place to place, burn houses, abandon 
tilling the soil, and butch(*r one another, never does find 
expre^sion in descriptions of the activity of some dozen persons, 
wliu <lo not burn houses, iu‘ver have tiHe<l the soil, and do not 
kilt their fellovv-cr<*atures, 

Uisiory pr<m‘s this at every turn. Is the ferment of the 
peoples of the W(»st towards the end of last c<‘nlury, and their 
rush to the east., explained by the activity of Louis xiv,, 
Isolds jfiV., and I^ouis xvr,, or tln^ir mistn*sses and ministers, 
or by the life of Napoleon, of Ilousseau, of DidcTot, of 
Heaumarebais, an<I oUum’s? 

I'he mov<»ment of the Russian petmle to tin* east, to Kazan 
and Siberia, is that expressi'd in tin* (lefails of the morbid lift* 
of »Iohn IV, and his nn-respondence with Kurbsky? 

Is the movtnnent of the jHH>pIes at the time of the ( Vustuies 
cxfilainetl by the life and activity of certain (Jodfreys and 
Louis and their ladies? 

It has remained Ixyond our conipivhtmsion that movement 
of the peoples from W(»sfc to e«Lst, without an object, without 
leadership, witl* u enmd of tmm|).s following Peter the Hermit 
And (weti more ineomprc*hensible is the cessation of that 
movement, wlieti a ratiowd and liioly object for the expedi- 
tions had hmi clearly set up I)y 'historical leaders— that 
is, the deliverancx* of Jerusalem, 

Popes, kings, and knights urge<l the people tt> set free the 
Holy Uwui. Rut tlm pooph^ did not movis Imcause that un- 
known oause, which had irupelkvl tliem l>efore to movement, 
existed no longer. ^Phe history of the (lodfreyfl and the 
MiunesiftgerH evidently mnnot Iws regarde<l as an epitome 
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of the life of the peoples. And the history of the Godfreys 
and the Minnesingers has remained the history of those 
knights and those Minnesingers, while the history of the life 
of the peoples and their impulses has remained unknown. 

Even less explanatory of the life of the peoples is the 
history of the lives of writers and reformers. 

The history of culture offers us os the impelling motives 
of the life of the people the circumstances of the lives or the 
ideas of a writer or a reformer. We learn that Luther had 
a hasty temper and uttered certain speeches; we learn that 
Rousseau was distrustful and wrote certain hooks ; but we do 
not learn what made the nations cut each other to pieces after 
the Reformation, or why men guillotined each other during 
the French Revolution. 

If we unite both these kinds of liistory together, as do the 
most modern histoiians, then we shall get histories of monarchs 
Jind of writers, but not a history of tlio life of nations. 


V 

T’hk life of nations is not contained in the life of a few men, 
since the connection between those few men and the nations 
has not been found. The theory that this conneeition is i)a8etl 
on the delegation of the combined will of a people to its 
historical leaders is an hypothesis, not supjjorted by the testi- 
mony of history. 

The theory of the delegation of the combined will of the 
masses to historical personages may perhaps explain a great 
deal in the domain of the science of law, and is possibly 
essential for its pnr{}osc.s. But in its application to history, 
as soon as revolutions, wars, civil rlistiirbances arise, as soon 
as history begins iu fact — this thcory»explain8 nothing. 

This theory appears irrefutable, just because the act of 
delegating the will of the people can never be verified, since 
it has never existed. 

Whatever event might take place, and whoever might be 
taking the load iu such an event, tlm theory can always say 
that such a person took the lead in bringing about that event 
because the combined will was vested in Viitn. 
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The answers given by this theory to historical questions are 
like the answers of a man who, watcliing the movements of a 
flock, should pay no attention to the varying quality of the 
pasturage in diiierent parts of the field, nor to the actions of 
the shepherd, but should look fur the causes of the flock taking 
this or that direction simply in the animal that happened to 
bo foi'cmost in it. 

‘The flock moves in this direction because the animal in 
front leads it, and the combined will of all the other animals 
is delegated to the leader of the flock.’ Such is the answer 
given by the first class of historians, who suppose an uncon- 
ditional delegation of will to the authority. 

‘ If the animals leading the flock are changed for others, it 
is due to the fact that the combined will of all the beasts is 
transferred from one leader to another owing to the fact that 
the first leader did not follow the direction chosen by all the 
flock.’ Such is the reply of tho.se historians who assume that 
the combined will of the masses is vested in their rulers on 
condi tions which they regard as unknown. (’With this method 
of observation it very often happens that the observer, jtidg- 
ing from the direction chosen by him, reckons as leaders 
those who, when the direction^ of the masses is changed, 
are not in front, but on one side, and even sometimes the 
hindmost.) 

‘If the beasts that arc foremost are constantly being 
changcid, and the direction taken by the flock too is continu- 
ally changing, that is due to the fact that to attain a certain 
direction known to us the beasts delegate their wills to thos<‘ 
Iwasts which attract our attention, and to study the move- 
ments of tlu* flock we ought to observe all the notic(‘al)lc 
animals that ar<f moving on all sich's of Uks flock.’ Sj> say the 
thirti «las.s of historiaris, who accept all hislorietal cluiracters 
as the expression of tludr age fnun monarchs to jounialisls. 

Tlie thw>ry of tluf transferenee of the will of the masses to 
historical eharaclers is only a panq)Iirjw«'— only a restatement 
of the ({ucsLioii in otlnw wtmls. 

What is the cause of historical evejits ? P(»wi‘r. 

What is power? Power is the combined will of the masses 
vested in one (>erson. 

On what conditions are the wills (»f the masses vested in 
one person P On condition of that person’s expressing the will 
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of all men. That is, power is power. That is, power is a word 
the meaning of which is beyond our com})rehension. 

If the domain of hiinian knowledge were confined to abstract 
reasoning alone, then, after subjecting the explanation of 
power given by science to criticism, humanity would come 
to the conclusion that power is only a woi'd, and that it has 
no existence in reality. But for the knowledge of plienonicna, 
man has besides abstract reasoning another instrument — 
experience — by which he verifies the results of reasoning. 
And experience tells him that power is not merely a word, 
but an actually existing phenomenon. 

To say nothing of the fact that not a single account of th<* 
combined action of men can omit the conception of power, 
the reality of power is shown us, not only by history, f)ut by 
observation of contemporary events. 

Whenever an event takes place, a man or men apj)enr by 
whose will the event is conceived to have been accompliBheu, 
Napoleon ui. gives an order, and the French go to Mexico. 
The Prussian King and Bismarck give certain orders, and 
troops go to Bohemia. Napoleon i. gives a command, and 
soldiers niarch into Kussia. Alexander i. gives a command, 
and the French submit to the Bourbons. JUxfH'riencc shows 
us that whatever event takes i)Iace, it is always connected with 
the will of one or of several men, who decreed it should be .so. 

Historians, from the old habit of recognising Divine inter- 
vention in the affairs of humanity, are incliiu^d to look for 
the c-aase of events in the exercise of the will of the person 
endowed with power; but this conclusion is not confirmed 
either by reason or by exjjcrienco. 

On one sklc reason shows that the expression of the will 
of a man — ^liis words, in fact, are only a i)art of the general 
activity expmssed in an event, such as a revolution or a war, 
and therefore without the assumptioi> of an incomprehensible, 
supernatural force — a miracle- -it cannot be admitted that 
these words can be the immediate cause of the movemenls 
of millions of men. 

On the other side, even if one admits lhal words may be 
the cause of an event, history shows us that the expression of 
the will of historical personages in the great majority of cases 
does not lead to any effect at all-— that is, that their coimnandi 
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are often not carried out, and, in fact, sometimes the very 
opposite of what they have commanded is done. 

Witliont admitting divine intervention in the affairs of 
humanity, we cannot accept power as a cause of events. 

Power, from the point of view of experience, is only the 
dependence existing between the expression of the will of a 
pemm and the carrying out of tluxt will by others. 

'Po explain the conditions of that dependence, we have, first 
of all, to reinstate the conception of the oxpre.ssion of will, 
referring it to niaji, and not to the Deity. 

If the Deity gives a command, expresses Ilis will, as the 
history of the ancients tells us, the expression of that will is 
independent of time, and is not called forth by anything, as 
the Deity is not connected with the event. But when we 
speak of cotnm.ands that arc the expression of the will of men, 
acting in time and connected with one another, wo must, if 
wc are to umlersUuid the connection of the command with 
the event, restore (1) the conditions of all the circmnstanccs 
that t<K)k place, the dynamic continuity in time both of the 
evetit and of the person eonnnaiuling it; and (H) ihe condition 
of l.he itievitnhle connection in which the j>erson comnmuding 
stands with Ihost* who carry out his command. 


VI 

Oki.y the expression of the will of the Deity, not depending 
on time, can relat<' to a wlnile series of events that have to 
take place during several years or (saituries; ami only the 
Deity, acting by His will alone, not alieelcd by any ttause, 
can iletermiue tin* dinTtion of the movtuneiit of humanity. 
Man acts in timts and hwnself lakes |)art in the ttvent. 

llestoring the first condition that was omitted, the condi- 
tion of time, we perceive Ibat no single (*ommnnd can Ixs 
carried out apart from pre(*eding eotniimnds that imve made 
the exeetition of the last command possible. 

Never is a single eoinmatul given (piile in<lepend<>ntly and 
arbitrarily, nor does it cover a whole series <if events. Every 
command is the setjucl to somu other ; and it never relates to a 
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whole course of events, but only to one moment in those 
events. 

Wlien we say, for instance, that Napoleon commanded the 
army to go to tight, we sum up in one single expression a 
scries of consecutive commands, depending one upon another, 
Napoleon could not command a campaign against llussia, and 
never did command it. He commanded one day cerbxin 
papers to be written to Vienna, to Berlin, and to Petersburg; 
next day, certain decrees and instructions to the army, the 
fleet, and the conmiissarial, and .so on and so on — millions of 
separate commands, making up a whole series of commands, 
corresponding to a series of events leading the Frencli soldiers 
to Russia. 

Napoleon was giving cominaiuls all through his reign for an 
exj)oditiou to England, On no one of his undertakings did 
lie waste so much time and so much effort, and yet not once 
during his reign was an attempt made to carry out his design. 
Yet he madeanexpoditiouagainsl Russia, with which, accord- 
ing to his rei^eatedly expressed conviction, it was to lus 
advantage to be in alliance ; and this is due to the fact that 
his commands in the first case did not, and in the second did, 
correspond with tlu* course of events. 

In order that a command should certainly be earrit^d out, it 
is necessary that the man should give a command that can 
be carried out. To know what can and what cannot be 
carne<l out is imjiossibh^, not only in the case of Najioleoifs 
cani[)aign against Russia, in which millions look part, but 
even in the case of the siniple.si event, since millions of 
obstacles may always arise to prevtmt its being carried out. 
Every command that is carried out is always one out of a mass 
of commands that arc not carried out. AH the impossible 
commands are inconsistcul wdih the course of events aiul are 
not carried out. Only those which are possible are connectc^d 
with consecutive series of couunaKuls,'*c(>nsist(‘nt with series of 
events, and they are carried ouL 

Our false conception that the command that precedes an 
event is the cause of an event is due to the fact that when the 
event has taken place and those few out of thousands of com- 
mands, which happen to be consistent with the course of 
events, are carried out, we forget those which were not, Ijecause 
they could not be, carried out* Apart from that, the chief 
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source of our error arises from Ihe fact that in the historical 
ac(‘ounfc a whole series of ininiiuerabks various, and most 
minute events, as, for iiislaiice, all that led the French soldiers 
to Ilussia, are generalised into a sinf>‘Ie evenl,in accordance 
with the result produced by that senes of events; and by a 
corresponding generalisation a whole series of commands too 
is siunined uj) into a single expression of will. 

We say : Napoleon chose to invade Uussia and he did so. 
In reality we never find in all Naj)oleon"s doings anything like 
an expression of that design: what we find is a series of 
coinniands or expressions of his will of the most various and 
undefined tendency. Out of many seri(*s of innumerable com- 
mands of Napoleon not carried out, one series of commands 
for the campaign of 1812 was carried out; not from any 
(essential diflcrence betwwn the commands earrii'd out and 
those iKit carried out, but simply liecaiise the former coincided 
with the course of events that led the French st*l<liers into 
Russia ; just as in stencil-work one figure or another is 
skelclu'd, not Inicause the colours are laid on this sid(‘ or in 
that way, but iKicaust* on the figure* <’ut out in sfe^ncil colours 
are laid on all sides. 

So that examining in time Uu* ri*lal.ion of commands to 
events, we find that Ihe eominaud can ne\er in any ease he 
tlur cause of ihe event, Imt that a e(*rtuin definite depend- 
ent* (‘xists l)etweeu them, ''fo umh*rstan<l of what this 
(lepen<lcne<‘ consists, it is essential to ri’siore tin* other eireum- 
stance lost sight of, a condition accompanying any command 
issuing not from the Deity, but from man. Thai cimimslance 
is that the man giving the command is hiniself taking part in 
the event. 

( That relation of llu* commanding person to those luf com- 
mands is indeed precisely what is ('ailed power. Tliat relation 
may be analysed as follows. 

f\>r(rommon action, iheii always unite in eerlnin combina- 
tions, in wbieh, in spile of the difference of the objects aimed 
at by common action, the relation between Iht* men taking 
a part in the action always remains the same. 

Uniting in these combinations, men always stand in such a 
I'clation to one another that the largest number of men take a 
greater direct share, and a smaller number of men a l^s direct 
share in the combined action for which they arc united* Of 
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all such combinations in which men are organised for the 

S erformancc of common action, one of the most striking and 
efinite exaniples is the army. 

Every army is composed of members of lower military 
standing — the private soldiers, who are always the largest 
proportion of tlie whole, of members of a slightly higher 
military standing — corporals and non-conimissionecl officers, 
who are fewer in number than the privates ; of still higher 
officers, whose numbers are even less ; and so on, up to the 
chief military command of all, which is concentrated in one 
person. 

The military organisation may be with pcTfect accuracy 
compared to the figure of a cone, the base of which, w'ith the 
largest diameter, consists of privates ; the next higher and 
smaller plane, of the lower officers ; and so on uj) to the apex 
of the cone, which will be the oommander-in-chief. 

The soldiers, who are the largest number, form the lowest 
plane and I ho base of the cone. 'Hie soldicT himself does the 
stabbing and hacking, and burning and pillaging, and always 
receives commands to |)erfonn these acts from the persons in 
the plane next above. lie himself never giv(»s a command. 
The non-commissioned officer (these are few(‘r in number) more 
rarely performs the immediate act than the soldier; but he 
gives commands, 'i'ho ollicer next above him still more rarely 
acts directly himsolf, and still more fr(‘<juenlly commands. 
The general does notliing but command the army, and hardly 
ever makes use of a weapon. commandcr-in-ehief never 

takes direct part in the action itself, and simjdy makes general 
arrangements as to the movements of the uuihses. A similar 
relation exists in every combination of persons for common 
action — agriculture, commerce, and in every department 
of activity. 

And so without artificially analysing all the converging 
planes of the cone and ninks* of tht^army or classes or ranks 
ojf any department whatever, or public luuVertaking, from lower 
to higher, a law conies into existence, by which men always 
(‘onibinc together for the performance of common action "in 
such relation that the more directly iJicy take part in the 
action, the less they command, and the greater their numbers ; 
and the less dii-ect the part they take in the common action, 
the more they command, and the fewer they are in number : 
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passing in that way from the lower strata up to a single 
man at the top, who takes least direct share in the action, 
and devotes his energy more than all the rest to giving 
commands. 

This is the relation of persons in command to those whom 
they command, and it constitutes the essence of the conception 
of what is called power. 

Restoring the conditions of time under which all events take 
j>lace, We found that a command is carried out only when it 
relates to a corresponding course of events. Restoring the 
essential condition of connection between the persons com- 
manding and fulfilling the commands, wc have found that by 
their very nature the persons commanding take the smallest 
])art in the action itself, and their energy is exclusively directed 
to cotnmamliiig. 


vn 

\VnKN some event takes placi\ men <‘xpreKs their opinions and 
dcjsircs in regard to the event, and as tlu‘ event proceeds 
from the conihined action of many men, some one of the 
o{)iuions or desires expressed is certain 1.0 he at least approxi- 
mately fullllled. Wlum one of llu‘ o))inions (‘X|)ressed is 
fulfilled, that opinion is comiecl.e<l with the event as the 
command precenting it. 

Men are dragging a log. Hvery man expresstss liis o})inion 
as to how and where to drag it. ^I'he men drag tlie log off; 
ami it turns out that it has been clone just as one of them 
advised, lie gave thc^ command then, ^i'his is commanding 
and power in its primitive aspect. 

The man who dul most work with his anus could think 
least what he was doing, reflect least wdiat might come of 
the common action, and m command least. ''I'he unui who 
commanded most could obviously, from his greater verbal 
activity, act less vigorously with his arms. In a larger 
assembly of men, combining their energies to one end, ilm 
class of* those persons who take the less direct share in the 
common work the more their energy is turned to command, is 
still more sharply defined. 

When a man alone, he always carries within him a 
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certain series of considerations^ that have, as he supposes, 
directed his past conduct, and that serve to justify to him 
his present action, and to lead him to make projects for his 
future activity. 

Assemblies of men act in the same way, only leaving to 
those who do not take direct part in the action to invent 
considerations, justifications, and projects concerning their 
combined activity. 

For causes, known or unknown to us, the French begin to 
chop and hack at each other. And to match the event, it is 
accompanied by its justification in the expressed wills of cer- 
tain men, who declare it essential for the good of France, for 
the cause of freedom, of equality. Men cease slaughtering 
one another, and that event is accompanied by the justifi- 
cation of the necessity of centralisation of j)owcr, of resistance 
to Europe, and so on. Men march from west to east, killing 
their fellow-creatures, and this event is accompanied by phrases 
about the glory of France, the baseness of England, and so 
on. History teaches us that those justifications for the event 
are devoid of all common sense, that they arc inconsistent with 
one another, as, for instance, the murder of a man as a result 
of the declaration of his rights, and the murder of millions in 
Russia for the abasement of England. But those j ustifications 
have an incontestable value in their own day. 

'rhey remove moral I’csponsibility from those men who 
produce the events. At the time they do the work of 
brooms, that go in front to clear the rails for the train : they 
clear the path of men's moral responsibility. Apart from 
those justifications, no solution could bo found for the most 
obvious question that occurs to one at once on examining any 
historical event; that is, How did millions of men come to 
combine to commit crimes, murders, wars, and so on ? 

Under the existing complex forms of political social life in 
Europe, can any event be imaginisd wlncli would not have Iwcn 
prescribed, decreed, commanded by some sovereigns, ministers, 
parliaments, or newspapers? Is there any sort of combined 
action which could not find justification in })olitical unit;^, or 
in patriotism, or in the balance of power, or in civilisation ? 
So that every event tliat occurs inevitably coincides with some 
expressed desire, and receiving justification, is regarded as the 
result of the will of one or more persons, 

VOL, 111, ft H 
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Whichever way the ship steers its course, there will always 
be seen ahead of it the flow of the waves it cleaves. To the 
men in the ship the movement of those waves will be the only 
motion perceptible. 

It is only by watching closely, moment by moment, the 
movement of that flow, and comparing it with the movement 
of the ship, that we are convinced that every moment that 
flowing by of the waves is due to the forward movement of 
the whip, and that we have been led into error by the fact that 
we are ourselves moving too. 

We see the same tiling, watching moment by moment the 
movement of historical personages (that is, restoring the 
inevitable condition under which all action takes place— the 
condition of the continuity of motion in time), and not losing 
sight of the necessary connection of historical Jigures with the 
masses. 

Wiuitever happens, it always a|)pears that that was foreseen 
and decreed. Whiclu'ver way the ship turns, the waves gurgle 
in front of it, and ntdlher guiding nor accelerating its move- 
ment, will seem to us at a distance to ho moving arbitrarily 
and guiding the course of the ship. 

Kxamining only those expre.<i.sions of the will of historical 
characters wliicU relattsl to events as commands, historians 
have assumed that the evenls were dependent on the eoin- 
mands. Examining the events themselves, and that connec- 
tion in whidi the historical characters stand with the mosses, 
we have found that historical characters and tlieir commands 
are dependent on the events. An incontestnhie jiroof of this 
deduction is to he found in the fmst that, however many 
commands may he given, the event does not lake place if 
there is no otiicr cause to jiroducc it. lUit as soon as an 
event does take jilace — whatever it may he— out of the number 
of all the expressions of the will of difierent persons, there are 
always some which, from their meaning and time of utterance, 
are related to the events as commands. 

Having reached this cimclusion, wo can directly and positively 
answer these two essential questions of history 

1. What is power? 

2. What force produces the movements of pooples ? 

1. Power is a relation of a certain |)erson to other persons, 
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in which that person takes the less direct share in an act^ the 
more he expresses opinions, theories, and justifications of the 
combined action. 

2, The movement of peoples is not produced by the exercise 
of power; nor by intellectual activity, nor even by a combination 
of the two, as historians have supposed ; but by the activity of 
all the men taking part in the event, who are always combined 
in such a way that those who take most direct part in the 
action take the smallest shai'e in responsibility for it, and 
vice verm. 

In its moral aspect the cause of the event is conceived of as 
power ; in its physical aspect as those who were subject to that 
power. But since moral activity is inconceivable apart from 
physical, the cause of the event is found in neither the one nor 
the other, but in the conjunction of the two. 

Or, in other words, the conception of cause is not applicable 
to the phenomenon we are examining. 

In our final analysis we are brought to the circle of infinity, 
to that utmost limit, to which the luimau intellect is brought 
in every department of thought, if it is not merely piecing 
with its sulycct. Electricity produces heat; heat produces 
electricity. Atoms are attracted ; atoms arc repelled. 

Speaking of the mutual relatioiw of heat and of electricity 
and of atoms, we cannot say why it is so, and we say it is so 
because it i.s unthinkable otherwise; because it must be so; 
because it is a law. The same thing apjdies also to hi.storical 
phenomena. Why docs a war or a revolution come to pass ? 
We do not know. We only know that to bring either result 
to pass, men form themselvt^s into a certain combination in 
which all take part ; and wo say that this is so Uicause it is 
unthinkable otherwise; because it is a law. 


VIII 

If history had to deal with external phenomena, the establish- 
ment of this simple and obvious law would be sufiicient, and 
our argument would be at an end. But the law of history 
relates to man. A particle of matter cannot tell us that it 
docs not feel the inevitability of attraction and ntpulsion, and 
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that the law is not true. Man, who is the subject of history, 
bluntly says : I am free, and so I am not subject to law. 

iTie presence of the question of the freedom of the will, if 
not openly expressed, is felt at every step in history. 

All seriously thinking historians are involuntarily led to this 
question. All the Inconsistencies, and the obscurity of history, 
and the false path that science has followed, is due to that 
unsolved (juestion. 

If the will of every man were free, that is, if every man 
could at;l as he chose, the whole of history would he a tissue 
of disconnected accidents. 

If one man only out of millions once in a thousand years 
had the power of acting freely, that is, as he chose, it is obvious 
tluit a single free act of that man in opposition to the laws 
governing human action would destroy the possibility of any 
laws whatever governing all humanity. 

If there is but one law controlling the imtions of men, there 
can be no free will, hiiu>e men’s will must be s\d)ji*ct to that 
law. 

Iti this contradiction lies the (jiiestion of the freedom of the 
will, which from the most undent times has occupied the best 
intellects of mankind, and has from the niost ancient times 
been reganlc<l as of immense importance. 

I.iOoking at man as a subject of observation from any point 
of view — thwilogical, historical, ethical, ]>liiilosophi(Tal-— we find 
a general law of necessity to wlneh he is stjhject like everything 
existing. Looking at liim from within ourselves, us what we 
are. (ionsdous of, wc feel ourselves free. 

I’lns consciousness is a source of Kclf-knowU>dge utterly apart 
and indemmdent of reason. Throvigh reason man observes 
himself; but he kiuiws himself only through consciousness. 

Apart from conscionsne.S8 of * self, any observation and 
application of reason is inconceivable. 

To understand, to observe, to draw conebisioiis, a man must 
first of alt be conscious of himself as living. A man^ knows 
himself as living, not otherwise than as willing, tliat is, he is 
conscious of his free will Man is conscious of his will as 
constituting the essence of his life, and he cannot he conscious 
of it except as free. 

If subjecting himself to his own observation, a man per- 
ceives that his will is always controlled by the same law 
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(whether he observes the necessity of taking food, or of exer- 
cising his brain, or anything else), he cannot regard this never- 
varying direction of his will otherwise than as a limitation of 
it. If it were not free, it could not be limited. A man's 
will seems to him to be limited just because he is not conscious 
of it except as free. You say : I am not free. But I have 
lifted and dropped my hand. Everybody understands that 
this illogical reply is an irrefutable proof of freedom. 

This reply is an expression of a consciousness not subject to 
reason. 

If the consciousness of freedom were not a separate source 
of self-knowledge apart from reason, it would t)c controlled 
by reasoning and experience. But in reality such control never 
exists, and is inconceivable. 

A series of experimepts and arguments prove to every man 
that he, as an object of observation, is subject to certain laws, 
and the man submits to them, and never, after they have once 
been pointed out to him, controverts the law of gravitation or 
of impenetrability. But the same scries of experiments and 
arguments proves to him that the complete freedom of which 
he is conscious in himself is impossible; that every action of 
his depends on his organisation, on his cliaraeter, and the 
motives acting on him. But man never submits to the de<l no- 
tions of these experiments and arguments. 

I.iearning from experience and from reasoning that a stone 
falls to the ground, a man unhesitatingly believes this ; and in 
all cases expects the law he has learnt to be carried out. 

But learning just as incontestably that his will is subject to 
laws, he docs not, and cannot, believe it. 

Howevor often experience and reasoning show a man that in 
the same circumstances, with the same character, he does tlic 
same thing as before, yet on being led the thousandth time in 
the same circumstances, with the same character, to an action 
that always ends in the same way, he fUcls just a.s unhesitatingly 
convinced that he can act as he chooses, as ever. Every man, 
savage and sage alike, however incontestably reason and ex- 
perience may prove to him that it is impossible to imagine, 
two different courses of action under precisely the same cir- 
cumstances, yet feels that without this meaningless conception 
(which constitutes the essence of freedom) he cannot conceive 
of life. He feels that, however impossible it may be, it is so; 
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seeing that, without that conception of freedom, he would be 
not only unable to understand life, but could not live for a 
single instant. 

He could not live because all men's instincts, all their 
impulses in life, are only efforts to increase their freedom. 
Wealth and poverty, health and disease, culture and ignoi*- 
ance, labour and leisure, repletion and hunger, virtue and vice, 
are all only terms for greater or less degrees of freedom. 

To conceive a man having no freedom is impossible except 
as a man deprived of life. 

If the idea of freedom appears to the reason a meaningless 
contradiction, like the possibility of doing two actions at a 
single moment of time, or the possibility of an effect without 
a caasc, that only proves that consciousness is not subject to 
reason. 

'Fhat unwavering, irrefutable consciousness of freedom, not 
influenced by experience and argument, recognised by all 
thinkers, and felt by all men without exception, that con- 
sciousness without which no conception of man is reliable, 
constitutes the other side of the question. 

Man is the creation of an Almighty, All-good, and All- 
wise God. What is sin, the conception of which follows from 
man's eonsciousne.ss of freedom? That is the (|ucstion of 
theologv. 

Men’s actions are subject to general and invariable laws, 
expressed in statistics. What is man's responsihilitv to society 
the conception of which follows from his consciousness of 
freedom ? That is the question of jurisprudence. 

A man’s actions follow from his innate character and the 
motives acting on him. What is conscience and the sense of 
right and wrong in action that follows from the eonsdousness 
of freedom ? That is the question of ethics. 

Man in connection with the general life of luimauitv is 
conceived as governed by the laws that determine that life. 
But the same man, ajiart from that connection, is conceived 
of as free. How is the past life of nations and of humanity 
to he regarded — as the ])roduct of the free or not free action 
of men ? That is the (piestion of history. 

Only in our conceited age of the poptilarisntion of know- 
Ic(Ige, thanks to the most powerful weapon of iiipiorancc-»thc 
dimiirfon of printe<l matter — ^thc question of the freedom of 
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the will has been put on a level, on which it can no longer 
be the same question. In our day the majority of so-called 
advanced people — that is, a mob of ignoramuses — have ac- 
cepted the result of the researches of natural science, which 
is occupied with one side only of the question, for the solution 
of the whole question. 

There is no soul and no freewill, because the life of man is 
expressed in muscular movements, and muscular movements 
are conditioned by nervous activity. There is no soul and no 
freewill, because at some unknown period of time we came 
from apes, they say, and write, and print. Not at all suspect- 
ing that thousands of years ago all religions and all thinkers 
have admitted — ^have never, in fact, denied — that same law 
of necessity, which they are now so strenuously trying to ])rove 
by physiology and comparative zoology. They do not see 
that natural science can do no more in this question than 
serve to illumine one side of it. The facts that, from the 
point of view of observation, the reason and the will are but 
secretions of the brain, and that man, following the general 
law of development, may have developed from lower animals 
at some unknown period of time, only illustrates in a new 
aspect the truth, recognised thousands of years ago by all 
religious and philosophic theories, that man is subject to the 
laws of necessity. It does not advance one hair’s-broadth the 
solution of the (piestion, which has another opposite side, 
founded on the consciousness of freedom. 

If men have descended from apes at an unknown i)crio<l of 
time, that is as comprehensible as that they were fabricated 
out of a clod of earth at a known period of time (in the one 
case the date is the unknown ejuantity, in the other the method 
of fabrication) ; and the <iuestion how to reconcile man’s con- 
sciousness of freewill with the law of necessity to which he is 
subject cannot be solved by physiology and zoology, seeing 
that in the frog, the rabbit, aiul the rnonkey we can observe 
only muscular and nervous <ictivity, while in man we find 
muscular and nervous activity plus consciousness. 

The scientific men and their disciples who suppose they ans 
solving this (|uestion are like plasterers set to ]>laster one 
side of a church wall, who, in the absence of the chief super- 
intendent of their work, should in the excess of their zeal 
plaster over the windows, and the holy images, and the 
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woodwork, and the scaffolding, and rejoice that from their 
plasterers’’ point of view everything was now so smooth 
and even. 


IX 

Thk question of freewill and necessity holds a position in 
history different from its place in other branches of knowledge, 
because in history, the c[uestion relates, not to the essential 
nature of the will of man, but to the re})resentation of the 
manifestations of that will in the past and under certain 
conditions. 

History, in regard to the solution of this question, stands 
to the otlicr stdences in the position of an experimental 
science to speculative sciences. 

The subject of history is not the will of man, but our 
rej)resentalion of its action. 

And so the insoluble inysU^ry of the union of the two anti- 
nomies of freedom and necessity does not exist for history as it 
does for theology, ethics, and |)hilosophy. History deals witli 
the representation of the life of man, in which the union of 
those two antinomies is accomplished. 

In actual life every historical event, every human action, is 
(juite clearly and definitely ini<lerstood, without a sense of the 
slightest contradiction in it, although evesry event is conceived 
of partly as frc<^, and partly us necessary. 

To solve the problem of combining freedom and necessity 
and the question what constitutes the essence of those two 
conceptions, the philosophy of history can and ought to go 
to work in a dirc'cUon opposite lo that taken by the other 
sciences. Instead of first defining the ideas of freedom and 
necessity in tliomselves, and tlum ranging the phenomena of 
life uncler those delinitior.s, history must form the definition 
of the ideas of fre(‘will ami necessity from the immense multi- 
tude of phenomena in her domain that are always dependent 
on those two ehanents. 

Whatever presentation of the activity of one man or of 
seveml persons examine, wo always regard it as the i)ro- 
<luct partly of that man or men'’8 freewill, partly of the laws 
of necessity. 
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Whether we are discussing the migrations of peoples and 
the inroads of barbarianSj or the government of Napoleon in., 
or the action of some man an hour ago in selecting one direc- 
tion for his walk out of several, we see nothing contradictory 
in it. The proportion of freedom and necessity guiding the 
actions of those men is clearly defined for us. 

Very often our conception of a greater or less degree of 
freedom differs according to the different points of view from 
which we regard the phenomenon. 

But every human action is always alike conceived by us as 
a certain combination of freewill and necessity. 

In every action we investigate, we see a certain propoition 
of freedom and a certain proportion of necessity. Ana what- 
ever action we investigate, the more necessity we see the less 
freedom, and the more freedom the less necessity. 

The proi)ortion of freedom to necessity is decreased or in- 
creased, according to the point of view from which the act is 
regarded ; but there always remains an inverse ratio between 
them, 

A drowning man clutching at another and drowning him, 
or a hungry mother starved by suckling her baby and stealing 
food, or a man trained to discipline who at the word of com- 
mand kills a defenceless man, all seem less guilty — that is, 
less free and more subject to the law of necessity to oue who 
knows the circumstances in which they are placed, and more 
free to one who did not know that the man was himself drown- 
ing, that the mother was starving, that the soldier was on 
duty, and so on. In the same way a man who has twenty 
years ago committed a murder and afterwards has gone on 
living calmly and innocently in s«>ciety seems less guilty, and 
his acts seem more subject to the law of necessity, to one 
who looks at Ins act after the lapse of twenty years than to 
one looking at the same act the uay after it was perpetrated. 
And just in the same way the act itf a madman, a drunkard, 
or a man labouring under violent excitement seems less free 
and more inevitable to one who knows the mental condition 
of the man who performed the action, and more free and less 
inevitable to one who does not know it. In all such cases the 
eoncej^tiou of freedom is increased or diminished, and that of 
necessity corresi)ondingly diminished or increased, according 
to the point of view from which the action is regarded. So 
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that the more necessity is seen in it the less freedom. And 
vice versa. 

Religion, the common sense of humanity, the science of law, 
and history itself understand this relation between necessity 
and freewill. 

All cases, without exception, in which our conception of 
freewill and necessity varies depend on three considerations ; 

1. The relation of the man committing the act to the 
external world. 

S. His relation to time. 

3. His relation to the causes leading to the act. 

In the first case the variation depends on the degree to 
which we see the man’s relation to the external world, on the 
more or less clear idea we form of the definite position occupied 
by the man in relation to everything co-existing with him. 
It is this class of considerations that makes it obvious to us 
that the drowning man is less free and more subject to neces- 
sity than a man standing on dry ground ; and that makes the 
actions of a man living in close connection with other people 
in a thickly populated district, bound by tics of family, official 
duties, or business undertaking, seem 'undoubtedly less free 
than those of a man living in solitude and seclusion. 

If we examine a man alone, apart from his relations to 
everything around him, every action of his sccuns free* to us. 
But if we see any relation of his to anything surrounding, if 
we perceive any connection between Inm and anything else, 
a man speaking to him, a book read hy him, the work he is 
employed in, oven the air he breathes, or the light that falls 
on the objects around him, we perceive that every one of those 
circumstances has its influence on him, and controls al least 
one side of his activity. And the nn)rcs we perceive of those 
influences, tlie smaller the idea wc form of ms freedonj, and 
the greater our conception of the necessitv to whieli he is 
subject. 

S. The second cause of variation is due to the degree of 
distinctness with which the man’s position in titne is perceived, 
the clearness of the notion formed by ns of the place the 
man’s action fills iti time. It is owing to this class of con* 
sidcratious that the fall of the first man, loading to the origin 
of the human race, seems to us obviously less free than tlm 
marriage of any one of our contotnporaries. It is owing to 
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this class of considerations that the life and acts of men who 
lived years ago cannot seem to me as free as the life of my 
contemporaries, the consequences of whose acts are still un- 
known to me. 

The variation in our conception of freewill in this connec- 
tion depends on the interval of time that has elapsed between 
the action and our criticism of it. 

If I examine an act 1 have committed a moment ago in 
approximately the same circumstances as I am placed in now, 
my act appears to me indubitably free. But if I examine an 
act I have committed a month ago, then being placed in other 
circumstances, I cannot help recognising that hod not that act 
been committed, much that is good and agreeable, and even 
inevitable, resulting from that act, could not have taken 
place. If I reflect on a still more remote action, jicrformed 
ten years or more ago, the consequences of my act are even 
plainer to me, and it will be difRcult for me to conceive what 
would have happened if that action had not taken place. The 
further back I ^ in my reminiscences, or what is the same 
thing, the further forward in my criticism of them, the more 
doubtful becomes my view of the freedom of my action. 

Wc find i)rcciscly the same ratio of variation in our views 
of the element of freewill in the general affairs of men in 
history. A contemporary event we conceive of as undoubtedly 
the doing of all the men we know of concerned in it. But 
with a more remote event, wc see its inevitable consequences, 
which prevent our conceiving of anything else as possible. Ami 
the further back we go in the examination of events, the less 
arbitrary they seem to tis. 

nio Austro-Prussian war appears to us to be undoubtedly 
the result of the crafty acts of Bismarck and so on. 

The Napoleonic wars, though more doubtful, appear to us 
the cflcct of the freewill of the leg^ling heroes of those wars. 
But in the Clrusados wc sec an event, filling its definite place 
in history, without which the modem history of Europe is 
inconceivaif)Io, although to the chroniclers of the Crusades, 
those events appeared simply due to the will of a few persons. 
In the migrations of peoples it never occui's to any one iiow 
that the renewal of the European world depended on a canrice 
of Attila's. The more remote in history the subject or our 
observations, the more doubtful we feel of the freewill of the 
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persons concerned in the event, and the more obvious is the 
law of necessity in it. 

3. The third, element influencing our judgment is the degree 
to which we can apprehend that endless chain of causation 
demanded by the reason, in whicli every phenomenon com- 
prehended, and so every act of man, must have its definite 
place, as a result of past and a cause of future acts. 

This is the clement that causes our acts and those of others 
to appear to us on one side more free the less we know of the 
physiological, psychological, and historical laws deduced from 
observation, and the less thoroughly the physiological, psycho- 
logical, or historical cause of the act has been investigated by 
us, and on the other hand the less simple the act observed 
and the less complex the character and mind of the man 
whose action wc are examining. 

When we have absolutely no understanding of the causes of 
an action — whether vicious or virtuous or simply non-moral — 
we ascribe a greater element of freewill to it. In the case of a 
crime, we are more urgent in demanding punishment for the 
act ; ill the case of a virtuous act, we are warm<*r in oui 
a}>preciation of its merits. In cases of no moral hearing, wc‘ 
recognise more individuality, originality, and indepi^ndence in 
it. But if only one of the iiuuuneralde caust*s of the act is 
known to us, we recognise* a cc^rtaiu element t)f nec(*ssil \\ and are 
less ready to exact punishment for the crime, to u(»knowIcdge 
merit iii the virtuous act, (^r freedom in the apparent origin- 
ality. The fact that the criminal was reared in vicious sur- 
roundings softens his fault in our eyes, self-sacrilice of a 
father, of a mother, or self-sacrifice with tin* possibility of reward 
is more comprehensible than gratuitous sclf-su<n*ifice, and so is 
regarded by us as less <Icserving of sympathy and l<‘ss the work 
of freewill. Tho founder of a sect, of a party, or the inv(*ntor 
impresses us less when we understand how and by what th<* 
way was paved for his activity. If we have a larg(‘ range 
of experiments, if our observation is continually dirc<!ted to 
seeking correlations in men's actions between causes and 
effects, their actions will seem to us more neccssarv and less 
free, the more accurately wc connect causes and effects. If 
the actions investigated arc simple, and we have had a vast 
number of such actions under observation, our conception 
of their inevitability will be oven more complete. The 
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dishonest conduct of tlie son of a dislioiicst father, the mis- 
behaviour of women, wlio haM* been led into certain surrmind- 
inf^, the relapse of the reformed drunkard into drunkenness, 
and so on, are instances of conduct which seems to us to be 
less free the better we understand their (‘nuse. If the man 
himself whose tionduet we are examiniii)^ is on tin; lowest 
stage of mental development, like a cidlti, a niatlman, or a 
simpleton, then when wo know the causes t»f the act and the 
simplicity of the character »ind intelligence, we M*e s<> great an 
element of ueciessily, and so little freewill. Hint we can foreli'll 
the iK*t that will fctllow, ns soon as we know thi* eause bound 
to bring it forth. 

In all legislative codes tin* exoneration of erime or admission 
of iniiigaling eircunislances ivsis only c»n I lu»s(r thrw elasscs 
of consideration. The giiiit is coneeivi’<l as greater or less 
according to the greater or lesser knowledge of tin* conditions 
in whicl> the jnan judged is placed, t,he greater or less interval 
of time between the perijetralion of the crime and tin* judg- 
ment of it, and the greater or less etmipreiiension of the causes 
that led to the net . 


X 


A.vti thus our conception of freewill anti i>eci**.Mly i> gradually 
diminished tir imTeaseii aeeonling to tlie tiegree of etuincetioii 
with the ((Xtcrnal world, the degre*e of remoteness in time, ami 
tlu! degret* t)f d(*penden(*e «m ctiuses which wt* .see in the 
phenomenon of man's lift* that we i*xuniin(>. So that if we 
examine the case of a man in which the eonncctioit with the 
extonml world is better known, the interval of time I>etwe4»n 
the examination ami the act gn*at(*r, and the causes of the 
action easier t.t> conjprelicml, wc foriTi n ctmeoption i»f a greatiY 
element of nwessily ami less of freewill. If wc examine a 
man in a less cltuse depcntleuce on external conditions, if his 
action is committed at a moment nearer the present, and the 
causes Imding him to it are b«!yond our k<>n, we form a con- 
ception of a less tdement of iwatissity jind a greater element 
of freewill in his action. 

But in neither case, liowaver we shift our point of view, 
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however clear we make to ourselves the connection in which the 
man is placed with the external world, or however fully com- 
prehensible it may appear to us, however long or short a 
period of time we select, however explicable or unfathomable 
the causes of the act may be to us, we can never conceive of 
complete freewill, nor of complete necessity in any action. 

1. However carefully we imagine a man excluded from the 
influence of the external world, we can never form a concc}>- 
tion of freedom in space. Every act of man’s is inevitably 
limited by what surrounds him and by his own body. I rai.se 
my arm and let it fall. My action seems to me free ; but 
asking myself could I raise my arm in any direction, I see 
that I moved it in the direction in which there was least 
hindrance to the Mtion arising from bodies around me or 
from the construction of my own body. I chose one out of 
all the iMSsible directions, because in that direction I met 
with least hindrance. I'or my action to be entirely free, it 
would have to meet with no hindrance in any direction. To 
conceive a man quite free, wc have to conceive him outside 
of space, which is obviously impossible. 

3. However near wc bring the time of criticism to the time 
t»f action, we can never form a contxiption of freedom in time. 
For if I examine an act committed a .second ago, I must still 
recomiisc that it is not free, since the act is irrevocably linked 
to the moment at which it was committed. Can I lift my 
arm ? I lift it; but I ask my.self ; (Jould I not have lifted n;y 
arm in that moment of time that has just passed if To con- 
vince myself of that, I do not lift my arm the next momout. 
But I am not abstaining from lifting it that first moment 
of which I asked myself the question. The time has gone by 
and to detain it was not in my power, and the hand which I 
then raised and the air in which I raised it arc not the .same 
os the hand I do not raise now or the air in whicli I do not 
now raise it. The moment in which the flrst movement took 
place is irrevocable, and in that moment 1 could only perform 
one action, and whatever movement I had made, that move- 
ment could have been the only one. Tlic fact that the 
following moment I abstained from lifting my arm did not 
prove that I could have abstained from lifting it. And since 
my movement could only be one in one moment of time, it 
could have been no other. To conceive it to oneself as free, 
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one must conceive it in the present on the boundary be- 
tween the past and the future, that is, outside time, which 
is impossible. 

S. However we increase the degree of difficulty of compre- 
hending the causes of the act, we never reach a conception of 
complete freewill, that is, absolute absence of cause. Though 
the cause of the expression of will in any act of our own or 
another’s may be beyond our ken, it is the first impulse of 
the intellect to presuppose and seek a cause, without which no 
phenomenon is conceivable. I raise my arm in order to per- 
form an act independent of any cause, but the fact that I 
want to perform an act indepemient of any cause is the cause 
of my action. 

But even if by conceiving a man entirely excluded, from 
external influence, and exercising only a momentary act in 
the present, not called forth by any cause, we were to reduce 
the element of necessity to an infinitesimal minimum equi- 
valent to nil, we should even then not have reached a con- 
ception of complete freewill in a man; for a creature, 
uninfluenced by the external world, outside of time, and 
independent of cau.se, is no longer a man. 

In the same way we aui never conceive a human action 
subject only to necessity without any element of freewill, 

1. However we increase our knowledge of the conditions 
of space in which a man is placed, that knowledge can never 
I)e comj)letc since the number of these conditions is infinitely 
great, secjing that space is infinite. And so long as not all 
the conditions that may influence a man are defined, the circle 
of necessity is not complete, and there is still a loophole for 
freewill* 

2. Thdugh we may make the period of time intervening 
between an act and our criticism of it as long as we choose, 
that period will bo finite, and time is infinite, and so in this 
respect too the circle of necessity is not complete. 

8. However easy the chain of causation of any act may 
he to grasp, we shall never know the whole chain, since it is 
endless, and so again we cannot attain absohite necessity. 

But apart from that, even if, reducing the nnniimim of free- 
will till it is equivalent lo nil, we were to admit in some case 
— as, for instance, that of a dying man, an unborn babe, an 
idiot — a complete absence of freewill, we should in so doing 
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have destroyed the very conception of man, in tlie case we are 
examining; since as soon as there is no freewill, there is no 
man. And therefore the conception of the action of a man sub- 
ject only to the law of necessity, without the smallest element 
of freewill, is as impossible as the eonception of a complelcly 
free human action. 

Thus to conceive a human Jiction subject only to the law of 
necessity without freewill, we must a.ssumc a knowledge of an 
infinite number of conditions in sjuice, an infinite/// long period 
of time, and an infinite chain of causation. 

To conceive a man perfectly free, not subject to the law of 
necessity, we must conceive a man out, tide of' xpiire, outxidc of 
time, amljrcefmm all dependence on canxe. 

In the first case, if necessity w«*re pcwsible without freewill, 
we should be brought to a ileiinition of llu* laws of necessity 
in the terms of the same; necessity, that i.s, to men* form with- 
out content. 

In the second case, if freewill were possible without neces- 
sity, we should come to unconditioned freewill outside of 
space, and time, and cause, which by tlu* fact of ita being 
unconditioned and unlimited would' be nothing else than 
content without form. 

We should he brought in fart f,o these two fundamental 
elements, of which man’s whole cosmic conception is made 
up — the incomprehensible csM*mt? of life and the laws that 
give form to that c.ssence. 

Reason says (1) space with all the forms given it by its 
visibility — matter — is iiiHuite, and is not thinkable otherwise. 

2. Time is infinite* movement without one moment of rest, 
and it is nt»t olhcwise thinkable. 

3. ^’he coimeclioii of ciuise and effect has no beginning, 
and can have no cud. 

Consciousness says: 1. I alone am, and all that exists is 
only I ; consequently I inSludu s|>ac(*. 

I measure moving time by the unchanging moment of 
the present, in which alone I am conscious of myself living; 
consequently I am outside of lime, and 

8. I am outside of cause, since I feel myself the cause of 
every phenomenon of my lift*. 

Rmon gives expression to the laws of necessity. Con- 
sciousness gives expression to the reality of fn'ewill. 
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Freedom unlimited by anything is tlie essence of life in 
man’s consciousness. Necessity without content is man’s reason 
with its three forms of thought. 

Freewill is what is examined: Necessity is what examines. 
Freewill is content: Necessity is form. 

It is only by tlie analysis of the two sources of knowledge, 
standing to one another in the relation of form and content, 
that the mutually exclusive, and separately inconceivable 
ideas of freewill and necessity are formed. 

Only by tJieir synthesis is a clear conception of the life of 
man gained. 

Outside these two ideas — in their synthesis niutnally defini- 
tive as form and content — no conception of life is y)ossil)le. 

All that we know of mcirs life is only a certain relation of 
ireewill to necessity, that is, of consciousness to the laws of 
reason. 

All that we know of the external world of nature is only 
a certain relation of the forces of nature to necessity, or of 
the essence of life to the laws of reason. 

I’ln* forces of the life of nature lie outside us, and not siib- 
j<‘ct to our consciousness; »*uid we call these forces gravitation, 
in(‘rlia, elect ri<‘itv, vital force, uiid so on. But the force of 
th(‘ life of man is* the subj(‘ct of our consciousness, and we call 
it freewill. 

But just us the force of gravitation - in itself incompre- 
hensible, though felt by every man — is only so far understood 
by ns as we know the Taws o'f nec<'ssity to which it is subject 
(from the first knowledge that all bodies are heavy down to 
Nc^wlon’s law), so too the force of freewill, unthinkable in 
itself, but recognised by the consciousness of every man, is 
o*ily so far understood as we know the laws of necessity to 
which it is sulyect (from the fact that every man dies up to 
i.he knowledge of the most complex economic or historic laws). 

All knowledge is simply bringing the essence of life under 
the laws of reason. 

Man’s freewill is distinguislicd from every other force by 
the fact that it is the subject of man’s consciousness. But in 
the <‘ycs of reason it is not distinguished from any other force. 

The forces of gravitation, of eh^ctrieity, or of chemieal 
adlnity, are only distinguished from one another by being 
(lillerenl.ly defined by reason. In the same way the forex» of 
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man’s freewill is only distinguished by reason from the other 
forces of nature by the definition given it by reason. Free- 
will apart from necessity, that is, apart from the laws of 
reason defining it, is in no way different from gravitation, or 
heat, or the force of vegetation; for reason, it is only a 
momentary, indefinite sensation of life. 

And as the undefined essence of the force moving the 
heavenly bodies, the undefined essence of the force of heat, of 
electricity, or of chemical affinity, or of vital force, forms the 
subject of astronomy, physics, chemistry, bolaiiy, zoology, and 
so on, so the essence of the force of freewill forms the sul)jt‘cl 
matter of history. But even as the subject of every science is 
the manifestation of that unknown essence of life, yet that 
essence itself can only be the subject of metaphysics, so too 
the manifestation of the force of freewill in sj)ace, and time, 
and dependence on cause, forms the subject of history, btit 
freiivvill itself is the subject of metaphysics. 

In the experimental sciences, what is known to us we 
call the laws of necessity; what is unknown to ns we call 
vital force. Vital force is simply an expression for \vhat 
remains unexplained by what we know of the essenc.e of life. 
So in history what is known to us we call the laws of lUfccs- 
sity; what is unknown, wa call freewill, Fn^evvill is for 
history simply an expression for what remains unex})lained by 
the laws of men’s life that w(i know. 


XI 

IIisToiiv examines the manifestations of man’s freewill in 
connection witli the external world in lime and in (h‘pendenee 
on cause, that is, defines^ that freedom by the laws of reason ; 
and HO history is only a science in so far as that freedom is 
defined by those laws. 

To history the recognition of the frecwills of men as forces 
able to influence liistoricnl events, that is, not subjc‘ct to laws, 
is the same as it would be to astronomy the recognition of 
freewill in the movements of the heavenly bodies. 

I’his recognition destroys the posHibility of the existence of 
laws, that is, of any seience whatever. If there is »o much as 
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one body moving at its freewill, the laws of Kepler and of 
Newton are annulled, and every conception of the movement 
of the heavenly bodies is destroyed. If there is a single 
human action due to freewill, no historical law exists, and 
no conception of historical events can be formed. 

For history there exist lines of movement of human wills, 
one extremity of which vanishes in the unknow^able, and at 
tlui other extremity of which in space, in time, and in dc- 
l^eiuleace on cause, there moves men’s consciousness of free- 
will in the present. 

The more this curve of movement is analysed Ixifore our 
eyes, the clearer is the laws of its movement. To discover and 
define those laws is the problem of history. 

h’rom the point of view from which the science of history 
now aj)proaches its subject, by the method it now follows, 
seeking the causes of phenomena in the freewill of men, th<* 
cxj)rcssion of laws by science is impossible; since however we 
limit the freewill of men, so long as we recognise it as a force 
not subject to law, the existence of law becomes impossible. 

Only limiting this element of freewill to infinity, that is, 
regarding it as an infinitesimal minimum, wo ai*e convinced 
of the comi>lcte unattainability of causes, and then, instead of 
seeking causes, history sets bcfoi’c itself the task of seeking 
laws. 

The seeking of those laws has been begun long ago, and the 
now lines of thought which history must adopt are being 
worked out simultaneously with the self-destruction towards 
which the old-fashioned history is going, for ever dissecting 
and dissecting the causes of ifiienomena. 

All humun sciences have rollowed the same course. Reach- 
ing infinitesimals, mathematics, the most exact of the sciences, 
leaves the process of analysis and enters on a new jirocess 
of apjproximatixig to summing up the unknown infinitesimals. 
Forsaking the conception of cause, mathematics seeks law, that 
is, properties common to all unknown, infinitesimal (luantities. 

The other sciences, too, have followed the same course, 
though under another form. When Newton formulated the 
law of gravitation, he did not say that the sun or the earth 
has the property of attraction. He said that all bodic.s~froin 
the greatest to tlie smallest-— have tl\e property of attracting 
one anoth(‘r; that is, leaving on one side the ciueslion of the 
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cause of the movements of bodies, he expressed the properly 
common to all bodies, from the infinitely great to tlie infiiiiloly 
small. The natural sciences do the same thing; leaving on 
one side the question of cause, they seek for laws. History, 
too, is entering on the same course. And if the subject of 
history is to be the study of the movemenls of peoples and of 
humaiiity, and not episodes from the lives of individual men, 
it too is i)onnd to lay aside the idea of cause, and to seek the 
laws common to all the e(jual and inseparably interconnected, 
infinitesimal elements of freewill. 


xri 

Evna sinci* the law of (Jopernicus was discovered and proved, 
the tuere recognition that not the sun, but tlu‘ earth moves, 
has destroyed the whole cosmography of tlu^ ancieuts, Ily 
disproving’ the law, it might have been possible* to relain Urn 
old concopLion of the movements of the lii*avt*nly l>odi(‘s; l)ut 
witimut disproving it, it would seem to hi* itnpossibie to 
continue studying the rtolcmaic worlds. liut as a fact even 
after the discovery of tlie law of ( !op(*rnicus, the Ptolemaic 
worlds long continued to be a subject of study. 

Kver since the first i)erson said and i)roved that the number 
of births or crimes is .subjo(*t to mathmnatiital laws, that; 
certain geographical and polilico-ectonoinical laws determine 
this or that form of government, that certain relations of the 
population to the soil lead to migrations of pcopleft~from 
that moment the foundations on which history was built wt*re 
destroyed in tficir (ssseuce. 

By disproving those now law.s, the old view of history nnght 
have been retained. But^withont disproving them, it would 
fiocru impossible to continue studying historical events, merely 
as the arbitrary jmoduct of the freewill of individual num. 
For if a certain type of government is establislu^d, or a certain 
movement of peoples takes place in consequence of certain 
geographical, ethnographical, or economic conditions, the 
freewill of those persons who are described to u« as setting 
up that type of government or leading that movement cannot 
bt* regarded as the cause. 
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And yet history goes on l)eing studied as of old, side by 
side witii laws of statistics, of geography, of political economy, 
of comparative philology and geology, that flatly contradict 
its assumptions. 

The struggle between the new views and the old was 
long and sLubboni in physical philosophy. Theology stood 
on guard over tlie old view, and accused the new view of 
violating revelation. But when truth gained the day, theology 
established itself as firmly as ever on a new basis. 

As long and as obstinate is the conflict to-day between 
the old and the new view of history; and in the same way 
theology stands on guard over the old view, and accuses tlie 
new of attacking revelation. 

In both cases on both sides, the struggle rouses evil passions 
and stifles truth. On one side there is disead and regret at 
demolishing the edifice that has been raised by the ages ; on 
the other, the passion for dcstrucli()n. 

To the m(‘n who fouglit against the new truths of physical 
j)hilosophy, it seemed tliat if tlicy were to admit that truth, it 
would shatter faith in CJrod, in the creation of the firinamenl, 
in the miracle of Joslma, the son of Nun. 'IV) the champions of 
the laws of (!opcrnicus and Newton, to Vollain', for instance, it 
seemed that the laws of astronomy were destructive of religion, 
and the latter made use of the law of graviUition as a wotti>on 
against religion. 

So now it seems that wo have but to admit tlie law of 
ntHJCssity to shatter the conception of the soul, of good, of 
evil, and all the ])olitical and ecclesiastical edifices reared on 
tlie basis of those conceptions. 

So too, like Voltaire in his day, the champions of the law 
of necessity use the law as a weapon against religion, though, 
like the law of Copernicus in astronomy, the law of necessity 
in history, far from destroying, ever strengthens the founda- 
tion on which political and ecclesiastical edifices arc reared. 

Just as then in the question of astronomy, now in tlu^ 
<mcstiou of history, the whole difference of view rested on 
tnc recognition or non-recognition of an absolute unit as a 
measure of visible phenomena. For astronomy, this was tin.* 
immobility of the earth; in history, the ind<pendenco of 
personali ty — free wi 11 . 

Just as in asironomy the difficulty of admitting the motion 
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of the earth lay in the immediate sensation of the earth\s 
stationariness and of the planet's motion, so in history the 
difficulty of recognising the subjection of the personality to 
the laws of space and time and causation lies in the difficull j 
of surmounting the direct sensation of the independence ()f 
one's personality. But just as in astronomy, the new view 
said, ‘It is true, wc do not feel the movement of the earth, 
but, if we admit its immobility, wc arc reduced to absurd iiy, 
while admitting its movement, wc arc led to laws'; so in 
history, the new view says, ‘ It is true, wc do not feel our 
dependence, but admitting our freewill, we are led Lo 
absurdity ; admitting our dependence on the external world, 
time, and cause, we are led to laws.' 

In the first case, we had to surmount the sensation of an 
unreal immobility in space, and to admit a motion we could 
not perceive of by sense. In the present case, it is as ess(‘niiiil 
to surmount a consciousness of an unreal freedom and to 
recognise a dependence not perceived by our senses. 
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